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PREFACE. 

SO  mans  are  the  Qualifications,  as  well  natural  a*  acquired 
that  are  effentially  requifite  to  the  Making  of  a  good  Poet 
that  tu  in  vain  for  any  Man  to  aim  at  a  treat  Reputa- 
tion on  account  of  his  Peetical  Performances,  by  barely  fhi '/ow- 
ing the  Rules  of  others,  and  reducing  their  Speculations  into  Prae 
tue.  It  may  not  be  impoffibk  indeed  for  Men,  even  of  indifferent 
Parts,  bymahng  Examples  to  the  Rules  hereafter  given,  to  eon>- 
fofe  Verfes Smooth  and  we  11- founding  to  the  Ear ;  yet  iffuch  Ferfes 
wamjtrong  Senje,  Propriety,  and  Elevation  of  Thought,  or  Purity 
cjDiaion,  they  will  be  at  beft  but  what  Horace  calls  them  Ver- 
fus  inopes  rerum,  nugarque  canorac;  and  the  Writers  of  then' 
not  Poets,  but  verifying  Scriblers.  I  pretend  not  therefore  by  the 
flowing  Sheets  to  teach  a  Man  to  be  a  Poet  in  Spight  of  Fate  and 
Nature,  but  only  to  be  of  Help  to  the  few  are  born  tobefo,  and 
woom  audit  vocatus  Apolio. 

To  this  End  I  give  in  the  firft  place  Rules  for  making  W 
Verfe:  And  theje  Rules  I  have,  according  to  the  bef  of  my  Judg- 
ment, endeavour* d  to  extrael  from  the  Praelife,  and  to  frame  af- 
ter toe  Examples  of  the  Poets  that  are  mofi  celebrated  for  a  fluent 
*nd  numerous  Turn  of  Verfe.  J 

Another  Part  of  this  Treat ife,  is  A  Dictionary  ox  Rhymes  ■ 
To  whico  having -prefixed  a  large  Preface /hewing  the  Method  and 
Ufefulnef  of  it,  I Jb  all  trouble  the  Reader  in  this  Place  no  farther 
Wan  to  acquaint  him,  that  if  it  be  as  ujeful  and  acceptable  to  the 
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F;-:>'icJc,  as  the  compofing  of  it  was  tedious  and  painful  to  me, 
IJball  never  repent  me  of  the  Labour. 

What  I Jhall  chiefly  (peak  of  here,  is  the  large  ft  Pari  of  the 
Treati fe,  which  I  call  A  Collection  of  the  nioft  natural  and 
iuhlime  Thoughts  that  are  in  the  belt  Englijh  Poets.  And  t$ 
be  ingenuous  in  the  D  if  cover y,  this  was  the  Fart  of  it  that  prin- 
cipally indue  d  me  to  undertake  the  Whole  :  The  Task  was  indeed 
laborious ■,  bvt p leafing',  and  the  fole  Praife  I expected  from  it, 
was,  that  I  made  a  judicious  Choice  and  proper  Dij'poftion  of  the 
Paffages  I  extracled.  A  Mixture  of  fo  many  different  Subjects, 
andfucb  a  Variety  of  Thsugbti  upon  them,  may  poffbly  notjatisfy 
the  Header  Jo  well,  as  a  Compofition  perfel  in  its  Kind  on  one  in- 
tire  \ubjea\  but  certainly  it  will  divert. and  amufe  him  better  ; 
/..  -  here  is  no  Thread  of  Story,  nor  Connexion  of  one  Part  with  an- 
other, to  keep  his  Mind  intent,  andconf  rain  him  to  any  Length 
of  Reading.  I  detain  him  therefore  only  to  acquaint  him,  why  it 
is  via  ie  a  Part  of  this  Book,  andhow  fcrviceable  it  'may  be  to  the 
mtijnDefignof.it. 

Having  drawn  up  Rules  for  making  Verfes,  and  a  Dictionary 
of  Rhymes,  which  are  the  Mechanic  k  Tools  of  a  Poet;  I  came  in 
the  next  Place  to  coJifider,  what  other  human  Aid  could  be  offer  d 
him,  a  Genius  and  Judgment  not  being  mine  to  give.  Nozo  I 
imagined  thai  a  Man  might  have  both  thefe,  and yetfometimes, 
for  the  f ah  of  a  Syllable  or  two,  more  or  lefs,  to  give  a  Verfe  its 
true  Meafure,  be  at  a  Stand  for  Epithets  and  S^nonynui  s,  with 
which  J  have  fee n  Books  of  this  Nature  in  jeveral  Languages 
plentifully  funiijFd. 

Now,  thoy  1  have  differed  from  them  in  Method,  yet  I  am  of 
Opinion  this  Colleclion  may  Jerve  to  the  fame  End,  with  equal 
Profit  and  greater  Pleafure  to  the  Reader.  For,  what  are  E- 
pithets,  but  Adjeclives  that  denote  and  exprefs  the  Qualities  of 
the  Silb flan  lives  to  which  they  are join 'd '?  as  Purple,  Pofie,  Smi- 
ling, Dewy,  Miming:  Dim,  Gloomy,  SWznt;  Night.  What 
Synonym  a7 j,  but  Words  of a  like  Sgnification?  rf/Fear,  Dread, 
Terrour,  Conlternation,  Affright,  Difnny,  &c.  Are  they 
not  then  naturally  to  he  foj'ght  for  in  the  Defcriptions  of  Per  fens 
and  Things  ?  A'^  "—  **  not  better  judge  by  a  Piece  of  Painting, 
j,o::.  .  Colours  may  be  difpos'd;  than  by  feeing  the  fame 

yt-rtral  Colours  fcajter *d  without  Defign  en  a  Table  ?    When 

you 
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you  are  at  a  tofs  therefore  for -proper  Epithets  or  Synonym^  f, 
look  into  this  Alphabetical  Collection  for  any  Word  under  zohicb 
the  Subject  of  sour  Thought  may  mofl  probably  be  ranged,  and 
you  will  find  what  have  been  employ  d  by  our  be  ft  Writers,  and 
in  what  Manner. 

It  would  have  been  as  eafy  a  Task  for  me,  as  it  has  been  to 
others  before  me,  to  have  threaded  tedious  Bed -nils  of  Sy- 
mnymefs  and  Epithets  together,  and  put  :  elves  : 

But  zvhen  they  ft  and  alone  they  appear  bald,  infipid,  uncouth, 
and  offen five  both  to  the  Eye  and  Ear.  In  that  Qifpofttion  they 
may  indeed  help  the  Memory,  but  cannot  direct  the  Judgment 
in  the  Choice. 

But  beftdes,  to  confefs  a  Secret,  I  am  very  unwilling  itfbouU: 
be  laid  to  my  Charge,  that  I  have  fur  niftf  d  Tools  and  given  a 
temptation  of  Verifying,  to  fitch  as  infpigbt  of  Art  and  Nature 
undertake  to  be  Poets;  and  who  miftake  their  Fondnefs  to  Rbyve, 
or  Necejjity  of  Writing,  for  a  true  Genius  of  Poetry,  and  law- 
ful Call  from  Apollo.  Such  Debafers  of  Rhyme  and  Dablers  in 
Poetry  would  do  well  to  conjider,  that  a  Man  would  juftly  de- 
fer ve  a  higher  Efteci  in  the  World,  by  being  a  good  Ma  for.  or 
Shoe- Maker,  or  by  excelling  in  any  other  Art  that  his  Talent  in* 
dines  him  to,  and  that  is  ufeful  to  mankind,  than  by  being  an 
indifferent  or  fee ond  Rate  Poet.  Such  have  no  Claim  .' 
Divine  Appellation  : 

Neque  enim  concludere  Verfum 
Dixeris  efie  fatis  :   Neque,  fi  quis  fcribat,  uti  nos, 
Sermoni  propriova,  putes  hunc  eife  Poetam. 
Ingenium  cui  fit,  cui  Mens  divinior,  atque  Os 
Magna  fonaturum,  des  Nominis  hujus  Honorem.    lira!. 

I  refthed  therefore  to  place  thefe,  the  principal  Mr,irrff ;,  under 
the  awful  Guard  of  the  immortal  Shakeipear,  Milton,  Dry- 
den,  &c. 

Procul  6  procul  efte  Profani !  Virg. 

But  let  Men  of  better  Minis  be  excited  to  a  generous  t  . 
Hon. 
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I  have  infer  ted  not  only  Similiei,  Alluftons%  Chambers,  and 
Defer iptions,  but  alfo  the  moft  Natural  and  Sublime  Thoughts 
of  our  Modem  Poets  on  all  Subjects  whatever.  1  fay,  of  our. 
Modern]  for  tho'  fame  of  the  Ancient,  as  Chaucer,  Spencer, 
and  others,  have  not  been  excel?  d,  perhaps  not  equal?  d,  by  any 
that  have  fucceedtd  them,  either  in  Juftnefs  of  Defer ipt ion,  or 
in  Propriety  and  Greatnefs  of  Thought ;  yet  "their  Language  is 
now  become  Jo  antiquated  and  obfolete,  that  moft  Readers  of  our 
Age  have  no  Ear  for  them  :  And  this  is  the  Reafon  that  the 
good  Shakefpear  him  [elf  is  not  jo  frequently  cited  in  this  Col- 
leclion,  as  he  would  otberwife  deferve  to  be. 

I  have  endeavoured  to  give  the  Pajfiiges  as  naked  and  ft r ipt 
if  Superfluities  and  foreign  Matter,  as  pojfibly  I  could :  But  of- 
ten found  my  felf  obliged,  for  the  fake  of  the  Connexion  of  the 
Senfe,  which  elfe  would  have  been  interrupted,  and  confequently 
alien  re,  to  inter  tfome  of  them  under  Heads,  to  which  every  Part 
cr  Line  of  them  may  be  thought  not  properly  to  belong  :  Nay,  I 
fometimes  even  found  it  difficult  to  chufe  under  what  Head  to 
place  fever  ahf  the  beft  Thoughts ;  but  the  Reader  may  be  affurd, 
that  if  he  find  them  noi  zuhere  he  expects,  he  will  not  wholly 
kfi  his  Labour  ',  for 

The  Search  itfelf  le wards  his  Pains ; 
And  if  like  Chy  mills  his  great  End  he  mifs, 

Yet  Things  weH  worth  his  Toil  he  gains  ; 

And  does  his  Charge  and  Labour  pay 
With  good  unfought  Experiments  by  the  way.  Cowley, 

That  the  Reader  may  judge  of  every  Pajfage  with  due  Defer- 
ence, for  each  Author,  he  will  find  their  Names  at  the  End  of  the 
laft  Line',  and  as  the  late  Verfions  of  the  Greek  and  Roman  Poets 
have  not  a  little  contributed' to  this  Collection,  Homer,  Ana- 
crcon,  Lucretius,  Catullus,  Virgil,  Horace,  Ovid,  Juve- 
nal, &c.are  cited  with  their  Tranftators :  and  after  each  An- 
thorns  Name  are  quoted  their  Plays  and  other  Poems,  from  whence 
the  Pajfagcs  are  extracted. 

The  Reader  will  like  wife  obferve,  that  I  have  fometimes  a- 
fcrWd  to  feveral  Authors  the  Quotations  taken  from  one  and 
the  fame  Play,     Thus  to  thofe  from  the  fir  ft  and  third  Act  of 

Ocdi- 
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Oedipus,  I  have  fat  Dryden;  to  tbofe  from  the  three  other, 
Lee  Becaufe  the  fir  (I  and  third  A3  of  that  Play  were  written  by 
Dry  Jen,  the  three  other  by  Lee.  To  thole  from  Troilus  and 
Greffi  ia  /  have  fome times  put  Shake'pear,  fometimes  Dryden; 
becavfe  he  booing  alter*  d  that  Play,  whatever  I  found  not  in  the 
Edition  of  S  ru  kefpear,  ought  to  be  afcrib'd  to  him.  And  in  like 
manner  of  fever  al  other  Plays. 

As  nc  Thought  can  be  jufily  find  to  be  fine,  unlefs  it  be  true9 
I  have  all  along  had  a  great  regard  for  Truth  ;  except  only  in 
Paffagcs  that  are  purely  Satirical,  where  fome  Allozvance  mujl 
be  given  :  For  Satire  may  be  fine  and  true  Satire,  thoy  it  be  not 
direftly  and  according  to  the  Letter,  true  :  'Tis  enough  that  it 
carry  with  it  a  Probability  or  Semblance  of  Truth.  Let  it  not 
here  be  objeeled,  that  I  have  from  the  Tranflators  of  the  Greek 
and  Roman  Pouts,  taken  fome  Defer iptions  meerly  fabulous :  For 
the  well-  invented  Fables  of  the  Antients  were  defign\i  only  to 
inculcate  the  Truth  with  more  Delight,  and  to  make  it  jhint 
with  greater  Splendour* 

Rien  n'eil  beau  que  le  Vrai.     Le  Vrai  feul  eft  Airriable; 

11  doit  regner  par  tout ;  U  meme  dans  la  Fable. 

De  toute  Fi&ion  Tadroite  FaufTete 

Ne  tend  qu1  a  faire  aux  yeux  briller  la  Verite.       Boileau. 

I  have  upon  every  Subjeil  given  both  Pro  and  Con  whenever 
I  met  with  them,  or  that  I  judgd  them  worth  giving  :  And 
if  both  are  not  always  found,  let  none  imagine  that  1  wilfully 
fupprefs'd  either ;  cr  that  what  is  here  uncontradicted  mujl  be 
unanfwerable. 

If  any  take  Offence  at  the  Lcofenefs  of  fome  of  the  Thoughts, 
as  particularly  upon  Love,  where  I  have  given  the  different  Sen* 
timents  which  Mankind,  according  to  their  fever al  Temperaments, 
ever  had,  and  ever  mill  have  of  it ;  fuch  may  obferve,  that  I 
have  fir  idly  avoided  all  manner  ofObfcenity  throughout  the  zvhole 
Colled  ion  :  And  thoy  here  and  there  a  Thought  may  perhaps  have 
a  Cafi  of  IVantonnefs,  yet  the  cleanly  Metaphors  palliate  the 
Broadnefs  of  the  Meaning,  and  the  Chafienefs  of  the  Words  qua- 
lifies the  Lafcivioufntfs  ef  the  Images  they  reprefent.  And  let 
them  farther  know,  that  I  have  not  always  chofen  what  I  mofl 
approved,  but  what  carries  with  it  the  befl  Strokes  for  Imitation  : 
A  4  For, 
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For,  upon  the  whole  Matter,  it  was  not  my  Bufinefs  to  judge  any 
farther ,  than  of  the  Vigour  and  Force  of  Thought,  of  the  Purity 
of  Language,  of  the  Aptnefs  and  Propriety  of '  Exprefjioni  and 
above  all,  of  the  Beauty  of  Colouring,  in  which  the  Poefs  Art 
chiefly  conftjls.  Nor,  injliort,  would  I  take  upon  me  to  deter' 
mine  what  things  fhould  have  been  faid  i  but  have  Jhewn  only 
what  are  [aid,  and  in  what  Manner. 
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ENGLISH    VERSE. 

IN  the  Englijh  Verfification  there  are  two  Things  chiefly 
to  be  confider'd  ; 

i .  The  Verfes. 

2.  The  feveral  forts  of  Poems,  or  Compoitfions  in  Verfe. 

But  bccaufe  in  the  Verfes  there  are  alio  two  Things  to  be 
obferv'd,  The  Stru&ure  of  the  Verfe,  and  the  Rhyme;  this 
Treatife  (hall  be  divided  into  three  Chapters ; 

I.  Of  the  Structure  of  Englijh  Verfes. 

IV.  Of  Rhyme. 

IK.  Of  the  feveral  Sorts  of  Poems,  or  Compontictas  in 
Verfe, 


CHAP.    1. 

Of  the  Stru&ure  of  Englifh  Verjeu 

TH  B  Structure  of  our  Verfes,  whether  Blank,  or  in 
Rhyme,  confifts  in  a  certain  Number  of  Syllables; 
not  in  Feet  compos'd  of  long  and  mort  Syllables,  as  the 
Verfes  of  the  Greeks  and  Romans.  And  though  foir.e  ingeni- 
ous Perfons  formerly  puzzl'd  themfelvcs  in  prefcribing  Pules 
for  the  Quantity  of  Englijh  Syllables,  and,  in  Imitation 
of  the  Latins,  compos'd  Verfes  by  the  Meafure  of 'Spondees , 
Daly's,  &c.  yet  the  Suceefs  of  their  Undertaking  has  h\)}y 
evine'd  the  Vainnefs  of  their  Attempt,  and  given  ground  to 
fufpeel  they  had  not  throughly  weigh'd  what  the  Genius  of 
our  Language  would  bear;  nor  reflected  that  each  Tongue 
has  its  peculiar  Beauties,  ad  that  what  is  agreeal  le  and  na- 
tural to  one,  is  very  often  clif.greeable,  nay,  inconiiiient  wirh 
A  5  an- 
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another.     Hut  that  Defign  being  now  wholly   exploded,  it 
is  fufficient  to  have  mentionM  it. 

Our  Verfes  then  confift  in  a  certain  Number  of  Syllables  ; 
but  the  Verfes  of  double  Rhyme  require  a  Syllable  more  than 
thofe  of  fmgle  Rhyme.  Thus  in  a  Poem  whofe  Verfes  con- 
iift  often  Syllables,  thofe  of  the  fame  Poem  that  are  accent- 
ed on  the  laft  fave  one,  which  we  call  Verfes  of  double 
Rhyme,  muft  have  eleven;  as  may  be  feen  by  thefe  Verfes. 

A  Man  fo  various  that  he  feernd  to  be 
Not  one,  but  all  Mankind's  Epitome : 
Stiff  in  Opinion,  always  in  the  Wrong, 
Was  evry  thing  by  farts,  and  nothing  long ; 
But,  in  the  Courfe  of  one  revolving  Moon, 
Was  Fidler,  Chytnif,  State/man  and  Buffoon  : 
Then  all  for  Women,  Painting,  Rhyming,  Drinking, 
Befides  Ttn  thou f and  Freaks  that  dfd  in  Thinking. 
Praifing  and  Railing  were  his  ufual  Themes, 
And  both,  to  Jhezv  his  Judgment,  in  E.xtr earns. 
5*  over  violent,  or  over-civil, 
That  every  Man  with  him  was  God  or  Devi/.     Dryd. 

Where  the  4  Verfes  that  are  accented  on  the  laft  fave  one 
have  11  Syllables;  the  others,  accented  on  the  laft,  but  10. 

In  a  Poem  whofe  Verfes  confiit  of  8,  the  double  Rhymes 
require  9 ;  as, 

When  hard  Words,  Jeahufies  and  Fears, 
Set  Folks  together  by  the  Ears ; 
And  made  ''em  fight,  like  mad,  or  drunk, 
For  Dame  Religion  as  for  Punk', 
Whofe  Honefiy  they  all  durft  /wear  for, 
Tho   not  a  Man  of  Vff  knew  wherefore  : 
Then  did  Sir  Knight  abandon  Dwelling, 
And  out  he  rode  a  Colonelling.  Hud. 

In  a  Poem  whole  Verfes  confiit  of  7,  the  double  Rhymes 
require  8  ;  as, 

All  thy  Verfe  is  f offer  far 
Than  the  downy  Feathers  are 
Of  my  Wings,  or  of  my  Arrows, 
Of  my  Mother's  Doves  or  Sparrows.  Cowl. 

This  muft  alfo  be  obferv'd  in  Blank  Verfe  ;  as, 
Welcome,  thou  worthy  Partner  of  my  Laurels  t 
Thou  Brother  of  my  Choice!  A  Band  mare  J  acred 

Than 
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Than  Nature's  brittle  Tye.     By  holy  Trie    \  Upf 

Glory  and  Fame  food  fill  for  thy  Arrival  • 

My  Soul  feem'd  wanting  of  its  better  Half, 

And  langitifrfd  for  thy  Abfence  like  a  Prophet, 

Who  waits  the  Infpiration  of  bis  God.  Rowe. 

And  this  Verfe  of  Milton, 

Void  of  all  Succour  and  needful  Comfort. 

wants  a  Syllable  ;  for,  being  accented  on  the  laft  fave  one,  it 
ought  to  have  1 1,  as  all  the  Verfes  but  Two  of  the  preceding 
Example  have:   But  if  we  tranfpofe  the  Words  thus, 

Of  Succour  and  all  needful  Comfort  void. 

it  then  wants  nothing  of  its  due  Meafure,  becaufe  it  is  ac- 
cented on  the  laft  Syllable. 


SECT.    I. 

Of  the  fever al  forts  of  Verfes  \  and,  firft,  of  thofe 
of  Ten  Syllables :  Of  the  due  Obfervation  of  the 
Accents,  and  of  the  Paufe. 

OU  R  Poetry  admits  for  the  moft  part  but  of  Three  forts 
of  Verfes;  that  is  to  fay,  of  Verfes  of  10,  8,  or  7 
Syllables:  Thofe  of  4,  6,  9,  11,  12,  and  14,  are  generally 
employed  in  Masks  and  Operas,  and  in  the  Stanzas  of  Lyrick 
and  Pindarick  Odes,  and  we  have  few  intire  Poems  com- 
pos*d  in  any  of  thofe  forts  of  Verfes.  Thofe  of  12  and  14 
Syllables  are  frequently  inferted  in  our  Poems  in  Heroick 
Verfe,  and  when  rightly  made  ufe  of,  carry  a  peculiar  Grace 
with  them.     See  the  next  Seilion  towards  the  End. 

The  Verfes  of  10  Syllables,  which  are  our  Heroick,  are 
us'd  in  Heroick  Poems,  in  Tragedies,  Comedies,  Paftorals, 
Elegies,  and  fometimes  in  Burle/que. 

In  thefe  Verfes  Two  things  are  chiefly  to  be  confider'd; 

1.  The  Seat  of  the  Accent; 

2.  The  Paufe. 

For  'tis  not  enough  that  Verfes  have  their  juft  Number 
of  Syllables ;  the  true  Harmony  of  them  depends  on  a  due  Ob* 
femtion  of  the  Accent  and  Paufe. 

A  6  The 
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The  Accent  is  an  Elevation  or  a  falling  of  the  Voice  on  a 
certain  Syllable  of  a  Word. 

The  Paufe  is  a  Reft  or  Stop  that  is  made  in  pronouncing 
the  Verfe,  and  that  divides  it,  as  it  were,  into  two  Parts  ; 
each  of  which  is  call'd  an  Hemftich,  or  Half- Verfe. 

But  this  Divifion  is  not  always  equal,  that  is  to  fay,  one 
of  the  Half-Verfes  does  not  always  contain  the  fame  Num- 
ber of  Syllables  as  the  other  :  And  this  Inequality  proceeds 
from  the  Seat  of  the  Accent  that  is  ftrongeft,  and  prevails 
moll  in  the  firft  Half- Verfe.  For  the  Paufe  mull  be  obferv'd 
at  the  End  of  the  Word  where  fuch  Accents  happen  to  be, 
or  at  the  End  of  the  following  Word. 

Now  in  a  Verfe  of  10  Syllables  this  Accent  muft  be  either 
on  the  2d,  4th,  or  6th;  which  produces  5  feveral  Paufes,  that 
is  to  fay,  at  the  3d,  4th,  5  th,  6th,  or  7th  Syllable  of  the  Verfe  : 
For, 

When  it  happens  to  be  on  the  2d,  the  Paufe  will  be  either 
at  the  3d  or  4th. 

At  the  3d,  in  Two  Manners  : 

1.  When  the  Syllable  accented  happens  to  be  the  laft  fave 
one  of  a  Word ;  as, 

As  bufy-as  intent  he  Emmets  are ; 

Or  Cities-whom  unlooKd  for  Sieges  fear  e.  Da  v. 

2.  Or  when  the  Accent  is  on  the  Iaft  of  a  Word,  and  the 
next  a  Monofy  liable,  whofe  Conilruction  is  govern' d  by  that 
on  which  the  Accent  is  ;  as 

Defpife  it,-and  more  noble  Thoughts  purfue.        Dryd. 

When  the  Accent  falls  on  the  2d  Syllable  of  the  Verfe,  and 
the  kit  fave  Two  of  a  Word,  the  Paufe  wil  be  at  the  4th ;  as, 

He  meditates- his  abfent  Enemy  Dryd. 

When  the  Accent  is  on  the  4th  of  a  Verfe,  the  Paufe  will 
be  either  at  the  fame  Syllable,  or  at  the  5th  or  6th. 

A:  the  fame,  when  the  Syllable  of  the  Accent  happens  to 
be  the  Jaftof  a  Woid;  as, 

Such  huge  Ex •!  reams- -inhabit  thy  great  Mind, 

God- like,  unmoved,- and yet,  like  Woman,  hind.  Wall. 

At  the  5th  in  2  Manners: 

1.  When 
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En  it  happens  to  be  the  laft  fave  one  of  a  Word;  as, 

LJ^e  bright  Amov^-whoje  refulgent  Ray 

tWetells  the  Feavour--of  enfuing  Day, 

And  warns  the  Shepherd- with  his  Flocks,  retreat 

To  leafy  Shadows- from  the  threatrfd  Heat.         WalL 

2.  Or  the  laft  of  the  Word,  if  the  next  be  a  Monofyllable 
govern'd  by  it :  as, 

Sofre/b  the  Wound  is-and  the  Grief  fo  vajl.      Wall. 

At  the  6th,  when  the  Syllable  of  the  Accent  happens  to  be 
the  laft  fave  two  of  a  Word;  as, 

Thofe  Seeds  of  Luxury,- -Debate,  and  Pride.         Wall. 

Laftly,  When  the  Accent  is  on  the  6th  Syllable  of  the  Verfe, 
the  paufe  will  be  either  at  the  fame  Syllable  or  at  the  7th. 

At  the  fame,  when  the  Syllable  of  the  Accent  happens  to 
be  the  laft  of  a  Word  ;  as, 

She  meditates  Revenge-refo&d  to  die.  Wall* 

At  the  7th  in  two  manners  : 

1 .  When  it  happens  to  be  the  laft  fave  one  of  a  Word  ;  as, 

Nor  when  the  War  is  over,-is  it  Peace.  Dryd. 

Mirrors  are  taught  to  flatter, -but  our  Springs.     Wall. 

2.  Or  the  laft  of  a  Word,  if  the  following  one  be  a  Mono- 
fyllable  whole  Conitruclion  depends  on  the  preceding  Word 
on  which  the  Accent  is ;  as, 

Andfince  he  could  not  fave  herewith  her  dyd    Dryd. 

From  all  this  it  appears,  that  the  Paufe  is  determin'd  by 
the  Seat  of  the  Accent ;  but  if  the  Accents  happen  to  be  e- 
qually  ftrong  on  the  2d,  4th,  and  6th  Syllable  of  a  Verfe,  the 
Senfe  and  Conftruclion  of  the  Words  mull  then  guide  to  the 
Observation  of  the  Paufe.  For  Example  ;  In  one  of  the 
Verles  I  have  cited  as  an  Tnftance  of  it  at  the  7  th  Syllable, 

Mirrors  are  taught  to  flatter,  but  our  Springs. 

The  Accent  is  as  ftrong  on  Taught,  as  on  the  firft  Syllable  of 
Flatter  ;  and  if  the  Paufe  were  obferv'd  at  the  4th  Sellable  of 

the 
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theVerfe,  ll  would  have  nothing  difagreeable  in  its  Sound; 
as; 

Mirrors  are  taught- to  flatter ■,  but  our  Springs 

Prefent  th%  impartial  Images  of  things. 

Which  tho'  it  be  no  Violence  to  the  Ear,  yet  it  is  to  the 
Senfe,  and  that  ought  always  carefully  to  be  avoided  in  read- 
ing or  in  repeating  of  Verfes. 

For  thisReafon  it  is,  that  the  Conftruction  or  Senfe  fhould 
never  end  at  a  Syllable  where  the  Paufe  ought  not  to  be  made; 
as  at  the  8th  and  2d  in  the  Two  following  Verfes : 

JJri^rHefper  twinkles  from  afar  '.—Away 

My  Kids  I -for  you  have  had  a  Feajl  to  Day,         Staff. 

Which  Verfes  have  nothing  difagreeable  in  their  Structure 
but  the  Paufe,  which  in  the  firft  of  them  mull  beobferv'd  at 
the  8th  Syllable,  in  the  2d  at  the  2d ;  and  fo  unequal  a  Divi- 
fion  can  produce  no  true  Harmony.  And  for  this  Reafon 
too,  the  Paufesat  the  3d  and  7th  Syllables,  tho'not  wholly  to 
be  condemn'd,  ought  to  be  but  fparingly  praclis'd. 

The  foregoing  Rules  ought  indifpenfibly  to  be  followed  in 
all  our  Verfes  of  10  Syllables;  and  the  Obfervation  of  them, 
like  that  of  right  Time  in  Mufick,  will  produce  Harmony; 
the  Neglect  of  them  Harflinefs  and  Difcord;  as  appears  by 
the  following  Verfes  : 

None  think  Rewards  rendered  worthy  their  Worth. 
And  both  Lovers,  both  thy  Difciples  were.  Dav. 

In  which,  tho1  the  true  Number  of  Syllables  beobferv'd,  yet 
neither  of  them  have  fo  much  as  the  Sound  of  a  Vcrfc :  Now 
their  Difagreeablenefs  proceeds  from  the  undue  Seat  of  the 
Accent :  For  Example,  The  firft  of  them  is  accented  on  the  cth 
and  7th  Syllables;  but  if  we  change  the  Words,  and  remove 
the  Accent  to  the4thand6th,  the  Verfe  will  become  fmooth 
and  eafy ;  as, 

None  think  Rewards  are  equal  to  their  Worth, 

The  Harfhnefs  of  the  laft  of  them  proceeds  from  its  being  ac- 
cented on  the  3d  Syllable,  which  may  be  mended  thus,  by 
tranfpofing  only  one  Word; 

And  Lovers  both,  both  thy  Difcipki  were. 

In  like  manner  the  following  Verfes, 

T$ 
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To  be  mnjfacredy  not  in  Battle  Jlain.  Blac. 

But  for? J,  harjb,  and  uneafy  unto  all.  Cowl. 

Again/}  the  Infults  of  the  Wind  and  'Tide.  Blac. 

A  fecond  Eff ay  will  the  Pozv^rs  appeafe.  B  ac. 

With  Scythians  expert  in  the  Dart  and  Bxv.  Dryd. 

are  rough,  becaufe  the  foregoing  Rules  are  not  obferv'd  in 
their  Structure  ;  For  Example,  The  firfl  where  the  Paufe  is 
at  the  5  th  Syllable,  and  the  Accent  on  the  3d,  is  contrary  to 
the  Rule,  which  fays,  that  the  Accent  that  determines  the 
Paufe  muft  be  on  the  2d,  4th,  or  6th  Syllable  of  the  Verfe; 
And  to  mend  that  Verfe  we  need  only  place  the  Accent  on 
the  4th,  and  then  the  Paufe  at  the  5  th  will  have  nothing  dif- 
agreeable  ;  as, 

Thus  to  be  murthefd,  not  in  Battle  fain. 

The  fecond  Verfe  is  accented  on  the  3d  Syllable,  and  the 
Paufe  is  there  too;  which  makes  it  indeed  the  thing  it  ex- 
preiTes,  fore'd,  harfh,  anduneafy  ;  it  may  be  mended  thus, 

But  for?  d  and  harjb,  uneafy  unto  nil. 

The  3d,  4th,  and  5  th  of  thofeVerfes  have  like  Faults;  for 
the  Paufes  are  at  the  5th,  and  the  Accent  there  too;  which  is 
likewife  contrary  to  the  foregoing  Rules :  Now  they  will  be 
made  fmooth  and  flowing,  by  taking  the  Accent  from  the 
5th,  and  removing; the" Seat  of  the  Paufe;  as, 

Againf  th* Infults  both  of  the  Wind  and  Tide. 
A  fecond  Tryal  will  the  Pjw'rs  appeafe. 
With  Scythians  skilful  in  the  Dart  and  Bow. 

From  whence  we  conclude,  that  in  all  Verfes  of  1  o  Sylla- 
bles, the  moft  prevailing  Accents  ought  to  be  on  the  2d,  4th, 
or  6th  Syllables;  for  if  they  are  on  the  3d,  cth,  or  7th,  the 
Verfes  will  be  rough  and  difagreeable,  as  has  been  prov'd  by 
the  preceding  Inflances. 

In  fhort,  the  wrong  placing  of  the  Accent  is  as  great  a 
Fault  in  our  Verification,  as  falfe  Quantity  was  in  that  of  the 
Antients;  and  therefore  we  ought  to  take  equal  care  to  avoid 
it,  and  endeavour  fo  to  difpofe  the  Words,  that  they  may 
create  a  certain  Melody  in  the  Ear,  without  Labour  to  the 
Tongue,  01  Violence  to  the  Senfe. 

SECT. 
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SECT.    II. 

Of  the  other  forts  of  Verfes  that  are  us'd  in  our 
Poetry. 

AF  T  E  R  the  Verfes  of  i  o  Syllables,  thofe  of  8  are  moll 
frequent,  and  we  have  many  intire  Poems  compos'd  in 
them. 

In  the  Structure  of  thefe  Verfes,  as  well  as  of  thofe  of  10 
Syllables,  we  mull  take  Care  that  the  mod  prevailing  Accents 
be  neither  on  the  3d  nor  5  th  Syllables  of  them. 

They  alfo  require  a  Paufe  to  be  obferv'd  in  pronouncing 
them,  which  is  generally  at  the  4th  or  5  th  Syllable ;  as, 

rilfing  of Heroes,- and  0/ Kings, 

In  mighty  Numbers-mighty  things ; 

Begin,  my  Mufe, --<£#/  lo  the  Strings, 

To  my  great  Song-rebellious  prove, 

The  Strings  will ' found- of  nought  but  Love.  Cowl. 

The  Verfes  of  7  Syllables,  which  are  called  Jvacreontick 
are  moll  beautiful  when  the  urongeft  Accent  is  on  the  3d, 
and  the  Paufe  either  there  or  at  the  4th  ;  as, 

Fill  the  Bowl-with  rofy  Wine, 

Round  our  Temples- Rofes  twine', 

Crowrtd  with  Rofes—we  contemn 

Gyges'  wealthy-Diadem.  Cowl. 

The  Verfes  of  9  and  of  11  Syllables," are  of  Two  Sorts; 
one  is  thofe  that  are  accented  upon  the  lalt  fave  one,  which 
are  only  the  Verfes  of  double  Rhyme  that  belong  to  thofe  of 
8  and  io  Syllables,  of  which  Examp'les  have  already  been  gi- 
ven :  The  other  of  thofe  that  are  accented  on  the  lad  Sylla- 
ble, which  are  employM  only  in  Compofitions  for  Mufick, 
and  in  the  lower!  fort  of  Burlcfque  Poetry  ;  the  Difagreeable- 
nefs  of  their  Meafure  having  wholly  excluded  them  from 
grave  and  ferious  Subjects.  They  who  defire  to  fee  Exam- 
ples of  them,  may  find  fome  fcatter'd  here  and  there  in  our 
Masks  and  Operas,  and  in  our  Burlefque  Writers.  I  will 
give  but  Two. 

Hylas,  O  Hylas,  why  fit  zee  mute  ? 

Now  that  each  Bird  Jaluteth  the  Spring.  Wall. 

Apart  let  me  view  then  each  Heavenly  Fair, 
Fer  three  at  a  time  there's  no  Mortal  can  bear.     Congr. 

The 
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The  Verfes  of  1 2  Syllables  are  truly  heroick  both  in  their 
Meafure  and  Sound,  tho'  we  have  no  entire  Works  compos'd 
in  them  ;  and  they  are  fo  far  from  being  a  Blemifh  to  the 
Poems  they  are  in,  that  on  the  contrary,  when  rightly  em- 
ploy'd,  they  conduce  not  a  little  to  the  Ornament  of  them  ; 
particularly  in  the  following  Rencounters 

1.  When  they  conclude  an  Epifode  in  an  Heroick  Poem  ; 
Thus  Stafford  ends  his  Tranflation  of  that  of  Camilla  from 
the  1  ith  iEneid  with  a  Verfe  of  12  Syllables. 

The  ling  ring  Soul  tV  unwelcome  Doom  receives, 

And,  murmring  with  Difdain,  the  beauteous  Body  leaves, 

2.  When  they  conclude  a  Triplet  and  full  Senfe  together;  as, 

Millions  of  opening  Mouths  to  Fame  belong  ;  ~? 

And  every  Mouth  is  fumijFd  with  a  Tongue',     (Dryd.  £• 
And  round  with  HJTning  Ears  the  flying  Plague  is  hung.  3 

And  here  we  may  obferve  by  the  way,  that  whenever  a 
Triplet  is  made  ufe  of  in  an  Heroick  Pcem,  it  is  a  Fauk  not 
to  clofe  the  Senfe.at  the  end  of  the  Triplet,  but  to  continue 
it  into  the  next  Line ;  as  Dryden  has  done  in  his  Tranflation 
of  the  1  ith  jEneid  in  thefe  Lines. 


With  Olives  cro:vn\i,  the  Prefents  they. Jh a 11  bear, 
A  Purple  Robe,  a  Royal Ivry  Chair, 
And  all  the  Marks  of  Sway  that  Latian  Monarch  s  wear, 
And  Sums  of  Gold',  &c. 


;ear,  3 


And  in  the  7  th  iEneid  he  has  committed  the  like  Fault. 

Then  they,  whofe  Mothers,  frantick  with  their  Fear,  "> 

In  Woods  and  Wilds  the  Flags  of  Bacchus  bear,  ^ 

And  lead  his  Dances  with  dijbevefd  Hair,  3 
Increafe  thy  Clamours,  &c. 

But  the  Senfe  is  not  confined  to  the  Couplet,  for  the  Clofe 
of  it  may  fall  into  the  Middle  of  the  next  Verfe,  that  is,  the 
Third,  and  fometimes  farther  off  :  Provided  the  laft  Verfe  of 
the  Couplet  exceed  not  the  Number  of  Ten  Syllables;  for 
then  the  Senfe  ought  always  to  conclude  with  it.  Examples 
of  this  are  fo  frequent,  that 'tis  needlefs  to  give  any. 

3.  When  they  conclude  the  Stanza's  of  Lyrick  or  Pindarick 
Odes ;  Examples  of  which  are  often  feen  in  Dryden^nd  others. 
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In  thefe  Veries  the  Paufe  ought  to  be  at  the  6th  Syllable, 
as  may  be  feen  in  the  foregoing  Examples. 

Weibmetimes  find  it,    tho'  very  rarely,  at  the  7th  ;  as, 

Tbatfucb  a  cur  fed  Creature- -lives  fi  long  a  Space. 

When  it  is  at  the  4th,  the  Verfe  will  be  rough  and  hob- 
ling;  as, 

-And  Midioife  fime-the  riper?  dPlot  toMurtber brought.  Dryd. 
The  Prince purfu' d,-- and  march* d  ahng  with  :qual  Pace. Dryd. 

In  the  laft  of  which  it  is  very  apparent,  that  if  the  Senfe 
and  Conftruclion  would  allow  us  to  make  the  Paufe  at  the 
6th  Syllable, 

The  Prince  pur fud,  and  marcFd- -along  with  equal  Pace. 

the  Verfe  would  be  much  more  flowing  and  eafy. 

The  Verfes  of  14  Syllables  are  lefs  frequent  than  thofe  of 
12  ;  they  are  likewife  inferted  in  Heroick  Poems,  &c.  and 
are  agreeable  enough  when  they  conclude  a  Triplet  and  Senfe, 
and  follow  a  Verfe  of  1 2  ;  as, 

For  thee  the  Land  in  fragrant  Flower'* s  is  drejl ; 

For  thee  the  Ocean  j?nilesi  and  fmooths  ber  wavy  Breaft, 

And  Heaven  it  fe  If  with  more  ferene  and  purer  Light 

blejl.  Dryd. 

But  if  they  follow  one  of  10  Syllables,  the  Inequality  of 
the  Meafure  renders  them  lefs  agreeable  ;  as, 

While  all  thy  Province*  Nature,  Ifurvey,  O 

And  fing  to  Memmius  an  immortal  Lay  •» 

Of  Heaven  and  Earth  >  and  every  where  thy  wondrcus  Pow'r  3 
difplay.  .  Dryd. 

Efpecially  if  it  be  the  laft  of  a  Couplet  only  ;  as, 
With  Court -Informers  Haunts*  and  Royal  Spies, 
Things  done  relates,  not  done  foe  feigns >    and  mingles  Truth 
with  Lies.  Dryd. 

Rut  this  is  only  in  Heroicks ;  for  in  their  Pindaricks  and 
Ly ricks,  Verfes  of  12  or  14  Syllables  are  frequently  and 
gracefully  plac'd,  not  only  after  thole  of  12  or  10,  but  of 
any  other  Number  of  Syllables  whatfoever. 

The  Verfes  of  4  and  6  Syllables  have  nothing  worth  ob- 
ferving,  and  therefore  I  fhall  content  my  felt  with  having 
made  mention  of  them.  They  are,  as  I  faid  before,  us'd 
only  in  Opera's  and  Masks,  and  in  Lyrick  and  Pindarick 
Odes.     Take  one  Example  of  them. 

To 
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To  rule  by  Love, 

Toped  no  Blood, 
May  be  extolPd  above  ; 

But  here  below, 
Let  Princes  know, 

''Lis  fatal  to  be  good.  Dryd, 


SECT.     III. 

Several  Rules  conducing  to  the  Beauty  of  our  Ver- 
fifi  cation. 

OU  R  Poetry  being  very  much  poliuYd  and  re  fin 'd  fince 
the  Days  of  Chaucer,  Spencer ,and  the  other  antient  Poets, 
fome  Rules  which  they  neglected,  and  that  conduce-very 
much  to  the  Ornaments  of  it,  have  been  prattis'd  by  thebeil 
of  the  Moderns. 

The  Firfl  is  to  avoid  as  much  as  pofilble  the  Concourfe  of 
Vowels,  which  occafions  a  certain  ill-founding  Gaping,  call'd 
by  the  Latins  Hiatus ;  and  which  they  thought  To  diiagreeable 
to  the  Ear,  that,  to  avoid  it,  whenever  a  Word  ended  in  a 
Vowel,  and  the  next  began  with  one.  they  never,  even  in 
Profe,  founded  the  Vowel  of  the  firft  Word,  but  loft  it  in 
the  Pronunciation;  and  it  is  a  Fault  in  our  Poets  not  to  do 
the  like,  whenever  our  Language  will  admit  of  it. 

For  this  Reafon  the  e  of  the  Particle  The  ought  always  to 
be  cut  off  before  the  Words  that  begin  with  a  Vowel;  as, 
With  weeping  Eyes  Jbe  beard  tb*  unzvelcome  Nezvs.    Dryd. 

And  it  is  a  Fault  to  make  The  and  the  firft  Sy  luble  of  the 
following  Word  Two  dillincl  Syllables,  as  in  this, 

Reftrain\i  a  while  by  the  unzvelcome  Night.  Wall- 

A  Second  fort  of  Hiatus,  and  that  ought  no  lefs  to  be  a- 
voided,  is,  when  a  Word  that  ends  in  a  Vowel  that  cannot 
be  cut  off,  is  plac'd  before  one  that  begins  with  the  fame 
Vowel,  or  one  that  has  the  like  found;  as, 

Should  thy  Iambi cks  /well  into  a  Book.  Wall. 

The  fecond  Ru'e  is,  to  contrafl  the  Two  laft  SylWes  of 
the  Preterperfecl  Tenfes  of  all  the  Verbs  that  will  admit  of 
it  ;  which  are  all  the  Regular  Verbs  whatioever,  except  only 
thofe  ending  in  D  or  T,  and  DE  or  TE.  And  it  is  a  Fault 
to  make  Amazed  of  Three  Syllables,  and  Loved  of  Two,  in- 
ftead  of  Amaz'd  of  Two,  and  Lovd  of  One. 

And 
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And  the  Second  Perfon  o(  the  Prefent  and  Prefer  perfect 
Tenfes  of  all  Verbs  ought  to  be  contracted  in  like  manner ;  as 
thou  lovft,  for  thou  loveft,  Sec. 

The  Third  Rule  is,  not  to  make  ufe  of  feveral  Words  in  a 
Verfe  that  begin  with  the  fame  Letter ;  ac, 

The  Court  he  knew  to  (leer  in  Storms  of  State. 
He~in  thefe  Miracles  Defign  difcern'd. 
Yet  we  find  an  fnftance  of  fuch  a  Verfe  in  Dryden's  Tran- 
flation  of  the  firit  Paftoral  of  Virgil-, 

''Till  then  a  helplefs,  hopclefs,  homely  Swain, 
Which  I  am  perfuaded  he  left  not  thus  through  Negligence 
or  Inadvertency,  but  with  defign  to   paint  in  the  Number 
and  Sound  of  the  Words  the  thing  he  defcribed,  a  Shepherd 
in  whom 

Nee  /pes  liber  tat  is  erat,  nee  cur  a  peculi. 
Now  how  far  the  Sound  of  the  H  Afpirate,  with  which 
Three  Feet  of  that  Verfe  begin,  expieffes  the  Defpair  of  the 
Swain,  let  the  judicious  Judge  :  I  have  taken  notice  of  it  only 
to  fay,  that  'tis  a  great  Beauty  in  Poetry,  when  the  Words 
and  Numbers  are  lb  difpos'd,  as  by  Their  Order  and  Sound 
to  reprefent  the  things  defcrib'd. 

The  Fourth  is,  to  avoid  ending  a  Verfe  by  an  Adje&ive. 
whofe  Subftantive  begins  the  following;  as, 

Some  loft  their  quiet  Rivals,  fome  their  kind 

Parents,  Sec,  Dav. 

Or,  by  a  Prepofition  when  the  Cafe  it  governs  begins  the 
Verfe  that  follows ;  as, 

The  daily  leaning  of  cur  Life,  pews  by 

A  little  dying,  how  outright  to  dye. 
The  Fifth  is,  to  avoid  the  frequent  Ufe  of  Words  of  many 
Syllables,  which  are  proper  enough  in  Profe,  but  come  not 
into  Verfe  without  a  certain  Violence  altogether  difagreeable  ; 
particularly,  thofe  whofe  Accent  is  on  the  Fourth  Syllable  from 
the  lair,  as  Vndutifulnefs. 


SECT.    IV. 

Doubts  concerning  the  Number  of  Syllables  of  cer- 
tain Words. 

TH  E  R  E  is  no  Language  whatfoever  that  fo  often  joins 
feveral  Vowels  together  to  make  Dipthongs  of  them, 

as 
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as  ours;  this  appears  in  our  having  feveral  composed  of  Three 
different  Vowels,  as  EAUand  EOU  in  Beauteous  y  IOU  in 
Glorious,  UAI  in  Acquaint,  &c. 

Now  from  hence  may  arife  fome  Difficulties  concerning  the 
true  Pronunciation  of  thofs  Vowels,  whether  they  ought  to 
be  founded  feparately  in  Two  Syllables,  or  jointly  in  one. 

Theantient  Poets  made  them  fometimes  of  Two  Syllables, 
fometimesbutof  one,  as  the  Meafure  of  their  Verfe  requir'd  ; 
but  they  are  now  become  to  be  but  of  One,  and  it  is  a  Fault 
to  make  them  of  Two :  From  whence  we  may  draw  this 
general  Rule  ; 

That  whenever  one  Syllable  of  a  Word  ends  in  a  Vowel, 
and  the  next  begins  with  one,  provided  the  firft  of  thofe  Sylla- 
bles be  riot  that  on  which  the  word  is  accented,  thofe  Two 
Syllables  ought  in  Verfe  to  be  contracted  and  made  bat  one. 

Thus  Beauteous  is  but  Two  Syllables,  Victorious  but  Three ; 
and  it  is  a  Fault  in  Dryden  to  make  it  Four,  as  he  has  done 
in  this  Verfe : 

Tour  Arms  are  on  the  Rhine  victorious. 

To  prove  that  this  Verfe  wants  a  Syllable  of  its  due  Mea- 
fuie,  we  need  but  add  one  to  it ;  as, 

Yuur  Armi  are  on  the  Rhine  victorious  now. 

Where,  tho'  the  Syllable  nozv  be  added  to  the  Verfe,  it  has  no 
more  than  its  due  Number  of  Syllables;  which  plainly  proves 
it  wanted  it. 

But  if  the  Accent  be  upon  the  firft  of  thefe  Syllables,  they 
cannot  be  contracted  to  make  a  Diphthong,  but  muft  be  com- 
puted as  Two diftinft  Syllables:  Thus  Poet,  Lion,  Quiet,  and 
the  like,  rauit  always  be  us'd  as  Two  Syllables;  Poetry,  and 
the  like,  as  Three. 

And  it  is  a  Fault  to  make  Riot,  for  Example,  one  Syllable, 
as  Milton  has  done  in  this  Verfe, 

Their  Riot  afcends  above  the  lofty  Tou/Vs. 

The  fame  Poet  has  in  another  Place  made  uie  of  a  like 
Word  twice  in  one  Verfe,  and  made  it  two  Syllables  each 
time  ; 

With  Ruin  upon  Ruin,  Rout  on  Rout. 

And  any  Ear  may   difcover  that  this  Jail  Ycrk  has  its  true 
Meafure,  the  other  not.  But 
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But  there  are  fomeWords  that  may  be  excepted ;  ^Diamond, 
Violet^  Violent^  Diadem*  Hyacinth,  and  perhaps  fome  others, 
which,  though  they  are  accented  upon  the  firlt  Vowel,  are 
fometimes  us'd  but  asTwo  Syllables ;  as  in  the  followingVerfcs, 

From  Diamond  Quarries  hewn,  and  Rocks  of  Gold.      Milt. 
With  Poppies,  Daffadils,  and  Violet*  join  d.  Tate. 

With  vain,  but  violent  force  their  Darts  they  flung.  Cowl. 
His  Ephod,  Mitre,  well- cut  Diadem  on.  Cowl. 

My  blujbing  Hyacinths,  and  my  Bays  I  keep.  Dryd. 

Sometimes  as  three;  as, 

A  Mount  of  Rocky  Diamond  did  rife.  Blac. 

Hence  the  blue  Violet  and  blujbing  Rife.  Blac- 

Andfet  foft  Hyacinths  of  Iron  Blue.  Dry  d . 

•  When  they  are  us'd  but  as  Two  Syllables  they  fufFer  an 
Elifion  of  one  of  their  Vowels,  and  are  generally  written  thus, 
Dimond,  Vflet,  &c. 

This  Contraction  is  not  always  made  of  Syllables  of.  the 
fame  Word  only ;  for  the  Particle^  being  plac'd  after  a  Word 
that  ends  in  a  Vowel,  will  fometimes  admit  of  the  like  Con- 
traction; for  Example,  after  the  Word  many  ;  as, 

Tho*  many  a  VicJim  from  my  Folds  was  bought, 

And  many  a  Cheefe  to  Country  Markets  brought.  Dryd. 

They  many  a  Trophy  gain'd  with  many  a  Wound.      Dav. 

,After  To\  as, 

Can  he  to  a  Friend,  to  a  Son  fo  bloody  grow  ?  Cowl. 
After  They  \  as, 

From  thee,  their  long-known  King,ihey  a  King  defire.  Cowl. 
After  By;  as, 

When  we  by  a  feolijh  Figure  Jay.  Cowl. 

And  perhaps  after  fome  others. 

There  are  alio  other  Words  whofe  Syllables  are  fometimes 
contracted,  fometimes  not  ;as  Bower,  Heaven,  Prayer,  Nigher, 
Towards,  and  many  more  of  the  like  Nature  :  but  they  gene- 
rally ought  to  be  us'd  but  as  one  Syllable  ;  and  then  they 
fufFer  an  Elifion  of  the  Vowel  that  precedes  their  final  Con- 
fonant,  and  ought  to  be  written  thus,  Pow'r,  Heav'n,  Prafr, 
NigJ/r,  Towards. 

The  Termination  ISMis  always  us'd  but  as  one  Syllable,  as, 

Where 
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Where  grifly  Scb>r~-  *ttd  ra^nZ  Strife  appear.        Cowl. 
And  Rheumatisms  I  fend  to  rack  the  Joints.  Dryd. 

And  indeed,  considering  that  it  has  but  one  Vowel,  it  may 
feemabfurd  to  affert  thai  it  ought  to  be  reckon'd  two  Sylla- 
bles; yet  m  my  Opinion  thofe  Verfes  feem  to  have  a  Syllable 
more  than  their  due  Meafure,  and  would  run  better  if  we 
took  one  from  them  ;  as, 

Where  grijly  Schifm,  raging  Strife  appear, 
I  Rheumatifms  fend  to  rack  the  Joynts. 
Yet  this  Opinion  being  contrary  to   the  conftant  Practice 
of  our  Poets,  I  mall  not  prefume  to  advance  it  as  a  Rule  for 
others  to  follow,  but  leave  it  to  be  decided  by  fuch  as  are  bet- 
ter Judges  of  poetical  Numbers. 

The  like  may  be  faid  of  the  Terminations  ASM  and  OSM. 


SECT.    V. 

Of  the  Elifwns  that  are  allowed  in  our  Verification. 

OU  R  Verfes  confiiling  only  of  a  certain  Number  of  Syl- 
lables, nothing  can  be  of  more  Eaie,  or  greater  Ufe  to 
Poets,  than  the  retaining  or  cutting  oft"  a  Syllable  from  aVerfe, 
according  as  the  Meafure  of  it  requires ;  and  therefore  it  is 
requifite  to  treat  of  the  Elifions  that  are  allowable  in  our  Poe- 
try, fome  of  which  have  been  already  taken  Notice  of  in  the 
preceding  Section. 

By  Elifion  I  mean  the  cutting  off  one  or  more  Letters  from 
a  Word,  whereby  Two  Syllables  come  to  be  contracted  into 
One;  or  the  taking  away  an  intire  Syllable.  Now  when  in  a 
Word  of  more  than  two  Syllables,  which  is  accented  on  the 
lad  fave  Two,  the  Liquid  R  happens  to  be  between  two 
Vowels, that  which  precedes  theLiquid  admits  of  an  Elifion.  Of 
this  Nature  are  many  Words  in  ANCE,  ENCE,  ENT,  ER, 
OUS,  and  RY  ;  zsTemper -ance,Vreference,  Different,  Flatterer, 
Amorous,  Viclory :  Which  are  Words  of  Three  Syllables,  and 
often  us'd  as  fuch  in  Verfe ;  but  they  may  be  alfo  contracted 
into  Two  by  cutting  off  the  Vowel  that  precedes  the  Li- 
quid, as  Temp" 'ranee,  Preference,  Different,  Flatterer,  Amorous, 
VitTry,  The  like  Elifion  is  fometimes  us'd  when  any  of  the 
other  Liquids  L,  M  or  N,  happen  to  be  between  Two  Vow* 
els  in  Words  accented  like  the  former ;  as  Fabulous,  Enemy, 
Mariner,  which  may  be  contracted  Fabulous,  En'my,  Mar'ner. 
But  this  is  not  fo  frequent. 

Obferve, 
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Obferve,  that  I  faid  accented  otl  the  laft  fave  Two ;  for  if 
the  Word  be  accented  on  the  lafl:  fave  one,  that  is  to  fay,  on 
the  Vowel  that  precedes  the  Liquid,  that  Vowel  may  not  be 
cut  off.  And  therefore  it  is  a  Fault  to  make,  for  Example, 
Sonorous  Two  Syllables,  as  in  this  Verfe ; 

With  Sonorous  Metals  walCd  the  drozvfy  Day.  Blac. 

Which  always  ought  to  be  Three,  as  in  this, 

Sonorous  Metals  blowing  martial  Sounds,  \  Milt. 

In  li!;e  manner,  whenever  the  Letter  S  happens  to  be  be- 
tween Two  Vowels  in  Words  of  Three  Syllables,  accented 
on  the  firft,  one  of  the  Vowels  may  be  cut  off;  as  Prisoner, 
Busnefs,  Sec. 

Or  the  Letter  C  when  'tis  founded  like  S  ;  that  is  to  fay, 
whenever  it  precedes  the  Vowel  E  or  I ;  as  Msd\ine,  for 
Medicine. 

Or  V  Conformant ;  as  Covnant,  for  Covenant. 

To  thefe  may  be  added  the  Gerunds  of  all  Verbs  whofe  In- 
finitives end  in  any  of  the  Liquids,  preceded  by  a  Vowel  or 
Diphthong,  and  that  are  accented  on  the  laft  fave  one  :  For  the 
Gerunds  being  fornfd  by  adding  the  Syllable  ING  to  the  In- 
finitive, the  Liquid  that  was  their  final  Letter  comes  thereby 
to  be  between  Two  Vowels ;  and  the  Accent  that  was  on  the 
laft  fave  one  of  the  Infinitive,  comes  to.be  on  the  laft  fave 
Two  of  the  Gerund:  And  therefore  the  Vowel  or  Diphthong 
that  precedes  the  Liquid,  may  be  cut  off;  by  Means  whereof 
the  Gerund  of  three  Syllables  comes  to  be  but  of  two;  as 
from  Travel,  Travelling,  or  Trav.'ing',  from  Endeavour,  En- 
deavouring,  or  Endeavoring,  &c 

But  if  the  Accent  be  on  the  laft  Syllable  of  fuch  a  Verb,  its 
Gerund  will  notfuffer  fuch  an  Elifion  :  Thus  the  Gerund  of 
Devour,  mud  always  be  three  Syllables,  Devouring,  not 
Devring',  becaufe  all  Derivatives  itill  retain  the  Accent  of 
their  Primitives,  that  is,  on  the  fame  o) -liable  :  And  the  Ac- 
cent always  obliges  the  Syllabic  on  which  it  i,  to  remain  entire. 

The  Gerunds  of  the  Verbs  in  OW,  accented  on  the  laft 
fave  two,  fuffer  an  Elifion  of  the  O  that  precedes  the  W;  as 
Following,  WalTwjng. 

The  Particle  It  admits  of  an  Elifion  of  its  Vowel  before 
7r,  Was,  Were,  Will,  Would;  as' 77/,  'Txas,  'Tzvere,  'Txill, 
'Tzvould,  for  //  is,  it  zvas,  &c. 

// 
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It  likewife  fometimes  fuffers  the  like  EHfion  when  placM 
after  a  Word  that  ends  in  a  Vowel  ;  as  Bft  for  By  it,  Dot 
for  Do  it:  Or  that  ends  in  a  Confonant  after  which  the  Let- 
ter T  can  be  pronounc'd  ;  as  Was't  for  Was  it,  Int  for  7)/  it, 
and  the  like  :  But  this  is  not  fo  frequent  in  heroic  Verfe. 

The  Particle  Is  may  lofe  its  I  after  any  Word  that  ends  in 
a  Vowel,  or  in  any  of  the  Confonants  after  which  the  Letter 
S  may  be  founded ;  us  Jibe's  for  Jbe  is :  The  Airs  for  the  Air 
ds,  &c. 

To  (Sign  of  the  Infinitive  Mood)  may  lofe  its  O  before  any 
Verb  that  begins  with  a  Vowel ;  as  t'amaze,  fundo,  Sec. 

To  (Sign  of  the  Dative  Cafe)  may  likewife  lofe  its  O  before 
any  Noun  that  begins  with  a  Vowel  ;  as  fAir,  f every,  &c. 
But  this  Eli  (ion  is  not  fo  allowable  as  the  former. 

Are  may  lofe  its  A  after  the  Pronouns  Perfonal,  We,  You 
They  j  as  We're,  You're,  They're:  And  thus  it  is  that  this  Eli/ion 
ought  to  be  made,  and  not,  as  fome  do,  by  cutting  off  the 
final  Vowels  of  the  Pronouns  Perfonal,  Ware,  Y*are,  Th'are: 

Will  and  Would,  may  lofe  all  their  firft  Letters,  and  retain 
only  their  final  one,  after  any  of  the  Pronouns  Perfonal ;  as 
77/ for  I  will,  He'd  for  He  would ;  or  after  Who,  who' 11  fox 
who  will,  who'd  for  who  would. 

Have  may  lofe  its  two  firft  Letters  after  I,  You,  We,  They; 
as  Fve,  Yu've,  We've,  They've. 

Not,  its  Two  firft  Letters  after  can  ;  as  Can't  for  Can  not. 

Am,  its  Rafter  I;  Vm  for  I  am. 

Us,  its  V after  Let',  Let's  for  Let  us. 

Taken,  its  K,  Taen  :  For  fo  it  ought  to  be  written,  not 
trine. 

Heaven,  Seven,  Even,  Eleven,  and  the  Participles  Driven 
Given,  Thriven,  and  their  Compounds,  may  lofe  their  laft 
Vowel  ;  as  Heavn,  Forgivn,  &c.  See  the  foregoing  Sett  ion, 
p-  1 3- 

To  thefe  may  be  added  BowV,  Pow'r,  Flower,  Tow'r 
Shower,  for  Bower,  Totver,  &c» 

Never,  Ever,  Over,  may  lofe  their  V,  and  are  contracted 
thus,  Ne'er,  E'er,  O'er.  ~ 

Some  Words'admits  ofan  Elifion  of  their  firft  Syllable ;  as 
'Tween,  'Tnvixt,  'Along,  'Mdngft,  'Gainft,  >Bove,  'Caufe,  'Fore, 
;for  Between,  Betwixt,  Among,  Among]},  Again/},  Above,  Be- 
cauje,  Before.  And  fome  others,  that  may  be  obferv'd  in 
reading  our  Poets. 

J  have  already,,  in  the  3d  Section  of  this  Chapter,  fpoken  of 
the  Elifion  of  the  E  of  the  Particle  The  before  Vowels ;  But  it 

B  * 
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is  requifite  likewife  to  take  Notice,  that  it  fometimes  lofes  its 
Vowel  before  a  Word  that  begins  with  a  Confonant,  and  then 
its  two  remaining  Letters  are  joynM  to  the  preceding  Word; 
as  To  tb' Wall  for  To  the  Wall;  By  tFWall for  By  the  Wall,  Sect 
But  this  is  fcarce  allowable  in  Heroick  Poetry. 

The  Particles  In,  Of,  and  On,  fometimes  lofe  their  Con- 
fonants,  and  are  joynM  to  the  Particle  The  in  like  manner  ; 
as  ith*,  o'tb't  for  in  the,  of '4 be. 

In  fome  of  our  Poets  we  find  the  Pronoun  His  lofes  its  two 
£rft  Letters  after  any  Word  that  ends  in  a  Vowel ;  as  to's, 
bfs,  Sec.  for  to  his,  by  his,  Sec.  Or  after  many  Words  that 
end  in  a  Confonant,  after  which  the  Letter  S  can  be  pro- 
nouncM ;  as  in'Sffor's,  for  in  his, for  his,  Sec.  This  is  fre- 
quent in  Cowley,  who  often  takes  too  great  Liberty  in  his 
Contractions ;  as  fyour,  for  to  your,  fwhich  for  to  which,  and 
many  others ;  in  which  we  muft  be  cautious  in  following  his 
Example  :  But  the  contracting  of  the  Pronoun  His  in  the 
Manner  I  mention'd,  is  not  wholly  to  be  condemned. 

We  fometimes  find  the  Word  Who  contracted  before  Words 
that  begin  with  a  Vowel ;  as, 

WFexpofe  to  Scorn  and  Hate  both  them  and  it.         Cowl. 

And  the  Proposition  By  in  like  manner ;  as, 

B?  unequal  Fate  and  Providence's  Crime.  Dryd. 

Well  did  he  know  how  Palms  VOppreffionfpeed.      Cowl. 

And  the  Pronouns  Perfonal,   He,    She,  They,  We  ;  as, 

Timely  h' 'obeys  her  wife  Advice,  andftrait 

To  unjufi  Force  Jh'cppofes  juft  Deceit.  Cowl. 

Themjelves  at  fir  ft  again]}  themfehes  to  excite.  Cowl. 

Shame  and  Woe  to  us,  if  w'our  Wealth  obey.  Cowl. 

But  thefe  and  the  like  Contractions  are  very  rare  in  our 
moft  correct  Poets,  and  indeed  ought  wholly  to  be  avoided: 
For  'tis  a  general  Rule,  that  no  Vowel  can  be  cut  ofTbefofe 
another,  when  it  cannot  be  funk  in  the  Pronounciation  of  it: 
And  therefore  we  ought  to  take  Care  never  to  place  a  Word 
that  begins  with  a  Vowel,  after  a  Word  that  ends  in  one, 
(mute  E  only  excepted)  unlefs  the  final  Vowel  of  the  former 
can  be  loit  in  its  Pronunciation :  For,  to  leave  two  Vowels 
opening  on  each  other,  caufes  a  very  difagreeable  Hiatus. 
Whenever  therefore  a  VoweJ  ends  a  Word,  the  next  ought  to 

begin  I 
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begin  with  a  Confonant,  or  what  is  equivalent  to  it ;  as  our 
W,  and  H  Afpirate,  plainly  are. 

For  which  Reafon  'tis  a  Fault  infomeofour  Poets  to  cut 
off  the  1  of  the  Particle  The  ;  for  Example,  before  a  Word 
that  begins  by  an  H  Afpirate ;  as, 

And  tb'bafty  Troops  march* d  loud  and  cbearful  down.     Cowl. 

But  if  the  H  Afpirate  be  follow'd  by  another  E,  that  of 
the  Particle  "The  may  be  cut  off;  as, 

TFHeroick  Prince's  Courage  or  bis  Love.  Wall. 

^Hefperian  Fruit,  and  made  tbe  Dragon  Jleep.      Wall. 


CHAP.    II. 

Of  Rhyme. 

SECT.    I. 

What  Rhyme  is,  and  the  fever al  Sorts  of  it* 

RHYME  is  a  Likenefs  or  Uniformity  of  Sound  in  the 
Terminations  of  two  Words;  I  fay  of  Sound,  not  of 
Letters;  for  the  Office  of  Rhyme  being  to  content  and  pleafe 
the  Ear,  and  not  the  Eye,  the  Sound  only  is  to  be  regarded, 
not  the  Writing :  Thus  Maid  and  Perfuade,  Laugb  and  Quaff, 
though  they  differ  in  Writing,  rhyme  very  well  :  But  Plough 
and  Cough,  tho1  their  Terminations  are  written  alike,  rhyme 
not  at  all. 

In  our  Verification  we  may  obferve  three  feveral  Sorts  of 
Rhyme;  Single,  Double,  and  Treble. 

The  fingle  Rhyme  is  of  two  Sorts;  One  of  the  Words 
that  are  accented  on  the  laft  Syllable:  Another,  of  thofe  that 
have  their  Accent  on  the  laft  five  two. 

The  Words  accented  on  the  hit  Syllable,  if  they  end  in  a 
Confonant,  or  mute  E,  oblige  the  Rhyme  to  begin  at  the 
Vowel  that  precedes  their  laft  Confonant,  and  to  continue  to 
the  End  of  the  Word :  In  a  Confonant ;  as, 

Here  might  be  fien,  th.it  Beauty,  Wealth,  and  Wit, 
And  Prozuefs,  to  the  Pew  r  of  Love  fubmit*  Dryd. 
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In  mute  E  ;  as, 

A  Spark  of  Virtue,  by  the  deepefl  Shade 

Of  fad  Adverfty,  is  fairer  made.  Wall. 

But  if  a  Dipthong  precede  the  laft  Confonant,  the  Rhyme 
mult  begin  at  that  Vowel  of  it  whofe  Sound  moil  prevails ; 


Next  to  the  Pozv'r  of  making  Tgmfeft  ceafe, 

Was  in  that  Storm  to  have  fo  calm  a  Peace.  Wall. 

If  the  Words  accented  on  the  laft  Syllable  end  in  any  of 
the  Vowels,  except  muteis,  or  in  a  Dipthong,  the  Rhyme  is 
made  only  to  that  Vowel  or  Diphthong.     To  the  Vowel ; 

2JSf 

So  wing'd  with  Praife  we  penetrate  ihe  Sky, 

'leach  Clouds  and  Stars  to  praife  him  as  zvejly.         Wall. 

To  the  Diphthong  ;  as, 

So  hungry  Wolves,  tbo*  greedy  of  their  Prey, 

Stop  zvhen  they  find  a  Lion  in  the  Way.  Wall. 

The  other  fort  of  Jingle  Rhyme  is  of  the  Words  that  have 
their  Accent  on  the  laft  Syllable  fave  two.  And  thefe  rhyme 
to  the  other  in  the  fame  Manner  as  the  former  ;  that  is  to 
fay,  it"  they  end  in  any  of  the  Vowels,  except  mute  Ey  the 
Rhyme  is  made  only  to  that  Vowel;  as, 

So  Jeemi  to  f peak  the  youthful  Deity  ; 

Voice,  Colour,  Hair,  and  all  like  Mercury.  Wall. 

But  if  they  end  in  a  Confonant  or  mute  E,  the  Rhyme 
muft  begin  at  the  Vowel  that  precedes  that  Confonant,  and 
continue  to  the  End  of  the  Word ;  as  has  been  fhewn  by  the 
former  Examples. 

But  we  muft  take  Notice,  that  all  the  Words  that  are  ac- 
cented on  the  laft  fave  two,  will  rhyme  not  only  to  one 
another,  but  alfo  to  all  the  Words  whofe  Terminations  have 
the  fame  Sound,  tho'  they  are  accented  on  the  laft  Syllable. 
Thus  Tender nefs  rhymes  not  only  to  Poetefs,  Wretcbednefs,  va& 
the  like,  that  are  accented  on  the  laft  fave  two,  but  alio  to! 
Confefs,  Excejs,  &c.  that  are  accented  on  the  laft  ;  as, 

Thoa 


English  Verse.  zi 

Thou  art  my  Father  now  thefe  Words  confefs 

'That  Name,  and  that  indulgent  lendernejs.  Dryd. 


SECT.    III. 

Of  Double  and  Treble  Rhyme* 

AL  L  Words  that  are  accented  on  the  laft  fave  one,  re- 
quire Rhyme  to  begin  at  the  Vowel  of  that  Syllable, 
and  to  continue  to  the  End  of  the  Word  ;  and  this  is  what 
we  call  double  Rhyme  ;  as, 

Then  all  for  Women,  Painting,  Rhyming,  Drinking, 
Bejides  ten  thoufand Freaks  that  dfd  in  Thinking.     Dryds 

But  it  is  convenient  to  take  Notice,  that  the  ancient  Poets 
did  not  always  obferve  this  Rule,  and  took  Care  only  that 
the  laft  Syllables  of  the  Words  fhould  be  alike  in  Sound 
without  any  Regard  co  the  Seat  of  the  Accent,  Thu3  Nation 
and  Affeclion,  Tendernefs  and  Haplefs,  Villany  and  Gentry, 
Follow  and  Willow,  and  the  like,  were  allow'd  as  Rhymes  to 
each  other,  in  the  Days  of  Chancer,  Spencer,  and  the  reft  of 
the  Ancients;  but  this  is  now  become  a  Fault  in  our  Verifica- 
tion j  and  thefe  two  Verfes  of  Cowley  rhyme  not  at  ail. 

A  clear  and  lively  Brown  was  Merab's  Dye  i 
Such  as  the  proudejl  Colours  might  envy. 

Nor  thefe  of  Dryden. 

Tlous  Air  was  void  of  Light,  and  Earth  unfahley 
And  Waters  dark  Abyfs  unnavigable. 

Becaufe  we  may  not  place  an  Accent  on  the  Lift  Syllable 
of  Envy,  nor  on  the  laft  fave  one  of  unnavigable ;  which  ne- 
verthelefs  we  muft  be  oblig'd  to  do,  if  we  make  the  firft  of 
them  rhyme  to  Dye,  the  laft  to  Unjlable. 

But  we  may  obferve,  that  in  Burlefque  Poetry  it  is  per- 
mitted to  place  an  Accent  upon  a  Syllable  that  naturally  has 
none;  as, 

When  Pulpit,  Drum  Ecclefiaflick, 
Was  beat  with  Fiji  infead  of  a  Stick, 
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Where,  unlefs  we  pronounce  the  Particle  A  with  a  ftrong 
Accent  upon  it,  and  make  it  found  like  the  Vowel  a  in  the 
Jaft  Syllable  but  one  of  Ecclefiafiick,  the  Verfe  will  lofe  all 
its  Beauty  and  Rhyme.  But  this  is  allowable  in  Burlefque 
Poetry  only. 

Obferve  that  thefe  double  Rhymes  may  be  compos'd  of 
two  feveral  Words,  provided  the  Accent  be  on  the  laft  Syl- 
lable of  the  firft  of  them  j  as  thefe  Verfes  of  Cowley,  fpeaking 
of  Gold ; 

A  Curfe  on  him  who  did  refine  it, 
A  Curfe  on  him  who  firfi  did  coin  it. 

Or  fome  of  the  Verfes  may  end  in  an  entire  Word,  and 
the  Rhyme  to  it  be  compos'd  of  feveral ;  as, 

th<?  florid  with  Deleter y  Medlines, 

Which  whojoever  took  is  dead  fine  e.  Hud. 

The  Treble  Rhyme  is,  when  in  Words  accented  on  the 
laft  fave  two,  we  begin  the  Rhyme  at  the  Vowel  of  that 
Syllable,  and  continue  it  to  the  End  of  the  Word :  Thus 
Charity  and  Parity,  Tendemefs  and  Slendernefs,  &c.  are  Tre- 
ble Rhymes :  and  thefe  too,  as  well  as  the  Double,  may  be 
compos'd  of  feveral  Words ;  as, 

There  was  an  ancient  f age  Philofopher, 
That  had  read  Alexander  Rofi  over. 

The  Treble  Rhyme  is  very  feldora  us'd,  and  ought  wholly 
to  be  exploded  from  ferious  Subjects ;  for  it  has  a  certain 
Platnefs  unworthy  the  Gravity  requir'd  in  Heroick  Verfe.  In 
which  Dryden  was  of  Opinion,  that  even  the  Double  Rhymes 
©light  very  cautioufly  to  find  Place  ;  and  in  all  his  Tranfla- 
iions  of  Virgilhz  has  made  ufe  of  none,  except  only  in  fuch 
Words  as  admit  of  a  Contraction,  and  therefore  cannot  pro- 
perly be  faid  to  be  Double  Rhymes ;  as  Givn,  Drivn*  Tozur,. 
' Pcw'r,  and  the  like.  And  indeed,  confidering  their  Meafure 
is  indifferent  from  that  of  an  Heroick  Verfe,  which  confifts 
but  of  ten  Syllables,  tjiey  ought  not  to  be  too  frequently  us'd 
in  Heroick  Poems ;  but  they  are  very  graceful  in  the  Ly- 
rick,  to  which,  as  well  as  to  the  JSurlefque,  thofe  Rhymes 
Bio/e  properly  belong. 

SECT 
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SECT.    III. 

Farther  Inftrutlions  concerning  Rhyme. 

TH  E  Confonants  chat  precede  the  Vowels  where  'the 
Rhyme  begins,  muft  be  different  in  Sound,  and  not 
the  fame;  for  then  the  Rhyme  will  be  too  perfect  ;  as  Light, 
Delight \  Vice,  Advice*  and  the  like  ;  for  tho'  fuch  Rhymes 
were  allowable  in  the  Days  of  Spencer,  and  the  other  old 
Poets,  they  are  not  fo  now,  nor  can  there  be  anyMufick  in 
one  Jingle  Note.  Cowley  hirrifelf  owns,  that  they  ought  not 
to  be  allow'd  except  in  Pindarick  Odes,  which  is  a  Sort  of 
free  Poetry,  and  there  too,  very  fparingly,  and  not  without 
a  Third  Rhyme  to  anfwer  to  both  ;  as, 

In  barren  Age  wild  and  inglorious  lye, 

And  boafl  of  paji  Fertility, 
The  poor  Relief  ef  prefent  Poverty  Cowl. 

Where  the  Words  Fertility  and  Poverty  rhyme  very  well 
to  the  laft  Word  of  the  firft  Verfe,  Lye  ;  but  cannot  rhyme 
to  each  other,  becaufe  the  Confonants  that  precede  the  laft 
Vowels  are  the  fame,  both  in  Writing  and  Sound. 

But  this  is  yet  !efs  allowable,  if  the  Accent  be  on  the  laft 
Syllable  of  the  Rhyme ;  as, 

Her  Language  melts  Omnipotence,  arrefts 

His  Hand,  and  thence  the  vengeful  Light*  ningwefls.  Blac. 

From  hence  it  follows,  that  a  Word  cannot  rhyme  to  its 
felf,  tho*  the  Signification  be  different ;  as,  He  leaves  to  the 
Leaves,  &c. 

Nor  the  Words  that  differ  both  in  Writing  and  Senfe,  if 
they  have  the  fame  Sound,  as  Maid  and  made,  Prey  and  pray, 
to  bozo  and  a  Bough',  as, 

How  gaudy  Fate  may  be  in  Prefents  fent, 

And  creep  infenf.ble  by  Touch  or  Scent.  m      Cldh. 

Nor  a  Compound  to  its  Simple ;  as  Move  to  Remove,  Taught 
to  Untaught,  &c. 

Nor  the  Compounds  of  the  fame  Words  to  one  another, 
as  Difpreve  to  Approve*  and  the  like.  All  which  proceeds  from 
what  I  faid  before,  viz.  That  the'Conforiants  that  precede 
the  Vowels  where  the  Rhyme  begins,  inuft  not  be  the  fame 
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in  Sound,  but  different.  In  all  which  we  vary  from  our 
Neighbours  \  for  neither  the  French,  Italians,  nor  Spaniards, 
will  allow,  that  a  Rhyme  can  be  too  perfecl:  And  we  meet 
with  frequent  Examples  in  their  Poetry,  where  not  only 
the  Compounds  rhyme  to  their  Simples,  and  to  themfelves; 
but  even  where  Words  written  and  pronounc'd  exaclly  alike, 
provided  they  have  a  different  Signification,  are  made  ufe  of 
as  Rhymes  to  another:    But  this  is  not  permitted  in  our 

We  mull  take  Care  not  to  place  a  Word  at  the  Middle  of  a 
Verie  that  rhymes  to  the  lafl:  Word  of  it ;  as, 

So  young  inflow,  as  ij  he  ft  ill fhould  graze. 

But  this  Fault  is  fti!l  more  inexcufable,  if  the  Second  Verfe 
*hyme  to  the  Middle  and  End  of  the  firit ;  as, 

Knowledge  he  only  fought,  and  fofoon  caught. 
As  if  for  hi?n  Knowledge  had  rather  fought.  CowL 

Here  Paffionfways,  but  there  theMufefhall  raife 
Eternal  Monuments  of  louder  ? raife.  Wall, 

Or  both  the  Midd!e  and  End  of  the  Second  to  the  lafl 
Word  of  the  Firft ;  as, 

Farewell,  fbe  crfd,  my  Sifter,  thou  dear  Fart, 

Thou  fweet eft  Part  of  my  divided  Heart..  Dryd-. 

Where  the  Tendernefs  of  Expreffion  will  not  atone  for 
the  Jingle. 


CHAP.    III. 

Of  the  fever  at  Sorts  of  Poems,  or  Compofition  in 
Verfe, 

AL  L  our  Poems  may  be  divided  into  two  Sorts ;  the 
Firft  are  thofe  composed  in  Couplets ;  the  Second,  thofe 
that  are  compos'd  in  Stanza's,  confiiting  of  feveral  Verfes. 
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SECT.    I. 

Of  the  Poems  composed  in  Couplets. 

IN  the  Poems  compos'd  in  Couplet*,  the  Rhymes  follow 
one  another,  and  end  at  e3ch  Couplet ;  that  is  to  fay,  the 
2d  Verfe  rhymes  to  the  ift,  the  4th  to  the  3d,  the  6th  ta 
the  5th,  and  in  like  Manner  to  the  End  of  the  Poem. 

The  Verfes  employ 'd  in  this  Sort  of  Poems,  are  either 
Verfes  of  10  Syllables ;  as, 

Oh  !  could  I  flow  like  thee,  and  make  thy  Stream 

My  great  Example,  as  it  is  my  Theme  i 

Tho*  dark  yet  clear  ;  tho  gentle,  yet  not  dull  j 

Strong  without  Rage ;  without  o  er flowing  fulL        Denh. 

Or  of  8  ;  as, 

Ofairefl  Piece  of  well- formed  Earth, 

Why  urge  you  thus  your  haughty  Birth-? 

The  Poztfr,  which  you  have  o'er  us,  lies 

Not  in  your  Race,  but  in  your  Eyes. 

Smile  but  on  me,  and  you  jhall  fcorn 

Henceforth  to  be  of  Princes  born  : 

I  can  defer ibe  the  fhady  Grove, 

Where  your  lov*d  Mother  flept  with  Jove  ; 

And  yet  excufe  the  fault lefs  Dame, 

Caught  with  her  Spoufes  Shape  and  Name: 

Thy  mat  chiefs  Form  will  credit  bring, 

To  all  the  Wonders  I  pall  jing.  Waft, 

Or  of  7  ;  as, 

Phillis,  why  Jhould  we  delay 
Pleafures  fhorter  than  the  Day  ? 
Could  iv e,  which  we  never  can, 
Stretch  our  Lives  beyond  their  Span, 
Beauty  like  a  Shadow  flies, 
And  our  Youth  before  us  dies. 
Or  would  Youth  and  Beauty  flay, 
Love  has  Wings,  and  will  away. 
Love  has  fwifter  Wings  than  Tim*.  . 
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But  the  fecond  Verfe  of  the  Couplet  does  not  always  con- 
tain a  like  Number  of  Syllables  with  the  Firft ;  as, 

What  Jhall  I  do  to  be  for  ever  known, 
And  make  the  Age  to  come  my  own  ? 

J  Jhall  like  Be  aft  i  and  common  People  die, 
Unle/s  you  write  my  Elegy, 


SECT.    II. 

Of  the  Poems  compos' din  Stanzas :  And  firft  of  the 
Stanzas  confifting  of  three  ^  and  of  four  Verfes, 

IN  the  Poems  compos'd  of  Stanzas,  each  Stanza  contains 
a  certain  Number  of  Verfes,  confifting  for  the  moil  Part 
of  a  different  Number  Of  Syllables:  And  a  Poem  that  con- 
fills  of  feveral  Stanzas,  we  generally  call  an  Ode  ;  and  this-  is 
Lyrick  Poetry. 

But  we  muil  not  forget  to  obferve,  that  our  ancient  Poets 
frequently  made  ufe  of  intermix'd  Rhyme  in  their  Heroick 
Poems,  which  they  difpos'd  into  Stanzas  and  Cantos.  Thus 
the  troths  and  Crejftda  of  Chaucer  is  compos'd  in  Stanzas 
confifting  of  7  Verfes ;  the  Fairy-Queen  of  Spencer  in  Stanzas 
of  9,  &c.  And  this  they  took  from  the  Italians,  whofe 
Heroick  Poems  generally  confifl  in  Stanzas  of  8-  But  this 
5s  now  wholly  laid  afide,  and  Davenant,  who  compos'd  his 
Gondibert  in  Stanzas  of  4  Verfes  in  alternate  Rhyme,  was 
the  laft  that  follow'd  their  Example  of  intermingling  Rhymes 
in  Heroick  Poetry. 

The  Stanzas  employ'd  in  our  Poetry,  cannot  confifl  of  lefs 
than  three,  and  are  feldom  of  more  than  1 2  Verfes,  except 
in  Pindarick  Odes,  where  the  Stanzas  are  different  from  one 
another  in  Number  of  Verfes,  as  fhall  be  fhewn. 

But  to  treat  of  all  the  different  Stanzas  that  are  employ'd 
or  may  be  admitted  in  our  Poetry,  would  be  a  Labour  no 
lefs  tedious  than  ufelefs  ;  it  being  eafy  to  demonllrate,  that 
they  may  be  vary'd  almofl  to  an  Infinity,  that  would  be  dif- 
ferent from  one  another,  either  in  the  Number  of  the  Verfes 
©f  each  Stanza,  or  in  the  Number  of  the  Syllables  of  each 
Verfe  ;  or  lailly,  in  the  various  intermingling  of  the  Rhyme. 
I  fhall  therefore  confine  my  felf  to  mention  only  luch  as  are 

jnoft 


English  Verse.  27 

moft  frequently  us'd  by  the  beft  of  our  modern  Poets.    And 
firfl  of  the  Stanzas  confifting  of  three  Verfes. 

In  the  Stanzas  of  three  Verfes,  or  Triplets,  the  Verfes  of 
each  S  tanza  rhvme  to  one  another,  and  are  either  Heroick ;  as, 


Nothing,  thou  elder  Brother  even  to  Shade  !  "^ 

Thou  kadji  a  Being  ere  the  World  was  made,  ^ 

And  (well-fix'- *d)  art  alone  of  ending  not  afraid.    Roch .  J 

Or  elfe  they  confiil  of  8  Syllables ;  as  thefe  of  Waller* 
Of  a  fair  Lady  playing  with  a  Snake. 

Strange  that  fucb  Honour  andfuch  Grace 
Should  dwell  together  in  one  Place, 
A  Fury's  Arm,  an  Angel 's  Face. 

Nor  do  the  Verfes  of  thefe  Stanzas  always  contain  a  like 
Number  of  Syllables ;  for  the  Firfl  and  Third  may  have  Ten, . 
the  fecond  but  eight ;  as, 

Men  without  Love  have  oft  fo  cunning  grown,  ") 

That  fomething  like  it  they  have  Jhown,  C 

But  none  who  had  it,  ever  feem'd  fhave  none.  3 

Love's  of  a  Jlrangely  open,  fimple  Kind,  O 

Can  ne  Arts  or  Dijguifes  find',  ^ 

But  thinks  none  fees  it,  'caufe  it  felf  is  blind.     Cowl.  .J 

In  the  Stanzas  of  four  Verfes,  the  Rhyme  may  be  inter- 
mix'd  in  two  different  Manners ;  for  either  the  ill  and  3d 
Verfe  may  rhyme  to  each  other,  and  by  confequence  the  2d 
and  4th,  and  this  is  call'd  Alternate  Rhyme  j  or  the  ill  and 
4th  may  rhyme,  and  by  confequence  the  2d  and  3d. 

But  there  are  fome  Poems  in  Stanzas  of  four  Verfes,  where 
the  Rhymes  follow  one  another,  and  the  Verfes  differ  in 
Number  of  Syllables  only  ;  as  in  Cowley's  Hymn  to  the  Light, 
which  begins  thus, 

Firfi-born  of  Chaos !  who  fo  fair  didfi  come 

From  the  old  Negro's  darkfome  Womb  : 

Which,  when  itfaw  the  lovely  Child, 
The  melancholy  Mafs  put  on  kind  Looks  and  fmiFd, 

But  thefe  Stanzas  are  generally  in  Alternate  Rhyme,  and 
the  Verfes  either  confiit  of  10  Syllables  j  as, 

She 
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She  n?r  faw  Courts,  but  Courts  could  have  undone 
With  untaught  Looks  and  an  unpraclis'd  Heart : 

Her  Nets  the  moft  prepaid  could  never  fisun  ; 

For  Nature Jpread  them  in  the  Scorn  of  Art.         DaV. 

Or  of  8  ;  as, 

Had  Echo  with  fo  fweet  a  Grace, 

NarcifTus'  loud  Complaints  returned  : 
Not  for  Reflexion  of  his  Face, 

But  of  bis  Voice  the  Boy  had  burn'd.  Wall. 

Or  of  i o  and  8,  that  is   to  fay,  the  ifl  and  3d  of  ie  ; 
&e  2d  and  4th  of  8  >  as, 

Love  from  dime's  Wings  has  JloPn  the  Feathers  fure-, 

He  has,  and  put  them  to  his  own : 
For  Hours  of  late  as  long  as  Days  endure, 

And  very  Minutes  Hours  are  grown.  Cowfc. 

Or  of  8  and  6  in  the  lite  Manner  ;  as, 

Then  ask  not  Bodies  doomed  to  die, 

To  what  Abode  they  go  : 
$inc£  Knowledge  is  but  Sorrow^s  Spy, 

'Tis  better  not  to  know.  Dav, 

Or  of  7 ;  as, 

Not  the  fiver  Doves  that  fly, 

Toak'd  in  Cytherea'i  Car; 
Nor  the  Wings  that  lift  fo  high, 

And  convey  her  Son  fo  far, 

Are  fo  lovely  fweet  and  fair, 

Or  do  more  ennoble  Love  j 
^Are  jo  choicely  matched  a  Fair, 

Or  with  more  Confent  do  move.  Waft, 

Note,  That  it  is  abfolutely  necefTary,  that  both  the  Con- 
ftru&ion  and  Senfe  fhould  end  with  the  Stanza,  and  not  fall 
Into  the  Beginning  of  the  following  one,  as  it  does  in  the 
M  Example,  whigh  is  a  fault  wholly  to  be  avoided. 

SECT. 
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SECT.    III. 

Of  the  Stanzas  of  fix  Verfss. 

THE  Stanzas  of  fix  Verfes,  are  generally  only  one  of 
the  before  mention'd  Quadrans  or  Stanzas  of  Four 
Verfes,  with  Two  Verfes  at  the  End,  that  rhyme  to  one 
another;  as, 

A  rural  Judge  difpos'd  of  Beauty's  Prize, 

A  fimple  Shepherd  was  preferred  to  Jove  ; 
Down  to  the  Mountains  from  the  partial  Skies, 
Came  Juno,  Pallas,  and  the  Queen  of  Love, 
To  plead  for  that  which  was  Jo  jujlly  givn, 
To  the  bright  Carlifle  of  the  Courts  of  Heavn. 
Where  the  four  flrft  Verfes  are  only  a  Quadran,  and  con- 
fift  of  10  Syllables  each  in  Alternate  Rhyme. 

The  following  Stanza  in  like  Manner,  is  compos'd  of  a 
Quadran, whofe Verfes  confift  of  8  Syllables ;  and  to  which  two 
Verfes  that  rhyme  to  one  another,  are  added  to  the  End ;  as, 

Hope  waits  upon  the  flowery  Prime, 
And  Summer,  tho  it  be  lefs  gay, 
fit  is  not  looked  on  as  a  Time 
Of  Declination  and  Decay  ', 
For  with  a  full  Hand  that  does  bring 
All  that  was  promised  by  the  Spring.  Wall. 

Sometimes  the  Quadran  ends  the  Stanza,  and  the  two 
Lines  of  the  fame  Rhyme  begin  it ;  as, 

Here's  to  thee,  Dick  ;  this  whining  Love  defpife  : 
Pledge- me,  my  Friend,  and  drink  till  thou  be"1  ft  wife. 
It  fparkles  brighter  far  than  pe  ; 

'Tis  pure  and  right  without  Deceit  i 
And  fucb  no  Woman  e"er  can  be  ; 

"No  ;  they  are  all  fophifticate.  Cowl. 

Or  as  in  thefe,  where  the  firft  and  lafl  Verfes  of  the  Stanza 
confift  of  10  Syllables; 

When  Chance  or  cruel  Bus' nefs parts  us  two, 
What  do  our  Souls,  I  wonder,  do  ? 
While  Sleep  does  our  dull  Bodies  tie, 
Methinks  at  Home  they  Jhould  not  fay, 
Content  with  Dreams,  but  boldly  fly 
Abroad,  and  meet  each  other  half  the  Way*  Cowl. 

Or 
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Or  as  in   the  following  Stanza,  where  the  4th  and  5th, 
Verfes  rhyme  to  each  other,  and  the  3d  and  6th  ; 

While  what  I  write  I  do  not  fee, 
I  dare  thus  evn  to  you  write  Poetry, 
Ah  f  foolijh  Mufe  !  that  doft  fo  high  afpire, 

And  know? ft  her  Judgment  well, 

How  much  it  does  thy  PouPr  excel ; 
Yet  darft  be  read  by  thy  juft  Doom  the  Fire.  Cowl. 

(Written  in  Juice  of  Lemmon. 

But  in  fome  of  thefe  Stanzas  the  Rhymes  follow  one  an- 
other ;  as, 

Take  heed,  take  heed,  thou  lovely  Maid, 
Nor  be  by  g  lit  f  ring  Ills  betrayed: 
Vh'y  felffor  Money  !  Oh  I  let  no  Man  know 
The  Price  of  Beauty  fallen  fo  low. 
What  Dangers  ought  ft  thou  not  to  dread, 
When  Love  that's  blind  is  by  blind  Fortune  led?  Cowl. 

Laftly,  fome  of  thefe  Stanzas  are  compos'd  of  2  Triplets;; 
as, 

The  Lightning  which  tall  Oaks  oppofe  in  vain, 
To  ftrike  fometimes  does  not  difdain 
The  humble  Furzes  of  the  Plain. 
She  being  fo  high,  and  I  fo  low, 
Her  Pow'r  by  this  does  greater  Jhoiv, 
Who  at  fuch  Diftance  gives  fo  fur e  a  Blow.  Cowl. 


SECT.    IV. 

Of  the  Stanzas  of  eight  Verfes. 

IHave  already  faid,  that  the  Italians  compofe  their  Heroick 
Poems  in  Stanzas  of  8  Verfes,  where  the  Rhyme  is  dif- 
pos'd  as  follows :  The  1  ft,  3d,  and  5th  Verfes  rhyme  to  one 
another,  and  the  2d,  4th,  and  6th,  the  two  laft  always  rhyme 
to  each  other.  Now  our  Tranflators  of  their  Heroick  Poems 
have  obferv'd  the  fame  Stanza  and  Difpoiition  of  Rhyme ;  of 
which,  take  the  following  Example  from  Fairfax's  Tranila- 
tion  of  Tajfos  Gojfredo,  Cant.  1.  Stan.  3. 

Thither 
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thither  thou  know" ft  the  World  is  left  inclirCi, 
Where  luring  Parnafs  moft  his  Beams  imparts', 

And  Truth,  conveyed  in  Verfe  of  gent  left  Kind, 
To  read  fometimes  will  move  the  dulleft  Hearts ; 

So  we,  if  Children  young  difeas^d  we  find, 

Anoint  with  Sweets  the  VeffeVs  foremofi  Parts, 

To  make  them  tafte  the  Potions  Jbarp  we  give ; 

They  drink  deceivd,  andfo  deceived  they  live ; 

But  our  Poets  feldom  imploy  this  Stanza  in  Compofitions 
of  their  own  ;  where  the  following  Stanzas  of  8  Verfes  are 
molt  frequent. 

Some  others  may  with  Safety  tell 
The  moderate  Flames  which  in  them  dwell', 
And  either  find  fome  Med"  cine  there, 
Or  cure  themfelves  ev'n  by  Defpair  r 
My  Love  sfo  great,  that  it  might  prove 
Dangerous  to  tell  her  that  I  love. 

So  tender  is  my  Wound  it  cannot  bear 

Any  Salute,  tho'*  of  the  kindefi  Air.  Cowl, 

Where  the  Rhymes  follow  one  another,  and  the  6  firfl  Verfe* 
confiit  of  8  Syllables  each,  the  two  laft  of  io. 

We  have  another  fort  of  Stanza  of  8  Verfes,  where  the 
4th  rhymes  to  the  ift,  the  3d  to  the  2d,  and  the  4  laft  are 
two  Couplets  ;  and  where  the  1  ft,  4th,  6th  and  8th,  are 
of  10  Syllables  each,  the  4  others  but  of  8  ;  as, 

Fve  often  wifitfd  to  love  :  What  (ball  I  do  ? 

Me  fill  the  cruel  Boy  does  /pare  ; 

And  I  a  double  Task  mull  bear, 
Firfl  to  woo  him,  and  then  a  Mifirefs  toe. 

Come  at  lafi,  and  firikefor  fbame, 
If  thou  art  any  Thing  befides  a  Name  ; 

Vll  think  thee  elfe  no  God  to  be, 
But  Poets  rather  Gods,  who  firfl  created  thee.     CowJ. 

Another,  when  the  two  flrit  and  two  laft  Verfes  confift 
of  10  Syllables  each,  and  rhyme  to  one  another,  the  4  other 
but  of  8  in  Alternate  Rhyme. 

Tho'  you  be  abfent  hence,  I  needs  muft  fay, 

The  Trees  as  beauteous  are,  and  Flowr's  as  gaj. 
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As  ever  they  were  wont  to  be  : 

Nay  the  Birds  rural  Mufick  too 

Is  as  melodious  and  free, 

As  if  they  Jung  to  pkafure  you. 
Ifaw  a  Roje-bud  ope  this  Mom  ;  Vllfwear 
'The  blujhing  Morning  opened  not  more  fair,  Cowl. 

Another,  where  the  4  flrft  Verfes  are  two  Couplets,  the 
4  laft  in  alternate  Rhyme  ;  as  in  Cowley's  Ode  Of  a  Lady 
that  made  Pofiesfor  Rings. 

I  little  thought  the  Time  would  ever  be, 
That  IJhould  Wit  in  dzvarfifh  Popes  fee, 

As  all  Words  in  few  Letters  live, 

Thou  too  few  Words  all  Senfe  dofl  give. 

'Twas  Nature  taught  you  this  rare  Art, 

Infuch  a  Little,  Much  to  Jkew ; 

Who  all  the  Good  fie  did  impart 
To  Womankind,  epitomized  in  you. 


SECT.    V. 

Of  the  Stanzas  of  ten  and  of  twelve  Verfes. 

TH  E  Stanzas  of  10  and  1 2  Verfes  are  feldom  employed 
in  our  Poetry,  it  being  very  difficult  to  confine  our 
felves  to  a  certain  Difpofition  of  Rhyme,  and  Meafure  of 
Verfe,  for  fo  many  Lines  together ;  for  which  Reafon  thofe 
of  4, 6,  and  8  Verfes  are  the  moft  frequent.  However  we  fome- 
times  find  fome  of  10  and  12;  as  in  Cowlefs  Ode,  which 
he  calls  Verfes  loft  upon  a  Wager,  where  the  Rhymes  follow 
one  another ;  but  the  Verfes  differ  in  number  of  Syllables. 

As  foon  hereafter  will  I  Wagers  lay 

'Gain/?  what  an  Oracle  Jhall  [ay  ; 
Tool  that  I  was  to  venture  to  deny 

A  Tongue  fo  us*d  to  Vitlory  ; 
A  Tongue  fo  blefl  by  Nature  and  by  Art, 
That  never  yet  itfpoke,  but  gain  d  a  Heart. 

Tho1  what  you  f aid  had  not  been  true, 

Jffpoke  by  any  elfe  but  you ; 

Tour  Speech  will  govern  Dejiiny, 
And  Fate  will  change  rather  than  you  fl;  all  lye.      Cowl. 

Th« 
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The  fame  Poet  furniilies  us  with  an  Example  of  a  Stanza 
of  1  2  Verfes  in  the  Ode  he  calls  The  Prophet,  where  the 
Rhymes  are  obferv'd  in  the  fame  Manner  as  in  the  former 
Examples. 

Teach  me  to  love  !  Go  teach  thy  [elf  Wit : 

I  chief  Prof effor  am  of  it. 
Teach  Craft  to  Scots,   and  Thrift  to  Jews, 

Teach  Boldnejs  to  the  Stews. 
In  Tyrants  Courts  teach  [upple  Flattery, 
Teach  Jefiiits  that  have  travelVd  far  too  lie\ 

Teach  Fire  to  burn,  and  Winds  to  blow, 

Teach  reftkjs  Fountains  how  to  flow, 

Teach  the  dull  Earth  fixt  to  abide, 
Teach  Womankind  Inconftancy  and  Pride. 
See  if  your  Diligence  there  will  ufeful  prove  j 

But  prithee  teach  not  me  to  live. 


SECT.    VI. 

Of  the  Stanzas  that  confift  of  an  odd  Number  of 
Verfes. 

WE  have  alfo  Stanzas  that  confift  of  odd  Numbers  of 
Verfes,  as  of  5,  7,  9,  and  1 1  ;  in  all  which  it  of 
neceffity  follows,  that  three  Verfes  of  the  Stanza  rhyme  to 
one  another,  or  that  one  of  them  be  a  blank  Verfe. 

In  the  Stanzas  of  5  Verfes  the  1  ft  aud  3d  may  rhyme, 
and  the  zd  and  two  lafl ;  as, 

Sees  not  my  Love  how  Time  re  fumes 
The  Beauty  which  he  lent  thefe  Flowers  : 
Tho*  none  fljould  tafte  of  their  Perfumes, 
Tet  they  muft  live  but  fomc  few  Hours : 

Time  what  we  forbear  devours.  Wall, 

Which  is  only  a  Stanza  of  4  Verfes  in  alternate  Rhyme, 
lo  which  a  5th  Verfe  is  added,  that  rhymes  to  the  2d  and  4th. 

See  alfo  an  Inftance  of  a  Stanza  of  5  Verfes,  where  the 
Rhymes  are  intermix'd  in  the  fame  Manner  as  the  former ; 
but  the  1  ft  and  3d  Verfes  are  composed  but  of  4  Syllables 
each. 

Go, 
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Go,  lovely  Rofe, 
Tell  ber  that  wajies  her  Time  and  me, 

That  now  Jhe  knows. 
When  I  referable  her  to  thee, 
Hozu  fzveet  and  fair  (he  feems  to  be.  Wall. 

In  the  following  Example  the  two  firft  Verfes  rhyme,  and 
the  three  laft. 

'7V j  well,  'tis  well  with  them,  fa  id  I, 
Whofe  Jhort-liv'd  Pafjiom  with  themf elves  can  die. 

For  none  can  be  unhappy,  who  "? 

'Midft  all  his  Ills  a  Time  does  know,  > 

Tho1  ne'er  fo  long,  when  hefhall  not  be  fo.         Cowl.  3 

In  this  Stanza  the  two  firft  and  the  laft,  and  the  3d  and 
4th  rhyme  to  one  another. 

It  is  enough,  enough  of  Time  and  Pain 

HaJ}  thou  confuted  in  vain; 

Leave,  wretched  Cowley,  leave, 

Thy  felf  with  Shadows  to  deceive. 
Think  that  already  loft  which  thou  muft  never  gain.  Cowl 

The  Stanzas  of  7  Verfes  are  frequent  enough  in  our  Poetry* 
cfpecially  among  the  Antients,  who  compos'd  many  of  their 
Poems  in  this  Sort  of  Stanza  ;  See  the  Example  of  one  of 
them  taken  from  Spencer  in  The  Ruins  of  Time,  where  the 
1  ft  and  3d  Verfes  rhyme  to  one  another,  the  2d,  4th,  and 
5  th,  and  the  two  laft. 

But  Fame  with  golden  Wings  alcft  does  fly 

Above  the  Reach  of  ruinous  Decay, 
And  with  brave  Plumes  does  beat  the  Azure  Sky, 
Admir  d  of  bafe-born  Men  from  rar  away  : 

Then  whofo  will  with  virtuous  Deeds  affay, 
To  mount  to  Heaven,  on  Pegafus  muft  ride, 

And  infweet  Poets  Verfe  be  glorify* d. 

I  have  rather  chofen  to  take  Notice  of  this  Stanza,  becaufe 
that  Poet  and  Chaucer  have  made  Ufe  of  it  in  many  of  their 
Poems,  tho*  they  have  not  been  follovv'd  in  it  by  any  of  the 
Moderns,  whofe  Stanzas  of  7  Verfes  are  generally  compos'd 
as  follows. 

Either  the  four  firft  Verfes  are  a  Quadran  in  alternate 
Rhyme,  and  the  three  laft  rhyme  to  one  another  ;  as, 

Nozv 
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Now  by  my  Love,  the  great  eft  Oath  that  is, 
None  love<  you  half  jo  we'll  as  I; 
I  do  not  ask  your  Love  for  this  ; 
But  for  Heavns  fake  believe  me  or  I  die. 

No  Servant  Jure  but  did  deferve 
His  Mafter  Jhould  believe  that  he  did  ferve ; 
'And  ril  ask  no  more  Wages,  tho"1  Iftarve. 

Or  the  four  firft  are  two  Couplets,  and  the  three  laft  a 
Trip  Jet  ;  as, 

Indeed  I  muft  confefs 
When  Souls  mix  'tis  a  Happinefs, 
But  not  compleat  'till  Bodies  too  combine, 
And  clofely  as  our  Minds  together  join. 
But  half  of  Heaven  the  Souls  in  Glory  tafte 

'Till  by  Love  in  Heav'n  at  laft 

Their  Bodies  too  are  placed. 

Or,  on  the  contrary,  the  three  firft  may  rhyme,  and  the  four 
laft  be  in  Rhymes  that  follow  one  another ;  as, 

From  Hate,  Fear,  Hope,  Anger,  and  Envy  free, 

And  all  the  Pajftons  elfe  that  be, 

In  vain  I  bo  aft  of  Liberty  : 

In  vain  this  State  a  Freedom  call, 

Since  I  have  Love ;  and  Love  is  all. 
Sot  that  I  am  !  who  think  it  fit  to  brag 
That  I  have  no  Difcafe  befides  the  Plague.  Cowl. 

Or  the  1  ft  may  rhyme  to  the  two  laft,  the  2d  to  the  5  th 
and  the  3d  and  4th  to  one  another  ;  as, 

In  vain  thou  drowfy  God  I  thee  invoke, 

For  thou  who  doft  from  Fumes  arife, 

Thou  who  Man's  Soul  dojl  overfbade 

With  a  thick  Cloud  by  Vapours  made, 

Canft  have  no  Pow'r  10  Jhut  his  Eyes, 

Or  Pajfage  of  his  Spirits  to  choak, 
Whofe  Flame's  Jo  pure,  that  it  fends  up  no  Smoak.     Cowl. 

Or  laftly,  the  four  firft  and  two  laft  may  be  in  the  follow- 
ing Rhyme,  and  the  5  th  a  Blank  Verfe  ,  as, 

Thou 
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Thou  robbft  my  Days  of  Bus'nefs  and  Delights, 

Of  Sleep  thou  robbft  my  Nights. 
Ah  lovely  Thief!  what  zuilt  thou  do  ? 

What,  rob  ?ne  of  Heavn  too  ! 
Thou  etfn  my  Prayers  dofl  from  me  Jleal, 

And  I  with  zuild  Idolatry 
Begin  to  God,  and  end  them  all  in  thee.  Cowl. 

The  Stanzas  of  9  and  of  1 1  Syllables  are  not  fo  frequent 
as  thofe  of  5  and  7.  Spencer  has  compos'd  his  Fairy  Queen 
in  Stanzas  of  9  Verfes,  where  the  ift  rhymes  to  the  3d,  the 
2d  to  the  4th,  5th,  and  7th,  and  the  6th  to  the  two  lait :  But 
this  Stanza  is  very  difficult  to  maintain,  and  the  unlucky 
Choice  of  it  reduc'd  him  often  to  the  Neceffity  of  making 
ufe  of  many  exploded  Words :  Nor  has  he,  I  think,  been  fol- 
low'd  in  it  by  any  of  the  Moderns,  whofe  6  firft  Verfes  of 
the  Stanzas  that  confift  of  9,  are  generally  in  Rhymes  that 
follow  one  another,  and  the  three  laft  a  Triplet;  as, 

Beauty,  Lovers  Scene  and  Mafquerade, 
So  well  by  well-placed  Lights,  and '  Diftance made; 
Falfe  Coin!  with  which  thr  Impoftor  cheats  us  fill* 
The  Stamp  and  Colour  good,  but  Metal  ill: 

Which  light  or  bafe  we  find,  when  we 
Weigh  by  Enjoyment,  and  examine  thee. 

For  too  thy  Being  be  but  Show, 
*Tis  chiefly  Night  which  Men  to  thee  allow, 
And  chufe  t*  enjoy  thee,  when  thou  leaf  art  thou.       Cowl. 

In  the  following  Example  the  like  Rhyme  is  to  be  ob» 
fcrv'd,  but  the  Verfes  differ  in  Meafure  from  the  former. 

Beneath  this  gloomy  Shade, 
By  Nature  only  for  my  Sorrows  made, 

Fll  fpend  this  Voice  in  Cries  y 

In  Tears  Tit  to  aft  e  theft  Eyes, 

By  Love  fo  vainly  fed : 
So  Luft  of  old  the  Deluge  punifhed.- 

Ah  wretched  Youth  !  faid  I; 
Ah  wretched  Youth  !  tzuice  did  I fadly  cry  ; 
Ah  wretched  Youth  !  the  Fields  and  Floods  reply .     Cowl. 


The 
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The  Stanzas  confifting  of  1 1  Verfes  are  yet  Iefs  frequent 
than  thofe  of  9,  and  have  nothing  particular  to  be  obferv'd 
in  them.  Take  an  Example  of  one  of  them,where  the  6  firft 
are  3  Couplets,  the  three  next  a  Triplet,  the  two  laft  a  Cou- 
plet; and  where  the  4th,  the  7  th,  and  the  laft  Verfes  are  of 
so  Syllables  each,  the  others  of  8. 

No,  to  what  Purpofe  Jhould  I  [peak  ? 

No,  wretched  Hearty  fwell  till  you  break  : 

She  cannot  love  me  if '  fbe  would, 
And,  to  fay  Truth,  'twere  Pity  that  fbe  fkould. 

No,  to  the  Grave  thy  Sorrows  bear, 

As  f  lent  as  they  will  be  there  ; 
Since  that  lotfd  Hand  this  mortal  IVound  does  give, 

So  handfomely  the  Thing  contrive, 

That  Jbe  may  guilt 'lefs  of  it  live.  : 

So  perifh,  that  her  killing  thee 
May  a  Chance-Medley,  and  no  Murder  be.  Cowl. 


SECT.    VII. 

Of  Pindarick  Odes,  and  Poems  in  Blank  Verfe. 

TH  E  Stanzas  of  Pindarick  Odes  are  neither  conflnM  to 
a  certain  Number  of  Verfes,  nor  the  Verfes  to  a  cer- 
tain Number  of  Syllables,  nor  the  Rhymes  to  a  certain  Dis- 
tance. Some  Stanzas  contain  50  Verfes  or  more,  others  not 
above  10,  and  lometimes  not  fo  many  :  Some  Verfes  14, 
nay,  16  Syllables,  others  not  above  4  :  Sometimes  the  Rhymes 
follow  one  another  for  feveral  Couplets  together,  fometimes 
they  are  removM  6  Verfes  from  each  other;  and  all  this  in 
the  fame  Stanza.  Cowley  was  the  firft  who  introduc'd  this 
fort  of  Poetry  into  our  Language:  Nor  can  the  Nature  of  it 
be  better  defcrib'd  than  as  he  himfelf  has  done  it,  in  one  of 
the  Stanzas  of  his  Ode  upon  Liberty,  which  I  will  tranfcribe, 
not  as  an  Example,  for  none  can  properly  be  given  where  no 
Rule  can  be  prefcrib'd,  but  to  give  an  Idea  of  the  Nature  of 
this  fort  01  Poetry. 
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If  Life  Jbould  a  well-ordered  Poem  be, 

In  which  be  only  hits  the  White, 

Who  joins  true  Profit  zvith  the  bejl  Delight; 
The  more  heroick  Strain  let  others  take, 

Mine  the  Pindar  id  Way  Til  make : 
The  Matter  Jhall  be  grave,  the  Numbers  loofe  and  free ; 
It  Jhall  not  hep  one  fettled  Pace  of  Time, 
In  the  fame  Tune  it  Jh all  not  always  chime, 
Nor  Jhall  each  Day  jufi  to  his  Neighbour  rhyme. 
A  thoufand  Liberties  it  jhall  difpenfe, 
And  yet  pall  manage  all  zuithout  Offence, 
Or  to  the  Sweetnefs  of  the  Sound,  or  Great nefs  of  the  Senfe. 
Nor  jhall  it  ever  from  one  Subjetl  Jlart, 

Norfeek  Iranfitions  to  depart ; 
Nor  its  fit  Way  o'er  Stiles  and  Bridges  make, 

Nor  thro"  Lanes  a  compafs  take, 
As  if  it  feared  feme  Trefpafs  to  commit, 

When  the  wide  Air's  a  Road  for  it. 
So  the  Imperial  Eagle  does  not  fay 

'Till  the  whole  Carcafs  he  devour, 

That's  faWn  into  his  PowV, 
As  if  his  generous  Hunger  under  food, 
That  he  can  never  want  Plenty  of  Food ; 

He  only  fucks  the  tafteful  Blood, 
And  to  frejh  Game  flies  chearfully  away, 
To  Kites  and  meaner  Birds  he  leaves  the  mangled  Prey. 

This  fort  of  Poetry  is  employ'd  in  all  manner  of  Subjects; 
inPleafant,  in  Grave,  in  Amorous,  in  Heroick,  in  Philofo- 
phical,  in  Moral,  and  in  Divine. 

Blank  Verfe  is  where  the  Meafure  is  exa&ly  kept  with- 
out Rhyme  ;  Shakefpear,  to  avoid  the  troublefome  Conflraint 
of  Rhyme,  was  the  firil  who  invented  it ;  our  Poets  fincc 
him  have  made  ufe  of  it  in  many  of  their  Tragedies  and 
Comedies ;  But  the  moft  celebrated  Poem  in  this  Kind  of 
Verfe  is  Milton's  Paradife  loft  ;  from  the  rth  Book  of  which 
I  have  taken  the  following  Lines  for  an  Example  of  Blank 
Verfe. 


Thefe 
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Thefe  are  thy  glorious  Works,  Parent  of  Good  ! 
Almighty  t   thine   this  univerfal  Frame, 
Thus  zvond 7 -ous  fair  !  thy  felf  hozv  wondrous  then  ! 
Speak  you,  who  beft  can  tell,  ye  Sons  of  Light, 
Angels  !  for  you  behold  him,  and  with  Songs, 
And  Choral  Symphonies,  Day  without  Night, 
Circle  his  Throne  rejoycing,  you  in  Heaven. 
On  Earth,  join  all  ye  Creatures,  to  extol 
Him  firjl,  him  loft,  him  mid  ft,  and  without  End  ! 
Faireft  of  Stars,  'Lift  in  the  Train  of  Night, 
If  better  thou  belong  not  to  the  Dawn, 
Sure  Pledge  of  Day,  that  crozvnft  the  failing  Morn 
With  the  bright  Circlet,  praife  him  in  thy  Sphere, 
While  Day  arij'es,  that  fweet  Hour  of  Prime  ! 
Thou  Son  !  of  this  great  World  both  Eye  and  Soul, 
Acknowledge  him  thy  Creator,  found  his  Praife 
In  thy  eternal  Courfe,  both  when  thou  climb  ft, 
And  when  high  Noon  haft  gained,  and  when  thoufalPft. 
Moon  !  that  nozo  meet* ft  the  Orient  Sun,  now  fly  ft 
With  the  fix'd  Stars,  flx'd  in  their  Orb  that  flies, 
And  ye  five  other  wand? ring  Fires !  that  move 
In  Myflick  Dance,  not  without  Song,  refound 
His  Praife,  whe  out  of  Darknefs  call  d  up  Light. 
Air  !  and  ye  Elements  !  the  eldeft  Birth 
Of  Nature's  Womb,  that  in  Quaternion  run 
Perpetual  Circle  multiform  and  mix 
And  nourijh  all  Things  ;  let  your  ceafelefs  Change 
Vary  to  our  great  Maker  ft  ill  new  Praife. 
Ye  Mifts  and  Exhalations  !  that  now  rife 
From  Hill  or  ftanding  Lake,  dusky  or  gray, 
''Till  the  Sun  paint  your  fleecy  Skirts  with  gold, 
In  Honour  to  the  World's  great  Author  rife  ; 
Whether  to  deck  with  Clouds  tFuncolour^d  Sky, 
Or  wet  the  thirfty  Earth  zoith  falling  Shoufrs, 
Riflng  or  falling,  ft  ill  advance  his  Praife. 
His  Praife,  ye  Winds !  that  from  four  Quarters  blow, 
Breathe  foft  or  loud;  and  wave  your  Tops,  ye  Pines  ! 
With  evry  Plant,  in  Sign  of  Worjbip,  zvave. 
Fountains  !  and  ye  that  warble  as  you  flow 
Melodious  Murmurs,  zvarbling  tune  his  Praife. 
Join  Voices  all  ye  living  Souls,  ye  Birds  ! 
That  flinging,  up  to  Heavens  high  Gate  afcend, 
Bear  on  your  Wings,  and  in  your  Notes  his  Praife. 
Ye  that  in  Waters  glide  •/  and  ye  that  walk 
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The  Earth  !  and  ftately  tread,  or  lowly  creep  ; 
Witnefs  if  1  be  ft  lent,  Evn  or  Morn, 
To  Hill  or  Valley,  Fountain,  or  frejb  Shade, 
Made  Vocal  by  my  Song,  and  taugb  his  Praife. 

Thus  I  have  given  a  fhort  Account  of  all  the  Sorts  of. 
Poems  that  are  moil  us'd  in  our  Language.    The  Acrofticks, 
Anagrams,  &c.  deferve  not  to  be  mentioned,  and  we  may- 
fay  of  them  what  an  antient  Poet  faid  long  ago, 

Stultum  eft  difficiles  habere  nugas, 
Et  ftultus  labor  eft  ineptiarunu 
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Moji  Natural  and  Sublime  Thoughts 
of  the  heft  English  Poets. 


ABSCENCE,     See  Parting. 

I  Mourn  in  Abfence,  Love's  eternal  Night.  Dr.PaL&Are. 
It  was  not  kind. 
To  leave  me  like  a  Turtle,  here  alone, 
To  droop,  and  mourn  the  Abfence  of  my  Mate. 
When  thou  art  from  me,  ev'ry  Place  is  defert, 
And  I,  methinks,  am  favage  and  forlorn. 
Thy  Prefence  only  'tis  can  make  me  blefs'd, 
Heal  my  unquiet  Mind,  and  tune  my  Soul.  Otzv.  Orpb. 

Love  reckons  Hours  for  Months,  and  Days  for  Years ; 
And  ev'ry  little  Abfence  is  an  Age.  Dryd.  Anfyhii- 

The  tedious  Hours  move  heavily  away, 
And  each  long  Minute  feems  a  lazy  Day.         Otzv.Cai.Mar. 
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For  thee  the  bubbling  Springs  appear'd  to  mourn, 
And  vvhifp'ring Pines  made  Vows  for  thy  Return.  Dryd.Virg. 

Night  muft  involve  the  World  till  (he  appear  ; 
The  Flow'rs  in  painted  Meadows  hang  their  Heads ; 
The  Birds  awake  not  to  their  Morning  Songs, 
Nor  early  Hinds  renew  their  conftant  Labour : 
Ev'n  Nature  feems  to  flumber  till  her  Call, 
Regardlefs  of  th'  Approach  of  any  ether  Day.    Rozve  Uiyjf. 

Winds  murmur'd  thro'  the  Leaves  your  Ihort  Delay, 
And  Fountains  o'er  their  Pebbles  chid  your  Stay  : 
But,  with  your  Prefence  chear'd,  they  ceafe  to  mourn  !  {Inn. 
And  Walks  wearfrefher  Green  at  your  Return.  Dryd.  State  of 

The  Joys  of  Meeting  pay  the  Pangs  of  Abfence, 

Eife  who  could  bear  it  ? =— — 

When  thy  lov'd  Sight  fbali  blefs  my  Eyes  again,  ~\ 

Then  will  I  own  1  ought  not  to  complain,  (Ta?n.  £ 

Since  that  fweet  Hour  is  worth  whole  Yenrs  of  Pain.    Row.  J) 

I  charge  thee  loiter  not,  but  hafte  to  blefs  me; 
Think  with  what  eager  Hopes,  what  Rage,  I  burn  ; 
For  ev'ry  tedious  Minute  how  I  mourn  ! 
Think  how  I  call  chee  cruel  for  thy  Stay,  (UhS 

And  break  my  Heart  with  Grief  for  thy  unkind  Delay  !    Row. 

Fly  fwift,  ye  Hours,  you  meafure  Time  for  me  in  Vain, 
Till  you  bring  back  Leonidas  again  : 
Be  fwifter  now  ;  and,  to  redeem  that  Wrong, 
When  he  and  I  are  met,  be  twice  as  long.  Dr. Mar.  A- la-mode. 

While  in  divine  Panthsas  charming  Eyes, 
I  view  the  naked  Boy  that  basking  lies, 
I  grow  a  God  1  fo  bleft,  fo  blefl  am  I, 
With  facred  Rapture,  and  immortal  Joy  \ 

But  abfent  if  fhe  fhines  no  more, 

And  hides  the  Sun  that  I  adore, 

Strait,  like  a  Wretch  defpairing,   I 

Sigh,  languifti  in  the  Shade,  and  die. 

Oh !  I  were  loft  in  endlefs  Night. 

If  her  bright  Prefence  brought  not  Light; 

Then  I  revive,  blefl  as  before, 

The  Gods  themfelves  cannot  be  more  !        Rocb. 

For  PaiTion  by  long  Abfence. does  improve, 
And  makes  that  Rapture  which  before  was  love.  Step, 

ADVICE. 

When  Things  go  ill,  each  Fool  prefumes  t'advife, 
And,  if  more  happy,  thinks  himfelf  more  wife: 

All 
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AH  wretchedly  deplore  the  prefent  State,  (l^  Chop. 

And  that  Advice  feems  hell  which  comes  too  late.  SeJLAnt. 

Take  found  Advice  proceeding  from  a  Heart 
Sincerely  yours,  and  free  from  fraudful  Art.        Dryd.  Virg„ 

,£  G  E  O  N. 

JEgeon,  when  with  Heav'n  he  drove, 
Stood  oppofite  in  Arms  to  mighty  Jove  ; 
Mov'd  all  his  hundred  Hands,  provok'd  the  War, 
DerVd  the  forky  Lightning  from  afar  : 
At  fifty  .Mouths  his  flaming  Breath  expires, 
And  Flafii  for  Flam  returns,  and  Fires  for  Fires  : 
In  his  right  Hand  as  many  Swords  he  wields, 
And  takes  the  Thunder  on  as  many  Shields.       Dryd.  Vug. 

The  Monfter  Titan  came  : 
Thro'  wand'ring  Skies  enormous  ilalk'd  along, 
Not  he  that  flukes  the  folid  Earth  fo  flrong  : 
With  Giant  Pride  at  Jove's  high  Throne  he  ftands, 
And  brandifh'd  round  him  all  his  hundred  Hands.  Pope  Horn. 

Briareus  call'd  in  Heav'n,  but  mortal  Men  below 
By  his  terrelhrial  Name  JEgeon  know.  Dry d.  Horn. 

JE  O  L  U  S.     See  Winds,  Storm. 
The  God  w  ho  does  in  Caves  conitrain  the  Winds, 
Can  with  a  Breath  their  clam'rous  Rage  appeafe, 
They  fear  his  Whiffle,  and  foifake  the  Seas. 

Yet  once  indulg'd,  they  fvveep  the  Main, 
Deaf  to  the  Call,  or  hearing,  hear  in  vain. 
They,  bent  on  Mifchief,  bare  the  Waves  before, 
And,  not  content  with  Seas,  infult  the  Shore; 
When  Ocean,  Air  and  Earth,  at  once  engage, 
And  rooted   Forefts  fly   before  their  Rage, 
At  once  the  clafhing  Clouds  to  Battel  move, 
And  Lightnings  run  acrofs  the  Fields  above. 
In  times  of  Temped   they  command  alone, 
And  he  but  fits  precarious  on  the  Throne.  Dryd.  Ovid. 

JEolus,  to  whom  the  King  of  Heav'n, 
The  Power  of  Tempelts  and  of  Winds  has  giv'n; 
Whofe  Force  alone  their  Fury  can  retrain, 
And  fmooth  the  Waves, or  fwell  their  troubled  A4ain.  Dryd. Fir. 

His  Pow'r  to  hollow  Caverns  is  confln'd  ; 
There  let  him  rage  the  Jailor  of  the  Wind  ; 
With  hoarfe  Command  his  breathing  Subjects  call 
And  boaft  and  blufter  in  his  empty  Hall.  Dryd  Virz 
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M  T  N  A. 

Mount  JEtna   thence  we  fpy, 
Knovrn  by  the  fmoaky  Flames  which  cloud  the  Sky  : 
By  turns  a  pitchv  Cloud  fhe  rowls  on  high; 
By  turns  hot  Embers  from  her  Entrails  fly. 
And  Flakes  of  Mounting  Flames  that  lick  the  Sky. 
Oft  from  her  Bowels  mafly  Rocks  are  thrown, 
And,  fhiver'd  by  the  Force,  come  piecemeal  down  : 
Oft  liquid  Lakes  of  burning  Sulphur  flow, 
Fed  from  the  fiery  Springs  that  boil  below. 
Enceladus,  they  fay,  trans  fix'd  by  Jove, 
"With  blafted  Wings  came  tumbling  from  above ; 
And  where  he  fell  th'  avenging  Father  drew 
This  flaming  Hill,  and  on  his  Body  threw : 
As  often  as  he  turns  his  weary  Sides,  i ***£• 

He  (hakes  the  folid  Ifle,  and  S  moke  the  Heavens  hides.     Dryd. 

Here  prefs'd  Enceladus  with  mighty  Loads, 
Vomits  Revenge  in  Flames  againft  the  Gods  : 
Thro'  JEtnas  Jaws  he  impudently  threats, 
And  thund'ring  Heaven  with  equal  Thunder  beats.  Cr.  Lucr. 

So  Contraries  on  JEtna's  Top  confpire, 
Htrs  hoary  Frofls,  and  by  them  breaks  out  Fire. 
A  Peace  fecure  the  faithful  Neighbours  keep ; 
Th'  imbolden'd  Snow  next  to  the  Flame  does  fleep.     Cowl. 

As  when  the  Force 
Of  fubterranean  Wind  tranfports  a  Hill, 
Torn  from  Pelortis,  or  the  fluttered  Side 
Of  thund'ring  JEtna,  whofe  combuftible 
And  fuel'd  Entrails  thence  conceiving  Fire, 
Sublim'd  with  min'ral  Fury,  aid  the  Winds, 
And  leave  a  fmged  Bottom  all  involv'd 
With  Stench  and  Smoke.  Milt. 

M)  Four  AGES  of  the  World. 

GOLDEN    AGE. 

The  Golden  Age  was  firit,  when  Man,  yet  new,  9 

No  Rule  but  uncorrupted  Reafon  knew ;  > 

And  with  a  native  Bent  did  Good  purfue,  J 

Unforc'd  by  Punifhment,  unaw'd  by  Fear, 
His  Words  were  fimple,  and  his  Soul  fincere  : 
Necdlefs  was  written  Law,  where  none  opprefs'd  ; 
The  Law  of  Man  was  written  in  his  Ereait. 

No 
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No  fuppliant  Crowds  before  the  Judge  appear'd, 

No  Court  erected  yet,  nor  Caufe  was  heard ; 

But  all  was  fafe,  for  Confcience  was  their  Guard. 

The  Mountain  Trees  in  diltant  Profpeft  pleafe, 

E'er  yet  the  Pine  defcended  to  the  Seas ; 

E'er  Sails  were  fpread  new  Oceans  to  explore,  ") 

And  happy  Mortals,  unconcern'd  for  more,  > 

Confin'd  their  Wifhes  to  their  native  Shore.  ^ 

No  Walls  were  yet,  nor  Fence,  nor  Moat,  nor  Mound  ; 

Nor  Drum  was  heard,  nor  Trumpet's  angry  Sound  ; 

Nor  Swords  were  forg'd  :  But,  void  of  Care  and  Ciime, 

The  foft   Creation  ilept  away  their  Time. 

The  teeming  Earth,  yet  guiltlefs  of  the  Plough, 

And  unprovok'd,  did  fruitful  Stores  allow. 

Content  with  Food  which  Nature  freely  bred, 

On  Wildings  and  on  Strawberries  they  fed  ; 

Cornels   and  Bramble-berries  gave   the  reft, 

And  falling  Acorns  furnifii'd  out  a  Feaft. 

The  Flow'rs  unfown  in  Fields  and  Meadows  reign'd, 

And  Weftern  Winds  immortal  Spring  maintain'd. 

In  following  Years  the  bearded  Corn  enfu'd 

From  Earth  unask'd,  nor  was  that  Earth  renew'd. 

From  Veins  of  Vallies  Milk  and  Nectar  broke, 

And  Honey  fweated  thro'  the  Pores  of  Oak. 

SILVER    AGE. 
But  when  good  Saturn,  banifh'd  from  above, 
Was  driv'n  to  Hell,  the  World  was  under  Jove  : 
Succeeding  Times   a  Silver  Age  behold, 
Excelling  Brafs,  but  more  excell'd  by  Gold  : 
Then  Summer,  Autumn,  Winter,  did  appear, 
And  Spring  was  but  a  Seafon  of  the  Year. 
The  Sun  his  annual  Courfe,   obliquely,  made, 
Good  Days  contracted  and  enlarg'd  the  Bad. 
The  Air  with  fultry  Heats  began  to  glow ; 
The  Wings  of  Winds  were  clog'd  with  Ice  and  Snow : 
And  fhiv'ring  Mortals,  into  Houfes  driv'n, 
Sought  Shelter  from  th' Inclemency  of  Heav'n. 
Their  Houfes  then  were  Caves,  or  homely  Steds, 
With  twining  Oziers  fene'd,  and  Mofs  their  Beds. 
Then  Ploughs  for  Seed  the  fruitful  Furrows  broke, 
And  Oxen  labour'd  firil  beneath  the  Yoke* 

A  4  BRA- 
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BRAZEN    AGE. 

To  this  came  next  in  Courfe  the  Brazen  Age  ; 
A  warlike  Offspring  prompt  to  bloody  Rage, 
Not  impious  yet. 

I    RON    AGE. 

Hard  Steel  fucceeded  then, 
And  ftubborn  as  the  Metal  were  the  Men. 
Truth,  Modefty,  and  Shame,  the  World  forfook  i 
Fraud,  Avarice,  and  Force,  their  Places  took  : 
Then  Sails  were  fpread  to  ev'ry  Wind  that  blew  ; 
Raw  were  the  Sailors,  and  the  Depths  were  new. 
Trees  rudely  hollow'd  did  the  Waves  fuftain, 
E'er  Ships  in  Triumph  plough'd  the  watry  Main. 
Then  Land-marks  limited  to  each  his  Right ; 
For  all  before  was  common  as  the  Light : 
Nor  was  the  Ground  alone  requir'd  to  bear 
Her  annual  Income  to  the  crooked  Share  : 
But  greedy  Mortals,  rummaging  her  Store, 
Dig'd  from  her  Entrails  iirfb  the  precious  Ore  j 
(Which  next  to  Hell  the  prudent  Gods  had  laid.) 
And  that  alluring  111  to  Sight  diiplayM  : 
/Thus  curfcd  Steel,  and  more  accurfed  Gold, 
Gave  Mifchief  Birth,  and  made  that  Mifchief  bold; 
And  double  Death  did  wretched  Man  invade, 
By  Steel  aflaulted,  and  by  Gold  betray'd. 
Now  brandifh'd  Weapons  g'itt'ring  in  their  Hands, 
Mankind  is  broken  loofe  from  mortal  Bands. 
No  Rights  of  Hofpitality  remain  ; 
The  Gueft,  by  him  thar.  harbour'd  him,  is  ilain : 
The  Son-in-Law  purfues  the  Father's  Life ; 
The  Wife  her  Husband  murthers,  he  the  Wife  : 
The  Stepdame  Poifon  for  the  Son  prepares  j 
The  Son  enquires  into  his  Father's  Years  : 
Jaitb  flies,  and  Piety  in  Exile  mourns  : 
And  Jujlice,  here  opprefs'd,  to  Heav*n  returns.  Dryd.  Ovid. 

SILVER     AGE. 

E'er  this  no  Petfant  vex'd  the  peaceful  Ground, 
Which  only  Turfs  and  Greens  for  Altars  found  : 
No  Fences  parted  Fields  ;  nor  Marks,  nor  Bounds 
Diftinguifh'd  Acres  of  litigious  Grounds  : 

But 


The  four  Ages  of  the  World.  9 

But  all  was  common,  and  the  fruitful  Earth 

Was  free  to  give  her  unexacled  Birth. 

Jove  added  Venom  to  the  Viper's  Brood, 

And  fwell'd  with  raging  Storms  the  peaceful  Flood  ; 

Commiffion'd  hungry  Wolves  t'infeft  the  Fold, 

And  fhook  from   oaken  Leafs  the  liquid  Gold  : 

Remov'd  from  human  Reach  the  chearful  Fire, 

And  from  the  Rivers  bade  the  Wine  retire  ; 

That  ftudious  Need  might  ufeful  Arts  explore 

From  furrow'd  Fields  to  reap  the  foodful  Store, 

And  force  the  Veins  of  clafhing  Flints  t'expire 

The  lurking  Seeds  of  their  celeitial  Fire. 

Then  firit  on  Seas  the  hollow'd  Alder  fwam  : 

Then  Sailors  quarter'd  Heav'n,  and  found  a  Name 

For  ev'ry  fixt,  and  ev'ry  wand'ring  Star, 

The  P/eiads,  Hynds,  and  the  Northern  Car. 

Then  Toils  for  Beafis,  and  Lime  for  Birds  were  found, 

And  deep-mouth'd  Dogs  did  Foreit- Walks  furround ; 

And  Calling- Nets  were  fpread  in  hollow  Brooks, 

Drags  in  the  Deep,  and  Baits  were  hung  on  Hooks ; 

Then  Saws  were  tooth'd,  and  founding  Axes  made, 

And  various  Arts  in  Order  did  fucceed.  Dryd.  Virg. 

Future  G  O  L  DEN     AGE. 
LTnbidden  Earth  (hall  wreathing  Ivy  bring, 
And  fragrant  Herbs,  the  Promifes  of  Spring  : 
The  Goats  with  (hutting  Duggs  fhall  homeward  fpeed, 
And  lowing  Herds  fecure  from  Lions  feed. 
The  Serpent's  Brood  fhall  die  :  the  facred  Ground 
Shall  Weeds  and  pois'nous  Plants  refufe  to  bear, 
Each  common  Bum  (hall  Syrian  Rofes  wear  : 
Unlabour'd  Harvefts  (hall  the  Fields  adorn, 
And  cluller'd  Grapes  (hall  bluih  on  ev'ry  Thorn. 
The  knotted  Oak  (hall  Show'rs  of  Honey  weep, 
And  thro'  the  matted  Grafs  the  liquid  Gold  (hall  creep. 
The  greedy  Sailor  (lull  the  Seas  forego  ; 
No  Keel  (hall  cut  the  Waves  for  foreign  Ware, 
For  ev'ry  Soil  fhall  ev'ry  Product,  bear. 
The  lab'ring  Hind  his  Oxen   (hall  disjoin,  *p 

No  Plough  (hall  hurt  the  Glebe,  no  Pruning-hook  the  Vine,  > 
Nor  Wool  fhall  in  dilfembled  Colours  fhine  :  '  C 

But  the  luxurious  Father  of  the  Fold, 
With  native  Purple,  or  unborrow'd  Gold, 

A  5  Beneath 


io  Ale  80.     Alps.     Amazon. 

Beneath  his  pompous  Fleece  {hall  proudly  fvveat, 

And  under  Syrian  Robes  the  Lamb  fhall  bleat.     Dryd.  Virg. 

A  L  E  C  T  O. 

The  Virgin  Daughter  of  eternal  Night  : 
She  ftill  delights  in  War  and   human  Woes. 
Ev'n  Pluto  hates  his  own  mif-fhapen  Race, 
Her  Sifter  Furies  fly  her  hideous  Face, 
So  frightful  are  the  Forms  the  Monfter  takes, 
So  fierce  the  Hiffing  of  her  fpeckled  Snakes. 
'Tis  hers,  to  ruin  Realms,  overturn  a  State, 
Betwixt  the  deareft  Friends  to  raife  Debate, 
And  kindle  kindred  Blood,  to  mutual  Hate. 
Her  Hand  o*er  Towns  the  funVal  Torch  difplays, 
And  forms  a  thoufand  Ills  ten  thoufand  Ways. 
She  (hakes  from  out  her  fruitful  Breaft  the  Seeds 
Of  Envy,  Difcord,  and  of  cruel  Deeds  : 
Confounds  eihblifh'd  Peace,  and  does  prepare 
Their  Souls  to  Hatred,  and  their  Hands  to  War.  Dryd.  Virg, 

The  Fates  infernal  Minifter  ! 
War,  Death,  Deftru&ion,  in  her  Hand  {he  bears  j 
Her  curling  Snakes  with  Hillings  fill  the  Place, 
And  open  all  the  Furies  of  her  Face. 
Her.  Chains  me  rattles,  and  her  Whips  Ihe  {hakes, 
Churning  her  bloody  Foam.  Dryd.  Virg. 

ALPS. 

So,  pleas' d  at  firft,  the  towJring  Alps  we  try, 
Mount  o'er  the  Vales,  and  feem  to  tread  the  Sky  : 
7"h*eternal  Snows  appear  already  paft, 
And  the  firfl  Clouds  and  Mountains  feem  the  lafl : 
But  thofe  attain'd,  we  tremble  to  furvey 
The  growing  Labours  of  the  lengthen'd  Way  : 
Th'encreafing  Profpect  tires  our  wandring  Eyesj 
Hills  peep  o'er  Hills,  and  Alps  on  dips  arife.  Tops* 

AMAZON. 

So  march' d  the  Tbracian  Amazons  of  old, 
When  Tbermodon  with  bloody  Billows  roul'd  : 
Such  Troops  as  thefe  in  mining  Arms  were  feen, 
When  Tbefeus  met  in  Fight  their  Maiden  Queen, 
Such  to  the  Field  Pentbefilea  led, 
From  the  fierce  Virgin  when  the  Grecians  fled  : 
With  fuch  return'd  triumphant  from  the  War; 
Her  Maids  with  Cries  attend  the  lofty  Car  ;  They 
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They  clafti  with  manly  Force  their  moony  Shields ; 

With  female  Shouts  refound  the  Pkrigian  Fields.  Dryd.  Virg. 

Refiftlefs  thro'  the  War  Camilla  rode, 
In  Danger  unappall'd,  and  pleas'd  with  Blood. 
One  fide  was  bare  for  her  exerted  Breaft, 
One  Shoulder  with  her  painted  Quiver  prefs'd. 
Now  from  afar  her  fatal  Jav'lins  play; 
Now  with  her  Axe's  Edge  fhe  hews  her  way. 
Dianas  Arms  upon  her  Shoulders  found;  "P 

And  when  too  clofely  prefs'd,  Hie  quits  the  Ground,  (Virg.  V» 
From  her  bent  Bow  fhe  fends  a  backward  Wound.     Dryd.  3 

Pentbefilea  there,  with  haughty  Grace, 
Leads  to  the  War  an  Amazonian  Race  : 
In  their  right  Hands  a  pointed  Dart  they  wield  ; 
Their  left,  for  Ward,  fuftains  the  lunar  Shield. 
Athwart  her  Breaft  a  golden  Belt  (he  throws ; 
Amidft  the  Prefs,  alone,  provokes  a  thoufand  Foes, 
And  dares  her  maiden  Arms  to  manly  Force  oppofe. 

The  little  Amazon  could  hardly  go, 
He  loads  her  with  a  Quiver  and  a  Bow, 
And,  that  fhe  might  her  ftaggering  Steps  command, 
He  with  a  (lender  Jav'lin  fills  her  Hand  : 
Her  flowing  Hair  no  golden  Fillets  bound, 
Nor  fweep  her  trailing  Robe  the  dully  Ground. 
Inftead  of  thefe  a  Tiger's  Hide  o'erfpread 
Her  Back  and  Shoulders,  faflen'd  to  her  Head. 
The  flying  Dart  fhe  firft  attempts  to  fling, 
And  round  her  tender  Temples  tofs'd  the  Sling. 
Then,  as  her  Strength  with  Years  increas'd  began  ^7 

To  pierce  aloft  in  Air  the  foaring  Swan,  > 

And  from  the  Clouds  to  fetch  the  Heron  and  the  Crane.    3 

Dryd.  Virg* 
AMBITION.     See  Greatnefs. 

Ambition  is  a  Luft  that's  never  quench'd,         (Cai.  Mar. 
Grows  more  enflamM,  and  madder  by  Enjoyment.       Otzvi 

Ambition  is  at  Diftance 
A  goodly  Profpecl,   tempting  to  the  View  : 
The  Height  delights  us,  and  the  Mountain  Top 
Looks  beautiful,  becaufe  'tis  nigh  to  Heiv'n  ; 
But  we  ne'er  think  how  fandy's  the  Foundation,  (Ven.  Pre/. 
What  Storms  will  batter,  and  what  Tempefts  fhake  us  !     Otw. 

At  lowed  Ebb  of  Fortune,  when  you  lay 
Contented,  then  how  happy  was  the  Day  ! 

H  6  But 
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But  oh  !  the  Curfe  of  aiming  to  be  great ! 

Dazled  with  Hope  we  cannot  fee  the  Cheat. 

When  wild  Ambition  in  the  Heart  we  find, 

Farewel  Content  and  Quiet  of  the  Mind  : 

For  glitt'ring  Clouds  we  leave  the  folid  Shore, 

And  wonted  Happinefs  returns  no  more.  Har.  Juv. 

But  wild  Ambition  loves  to  Aide,  not  (land  ; 
And  Fortune's  Ice  prefers  to  Vertue's  Land.  Dr.  Abf.  fcf  Acb. 

Yet  true  Renown  is  ftill  with  Vertue  join'd, 
But  Luft  of  Pow'r  lets  loofe  th'unbridled  Mind.  Dry  J.  Auren. 

Ambition  !  the  Defire  of  active  Souls, 
That  pufhes  them  beyond  the  Bounds  of  Nature, 
And  elevates  the  Hero  to  the  Gods.  Row.  Amb.  Step. 

O  Energy  divine  of  great  Ambition ! 
That  can  inform  the  Souls  of  beardlefs  Boys, 
And  ripen  'em  to  Men  in  fpite  of  Nature.      Row.  Amb.  Step. 

Ambition  is  like  Love,  impatient 
Both  of  Delays  and  Rivals.  Denb.  Sopb. 

Ambition's  never  fafe,  till  PowV  be  paft  : 
As-Men,  till  impotent,  are  feldom  chafte.     Sedl.  Ant.  &  Chop. 

Ambition  is  the  Dropty  of  the  Soul,  &  Cleop. 

Whoie  Thirft  we  mult  not  yield  to,  but  controul.    Sedl.  Ant. 

If  Glory  was  a  Bait  that  Angels  fwallow'd, 
How  then  fhould  Souls,  ally'd  to  Senfe,  refill:  it  ?  Dryd.  Sec. 

(Love. 

One  World  fufhVd  not  Alexander's  Aiind, 
Coop'd  up,  he  feem'd,  in  Earth  and  Seas  confm'd  : 
And,  ftruggling,  ftretch'd  his  reftlefs  Limbs  about 
The  narrow  Globe  to  find  a  PafTage  out  : 
Yet  enter'd  in  the  Brick-built  Town,  he  try'd 
The  Tomb,  and  found  the  fireight  Dimenfions  wide. 
Death  only  this  myfterious  Truth  unfolds, 
The  mighty  Soul  how  fmall  a  Body  holds !  Dryd.  Juv. 

The  Blaft  which  his  ambitious  Spirit  fvvell'd, 
See  by  how  weak  a  Tenure  it  was  held  !  Dryd.  Auren . 

Ambition's  like  a  Circle  on  the  Water 
Which  never  ceafes  to  enlarge  it  felf, 
Till  by  broad  fpreadjng,  it  diiperfe  to  nought.  Sbak.  Hen.  VI. 

For  Kings  oft  lofe  the  Conquefts  gain'd  before, 
By  vain  Ambition  ftill  to  make  them  more.  Pope. 

Vaulting  Ambition  ftill  o'erleaps  it  iclf..  Sbak.  Mack. 

ANGEL.    . 
Then  Gabriel 
Bodies  and  cloaths  himjeif,  with  thicken'd  Air,  All 
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Ail  like  a  comely  Youth  in  Life's  frefh  Bloom, 

Rare  Workmanfhip,  and  wrought  by  heav'nly  Loom ! 

He  took  for  Skin  a  Cloud  moft  foft  and  bright,  _ 

That  e'er  the  mid-day  Sun  pierc'd  thro'  with  Light. 

Upon  his  Cheeks  a  lively  Biufh  he  fpread, 

Wafh'd  from  the  Morning  Beauties  deepen1  red. 

A  harmlefs  flaming  Meteor  (hone  for  Hair, 

And  fdl  adown  his  Shoulders  with  loofe  Care. 

He  cut  out  a  filk  Mantle  from  the  Skies, 

Where  the  moft  fprightly  Azure  pleafe  the  Eyes: 

This  he  with  ftarry  Vapours  fpangles,  all 

Ta'en  in  their  Prime,  e'er  they  grow  ripe  and  fall. 

Of  a  new  Rainbow,  e'er  it  fret  or  fade, 

The  choiceft  Piece  ta'en  out,  a  Scarf  is  made. 

Small  dreaming  Clouds  he  does  for  Wings  difplay ; 

Nor  virtuous  Lovers  Jigh  more  foft  than  they  : 

Theie  he  gilds  o'er  with  the  Sun's  richeil  Rays, 

Caught  gliding  o'er  pure  Streams,  on  which  he  plays. 

Thus  drefs'd,  he  ports  away, 
And  carries  with  him  his  own  glorious  Diy, 
Thro'  the  thick  Woods  :   The  gloomy  Shades  awhile 
Put  on  frefh  Looks,  and  wonder  why  they  fmile. 
The  trembling  Serpents  clofe  and  ii'ent  lie  ; 
The  Birds  obfcene  far  from  his  Paifage  fly. 
A  fudden  Spring  waits  on  him  as  he  goes, 
Suddain  as  that  by  which  Creation  rofe.  Cowl. 

Down  thither  prone  in  Flight, 
He  fpeeds,  and  thro'  the  vaft  etherial  Sky, 
Sails  between  Worlds  and  Worlds  with  fteady  Wings; 
Now  on  the  Polar  Winds,  then  with  quick  Fan 
Winnows  the  buxom  Air. 
Of  beaming  funny  Rays  a  golden  Tiar 
Circled  his  Head,  nor  3efs  his  Locks  behind 
Illufrrious  on  his  Shoulders,  fledg'd  with  Wings, 
Lay  waving  round.  Milt. 

Six  Wings  he  wore  to  (hade 
His  Liniments  divine  :  The  Pair  that  clad 
Each  Shoulder  broad,  came  mantling  o'er  his  Breaft 
With  regal  Ornament  ;  the  middle  Pair 
Girt,  like  a  ftarry  Zone,  his  Wafte,  and  round 
Skirted  his  Loins  and  Thighs  with  downy  Gold, 
And  Colours  dipt  in  Heaven  :  The  third  his  Feet 
Shadow'd  from  either  Heel  with  feather'd  Mail, 
Sky-tinclur'd  Grain.    Like  Main's  Son  he  flood, 

And 
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And  fhook  his  Plumes,  that  heav'nly  Fragrance  fhTd 

The  Circuit  wide.  Milt. 

ANGER.     See  Rage. 
Black  Choler  fill'd  his  Breaft,  that  boil'd  with  Ire, 
And  from  his  Eyeballs  flafh'd  the  living  Fire.         Pope  Horn. 

His  troubled  Looks  reveal'd  his  inward  Wound, 
And  Storms  of  Fury  on  his  Forehead  frown'd. 
Enormous  Rage  diftended  ev'ry  Vein, 
And  all  Hell's  Furies  o'er  his  Breaft  did  reign. 
Swoln  with  Revenge,  his  blood -(hot  Eyes  did  glare, 
Like  ruddy  Meteors  blazing  in  the  Air.  Blac. 

And  Storms  of  Terror  threaten' d  in  his  Looks.         Gar. 
He  fwells  with  Wrath,  he  makes  outragious  Moan,  (&  Arc. 
He  frets,  he  fumes,  he  ftares,  he  (lamps  the  Ground.  Dry.  Pal. 
Rage  ftafhM  like  Lightning  from  his  livid  Eyes.        Blac. 
Talgol  had  long  fupprefs'd 
Enflamed  Rage  in  glowing  Breaft; 
Which  now  began  to  rage  and  burn  as 
Implacably,  as  Flame  in  Furnace. 

He  trembled  and  look'd  pale  with  Ire, 
Like  Afhes  firft,  then  red  as  Fire. 
At  this  the  Knight  grew  high  in  Wrath, 
And  lifting  Hands  and  Eyes  up  both, 
Three  times  he  fmote  on  Stomach  itout.  Hud. 

With  fiery  Eyes,  and  with  contracted  Brows, 
He  coin'd  his  Face  in  the  fevereft  Stamp, 
And  Fury  fhook  his  Fabrick  like  an  Earthquake. 
He  heav'd  for  Vent,  and  burft,  like  bellowing  JEtna, 
In  Sounds  fcarce  human.  Dryd.  All  for  Love. 

There  is   a  fatal  Fury  in   your  Vifage  j 
It  blazes  fierce,  and  menaces  £)eftruc~tion.       Row, Fair  Pen. 

Oh  !  I  burn  inward  ;  my  Blood's  all  o'iire  ; 
Ahides,  when  the  poifon'd  Shirt  fat  clofeft, 
Had  but  an  Ague  Fit  to  this  my  Fever.  Dryd.  Oedip. 

Mad  with  her  Anguifh,  impotent  to  bear 
The  mighty  Grief,  the  loaths  the  vital  Air  ; 
She  raves  againft  the  Gods,   fhe  beats  her  Breaft, 
And  tears  with  both  her  Hands  her  purple  Veil.  Dryd.  Virg. 

Anger  is  like 
A  full  hot  Horle  ;  allow  him  but  his  way, 
Self  Mettle  tires  him,  Shah  Hen.  VI II. 

Anger,  like  Madnefs,  is  appeas'd  by  Reft,  How.  Ina.  Queen. 

ANT. 
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ANT.     See  Creation. 

Thus  in  Battalia  march  embodyed  Ants, 
Fearful  of  Winter  and  of  future  Wants, 
T'invade  the  Corn  ;  and  to  their  Cells  convey 
The  plunder'd  Forage  of  their  yellow  Prey, 
The  fable  Troops,  along  the  narrow  TracT:?, 
Scarce  bear  the  weighty  Burthen  on  their  Backs: 
Some  fet  their  Shoulders  to  the  pondrous  Grain, 
So  me  guard  the  Spoil,  fome  lafh  the  lagging  Train  • 
All  ply  their  fev'ral  Tasks, and  equal  Toil  fuftain.  Dryd.Virg. 

The  little  Drudge  does  trot  about  and  fweat, 
Nor  will  he  ftrait  devour  all  he  can  get : 
But  in  his  temp'rate  Mouth  carries  it  home; 
A  Stock  for  Winter,  which  he  knows  mull  come.    Cowl.  Hor. 

ANTIQJJARY  and  ANTIQUITY. 
It  was  a  Queflion  whether  he 
Ofs  Horfe  were  of  a  Family 
More  Worihipful  ;  till  Antiquaries 
(After  they'd  almoil  por'd  out  their  Eyes) 
Did  very  learnedly  decide 
The  Bus'nefs  on  the  Horfe's  Side  ; 
And  prov'd  not  only  Horfc,  but  Cows, 
Nay  Pigs,  were  of  the  elder  Houfe : 
For  Beafts,  when  Man  was  but  a  Piece 
Of  Earth  himfelf,  did  trTEarth  poffefs.  Hud. 

'Tis  not  Antiquity,  nor  Author, 
That  makes  Truth  Truth,  altho'  Time's  Daughter. 
rTwas  he  that  put  her  in  the  Pit, 
Before  he  pulTd  her  out  of  it. 
And  as  he  eats  his  Sons,  juft  fo 
He  feeds  upon  his  Daughters  too. 
Nor  does  it  follow,  'caufe  a  Herald 
Can  make  a  Gentleman,  fcarce  a  Year  old, 
To  be  defcended  from  a  Race 
Of  ancient  Kings,  in  a  fmall  Space : 
That  we  mould  all  Opinions  hold 
Authentick,  that  we  can  make  old.  Hud. 

APOLLO. 


APOLLO. 

Like  fair  Apollo  when  he  leave:  the  Froft 
Of  wintry  Xantbus,  and  the  Lycian  Coail ; 


When 
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When  to  his  native  Delos  he  reforts, 

Ordains  the  Dances,  and  renews  the  Sports  : 

Where  painted  Scythians,  mix'd  with  Cretan  Bands, 

Before  the  joyful  Altar  join  their  Hands; 

Himfelf,  on  Cyntbus  walking,  fees  below 

The  merry  Madnefs  of  the  facred  Show, 

Green  Wreaths  of  Bays  his  Length  of  Hair  inclofe, 

A  golden  Fillet  binds  his  awful  Brows; 

His  Quiver  founds.  Dry d.  Virg. 

Me  Claros,  Delpbos,  Tenedos  obey, 
Thefe  Hands  the  Patereian  Sceptre  fway  ; 
The  King  of  Gods  begot  me :  What  fhall  be, 
Or  is,  or  ever  was  in  Fate  I  fee. 
Mine  is  th'Invention  of  the  charming  Lyre, 
Sweet  Notes  and  heav'nly  Numbers  I  infpire : 
Sure  is  my  Bow,  unerring  is  my  Dart : 
Medicine  is  mine  ;  what  Herbs  and  Simples  grow  "7 

Jn  Fields  or  Forefts,  all  their  Powers  I  know  ;  > 

And  am  the  Great  Pbyfician  call'd  below.         Dryd.  Ovid.  3 

0  Source  of  facred  Light, 

Gcd  with  the  filver  Bow,  and  golden  Hair; 

Whom  Chryfa,  Cilia,  Tenedos  obeys, 

And  whofe  broad  Eye  their  happy  Soil  furveys !     Dryd.  Horn. 

A  P  O  T  H  E  C  A  R  Y  and  his  Shop. 

1  do  remember  an   Apothecary, 

In  tatter'd  Weeds,  with  overwhelming  Brows, 

Culling  of  Simples  :  meagre  were  his  Looks, 

Sharp  Mifery  had  worn  him  to  the  Bones  ; 

And  in  his  needy  Shop  a  Tortoife  hwng, 

An  Alligator  ftuff'd,  and  other  Skins 

Of  ill  fhap'd  Fifiies,  and  about  his  Shelves 

A  beggarly  Account  of  empty   Boxes, 

Green  earthen  Pots,  Bladders  and  mufty  Seeds, 

Remnants  of  Packthread,  and  old  Cakes  of  Rofes, 

Were  thinly  fcattered  to  make  up  a  Show.  Shak.  Rjm.&jfuL 

His  Shop  the  gazing  Vulgar's  Eyes  employs 
With  foreign  Trinkets,  and  domeiFlck  Toys : 
Here  Mummies  lay,  moft  reverendly  rhle, 
And  there  the  Tortoife  hung  her  Coat  of  Mail, 
Not  far  from  fome  huge  Shark's  devouring  Head, 
The  flying  Fifh  their  finny  Pinions  fpread  ; 
Aloft  in  Rows  large  Poppy  Heads  were  flrung, 
And  near  a  fcaly  Alligator  hung  : 

In 
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In  this  Place  Drugs,  in  mufty  Heaps,  decay 'd  ; 

In  that,  dry'd  Bladders  and  drawn  Teeth  are  laid.        Gar. 

APPARITION. 

Behold  from  far  a  breaking  Cloud  appears, 
Which  in  it  many  winged  Warriors  bears : 
Their  Glory  fhoots  upon  my  aking  Senfe  :         (State  of  Inn. 
Thou,  ftronger,  may'ft  endure  the  Flood  of  Light.     Dryd. 

The  broken  Cloud  pours  out  pure  Floods  of  Light,        "^ 
Show'rs  of  celeftial  Rays,  tranfcendent  bright  .  j> 

And  Storms  of  Splendour,  dazzling  mortal  Sight.  3 

TrTilluftriousTempeft  does  on  Hoe/ beat, 
Who  falls  altonifh'd  headlong  from  his  Seat ; 
Confounded  with  unfufFerable  Day, 
Grov'ling  in  Glory  on  the  mining  Way, 
And  with  bright  Ruin  overwhelm'd  he  lay,  filac 
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APPLAUSE.     See  Papular. 

The  Monarch  fpoke,  and  ftrait  a  Murmur  rofe, 
Loud  as  the  Surges  when  the  Tempeit  blows, 
That,  dafh'd  on  broken  Rocks,  tumultuous  roar, 
And  foam  and  thunder  on  the  ftony  Shore.  Pope  Horn. 

His  Army's  juft  Applaufes  rife, 
And  the  loud  Shout  runs  echoing  thro'  the  Skies.    Pop.  Horn. 

The  Heav'ns  around  with  Acclamations  rung, 
And  loud  Applaufes  of  the  (homing  Throng.  Bfac. 

Shouts  of  Applaufe  ran  ringing  thro'  the  Field.   Dryd.  Virg. 

Caps,  Hands,  and  Tongues  applaud  it  to  the  Skies,  Sbak. 
The  fhouting  Cries  (Haml. 

Of  the  pleas'd  People  rend  the  vaulted  Skies, 
The  Fields  around  with  Io  Peans  ring, 
And  Peals  of  Shouts  applaud  the  conqu'ring  King.  Dryd.  Virg. 

Shouts  from  the  favVing  Multitude  arife, 
Applauding  Echo  to  the  Shouts  replies;  (Dryd.  VI 

Shouts,  Wifhes,  and  Applaufe  run  rattling  thro"*  the  Skies. 

The  hollow  Abyfs 
Heard  far  and  wide,  and  all  the  Hoft  of  Hell 
With  deaf'ning  Shout  return  them  loud  Acclaim.  Milt. 

Such  Murmur  fill'd 
TrTAlTembly,  as  when  hollow  Rocks  retain 
The  Sound  of  bluft'ring  Winds,  which  all  Night  long 
Had  rowz'd  the  Sea,  now  with  hoarfe  Cadence  lull. 
Seafaring  Men  o'er-watch'd  ;  whofe  Bark  by  Chance 

Or 
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Or  Pinnace  anchors  in  a  craggy  Bay 

After  theTempeft:  Such  Applaufe  was  heard,  Milt. 

Such  a  Noife  arofe 
As  the  Shrowds  make  at  Sea  in  a  ftiff  Tempeft, 
As  loud,  and  to  as  many  Tunes  ^  Hats,  Cloaks, 
Doublets,  I  think,  flew  up,  and  had  their  Faces 
Been  loofe,  this  Day  they  had  been  loft.       Sbak.  Hen.  VIII. 

As  the  Sound  of  Waters  deep, 
Hoarfe  Murmur  echo'd  to  his  Words  Applaufe.  Milt* 

A  R  C  H  E  R.     %tt  Arrow,  Bovx. 
A  fluttering  Dove  to  the  MafTs  Top  they  tie  ; 
The  living  Mark  at  which  their  Arrows  fly  : 
The  rival   Archers  in  a  Line  advance  ; 
Then  all  with  Vigour  bend  their  trully  Bows, 
And  from   the  Quiver  each  his  Arrow  chofe. 
Hippo  coon9  s  was  the  firft,  with  forceful  Sway 
It  flew,  and  wizzing,  cut  the  liquid  Way. 
Fix'd  in  the  Mail,  the  feather'd  Weapon  ftands ; 
The  fearful   Pigeon  flutters  in  her  Bands, 
And   the  Tree  trembled. 

Then  Mneflheus  to  the  Head  his  Arrow  drove,  "^ 

With  lifted  Eyes,  and  took  his  Aim  above;  > 

But  made  a  glancing  Shot,  and  mifs'd  the  Dove  t  3 

Yet  mifs'd  fo  narrow,  that  he  cut  the  Gord, 
WThich  faften'd  by  the  Foot  the  flitting  Bird, 
The  Captive  thus  releas'd,  away  fhe  flies, 
And  beats,  with  clapping  Wings,  the  yielding  Skies. 
His  Bow  already  Bent,  Euryalus  flood  ;  *7 

His  winged  Shaft  with  eager  Hafle  he  fped  ;  > 

The  fatal  MefTage  reach' d  her  as  fhe   fled  :  3 

She  leaves  her  Life  aloft,  fhe  flrikes  the  Ground, 
And  renders  back  the  Weapon  in  the  Wound, 
Aceftes,  grudging  at  his  Lot,  remains 
Without  a   Prize  to  gratify  his  Pains; 
Yet,  mooting  upwards,  fends  his  Shaft  to  (how 
An  Archer's  Art,  and  boafl  his  twanging  Bow. 
Chaf'd  by  the  Speed,  it  nVd,  and  as  it  flew, 
A  Trail  of  foll'wing  Flames  afcending  drew. 
Kindling  they  mount;  and  mark  thefhinyWay;  "7 

Acrofs  the  Sky,  as  falling  Meteors  play,  > 

And  vanifh  into  Wind,  or  in  a  Blaze  decay.      Dryi.  Virg.  3 

ARGUS. 
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ARGUS. 

The  Head   of  Argus,  as  with  Stars  the  Skies, 
Was  cornpafs'd  round,  and  wore  a  hundred  Eyes  : 
But  two  by  Turns  their  Lids  in  Slumber  fleep ;  ^ 

The  reft,  on  Duty  full,  their  Station  keep :  > 

Nor  could  the  total  Conftellation  fleep.  3 

Him  Hermes  flew  ; 

And  all  his  hundred  Eyes,  with  all  their  Light, 
Are   clos'd  at  once  in  one  perpetual  Night. 
Thefe  Juno  takes,  that  they  no  more  may  fail, 
And  fpread  them  in  her  Peacock's  gaudy  Tail.       Dryd.  Ovid. 

ARMOUR.  See  Battel 9  Fighting,  General,  Soldier,  War. 

He  fheath'd  his  Limbs  in  Arms,  a  temper'dMafs 
Of  golden  Metal  thofe,  and  Mountain  Brafs. 

He  admires 
The  crefted  Helm  that  vomits  radiant  Fires : 
His  Hands  the  fatal  Sword  and  Croflet  hold ; 
One  keen  with  tempered  Steel,  one  itiff  with  Gold, 
Both  ample,  flaming  both,  and  beamy  bright ; 
So  fhines  a  Cloud,  when  edg'd  with  adverfe  Light.  Dryd.  Virg, 

Refulgent  Arms  appear 
Redd'ning  the  Skies,  and  glittering  all  around ; 
The  temper'd  Metals  clam, and  yield  a  filver  Sound.  Dryd. Virg. 

The  Panther's  fpeckled  Hide 
Flow'd  o'er  his  Armour  with  an  eafy  Pride.  Pop.  Horn. 

High  on  his  Helm  celeftkl  Lightnings  play  ; 
His  beamy  Shield  emits  a  living  Ray  : 
Th'  unweary'd  Blaze  inceffant  Streams  fupplies, 
Like  the  red  Star,  that  fires  the  autumnal  Skies, 
When,  frefh,  he  tears  his  radiant  Orb  to  Sight, 
And  bath'd  in  Ocean,  fhonts  a  keener  Light: 
Such  from  his  Arms  the  bright  Effulgence  flow'd.    Pope  Horn. 

The  Briton's  Arms  thus  (hone  exceifive  bright,  ^ 

Darted  keen  Glances,  and  uneafy  Light  ;  > 

And  the'  their  Glory  pleas'd,  it  pain'd  the  Sight.     Blac.  3 

All  arm'd  in  Brafs,  the  richeft  Drefs  of  War ; 
A  frightful  glorious  Sight  he  fhone  from  far.  Cowl. 

His  folid  Arms,  refulgent,  flame  with  Gold; 
No  mortal  Shoulders  fait  the  glorious  Load; 
Celeftial  Panoply,  to  grace  a  God  !  Pope  Horn, 

A  Wolf  grinn'd   horribly  upon  his  Head, 
And  o'er  his  brawny  Back  a  Leopard's  Hide  was  fpread. 

He 


20  Armour. 

He  girt  his  mighty  Fauchion  to  his  Side, 

Which  hung  acrofs  his  Thigh  with  fearful  Pride.  Blue 

Shields,  Arms,  and  Spears  flafh  horribly  from  far, 
And  the  Fields  glitter  with  a  waving  War.         Dryd.  Virg. 
Spears,  Helmets,  Muskets  with  the  Sunbeams  play,        9 
Their  flafhing  Glances  thro'  the  Field  convey,  •> 

And  bandy  to  and  fro  reverberated  Day.  Bine.  3 

Their  Swords,  their  Armour,  and  their  Eyes  fhot  Flame. 
He  on  the  Plain  in  radiant  Armour  fliown  ;     (Creech  Lac. 
His  polilh'd  Helm  opprefs'd  the  dazzled  Sight, 
And  fhone  on  high  like  a  huge  Globe  of  Light. 
His  Coat  of  Mail  was  on  his  Shoulders  caft, 
And  golden  Cuiflies  his  vaft  Thighs  encas'd. 
The  Pieces  round  his  Legs  Gold  Buttons  ty'd, 
And  his  broad  Sword  hung  dreadful  by  his  Side  ; 
Which,  when  drawn  cut,  like  a  destructive  Flame 
Of  Lightning  from  the  ample  Scabbard  came.  Blac. 

Like  a  huge  Beacon  lighted  in  the  Air, 
His  Buckler  flam'd,  denouncing  horrid  War. 
In  his  right  Hand  he  (hakes  his  pond'rous  Lance.  Blac* 

His  Back  and  Breaft 
Well  temper'd  Steel  and  fcaly  Brafs  inveft. 
The  Cuiflies  which  his  brawny  Thighs  infold, 
Were  mingled  Metal  damask' d  o'er  with  Gold- 
His  faithful  Fauchion  fits  upon  his  Side, 
Nor  Cafque  nor  Creft  his  manly  Features  hide.     Dryd.PIrg. 

O'er  his  broad  Breaft  an  Ox's  Hide  was  thrown, 
His  Helm  a  Wolf,  whofe  gaping  Jaws  were  fpread, 
A  Cov'ring  for  his  Cheeks    and  grinn'd  around  his  Head. 
He  clench'd  within  his  Hand  an  Iron  Prong,  (Virg- 

And  tow'rd  above  the  reft,  confpicuous  in  the  Throng.  Dryd, 

Himfelf  before  the  reft 
His  mighty  Limbs  in  radiant  Armour  dreft  : 
And  firft  he  cas'd  his  manly  Legs  around 
In  mining  Greaves,  with  Silver  Buckles  bound: 
The  beaming  Cuirafs  next  adorn'd  his  Breaft. 
Ten  Rows  of  azure  Steel  the  Work  infold, 
Twice  ten  of  Tin,  and  twelve  of  ductile  Gold : 
Three  glitt'ring  Dragons  to  the  Gorget  rife, 
Whofe  imitated  Scales  againft  the  Skies, 
Reflected  various  Light,  and  arching  bow'd, 
Like  colour'd  Rainbows  o'er  a  fliow'ry  Cloud. 
A  radiant  Bauldrick,  o'er  his  Shoulder  ty'd, 
Suftain'd  the  Sword,  that  glitter'd  at  his  Side; 

Gold 
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Gold  was  the  Hilt ;  a  filver  Sheath  encas'd 

The  mining  Blade,  and  golden  Hangers  grac'd  : 

His  Buckler's  mighty  Orb  was  next  difplay'd, 

That  round  the  Warrior  cart  a  dreadful  Shade  : 

Ten  Zones  of  Brafs  its  ample  Brims  furround, 

And  twice  ten  BoiTes  the  bright  Convex  crown'd  : 

Tremendous  Gorgon  frown'd  upon  its  Field, 

And  circling  Terrors  hTd  th'exprefhve  Shield  : 

Within  its  Concave  hung  a  filver  Throng, 

On  which  a  mimic  Serpent  creeps  along, 

His  azure  Length  in  eafy  Waves  extends, 

Till  in  three  Heads  th'  embroider'd  Monfler  ends. 

Laft,  o'er  his  Brows  his  fourfold  Helm  he  plac'd, 

With  nodding  Horfe-hair  formidably  grac'd  ; 

And  in  his  Hands  two  fteely  Jav'lins  wields, 

That  blaze  to  Heav'n,  and  lighten  all  the  Fields.     Pope  Horn* 

A  Lion's  Hide  he  wears, 
About  his  Shoulders  hangs  the  fhaggy  Skin  ; 
The  Teeth  and  gaping  Jaws  feverely  grin.  Dryd.  Virg. 

Some  march  before  the  Troops  in  dreadful  Pride, 
Arm'd  with  a  rav'ning  Lyon's  grifly  Hide  : 
The  fhaggy  Back  was  o'er  their  Shoulders  fpread, 
With  formidable  Grace  ;  and  on  their  Head 
The  tawny  Terror  grinn'd  with  open  Jaws, 
And  crofs  the  Breaft  were  lapp'd  the  hideous  Paws. 
The  Teeth  and  favage  Beard  the  Heroe's  Face 
Did  with  becoming  martial  Horror  grace.  Blac* 

Some  wore  Coat- Armour,  imitating  Scale, 
And  next  their  Skin  were  ftubborn  Shirts  of  Mail ; 
Some  wore  a  Breaft-plate,  and  a  light  Juppon ; 
Their  Horfes  cloath'd  with  rich  Caparifon. 
Some  for  Defence  would  leathern  Buckles  ufe, 
Of  folded  Hides  ;  and  other  Shields  of  Pruce. 
One  hung  a  Pole-ax  at  his  Saddle-bow, 
And  one  a  heavy  Mace  to  ftun  the  Foe. 
One  for  his  Legs  and  Knees  provided  well, 
With  Jambeux  arm'd,  and  double  Plates  of  Steel.  • 

This  on  his  Helmet  wore  a  Lady's  Glove, 
And  that  a  Sleeve  embroider'd  by  his  Love   Dryd.  Pal.  &  Arc% 

Words  and  Devices  blaz'd  on  <t\\y  Shield, 
And  pleafmg  was  the  Terror  of  the  Field.    Dryd.  Pal,  cjf  Arc. 

ARROW, 
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ARROW.  See  Archer.  Bozo, 
Arrows  aloft  in  feather'd  Tempefts  fly; 
Darts  hits  at  Darts  encount'ring  in  the  Sky.  Blac. 

Sounded  at  once  the  Bow,  and  fvviftly  flies 
The  feather'd  Death,  and  hifTes  thro'  the  Skies.     Dry  J.  Virg. 

By  far  more  flow 
Springs  the  fwift  Arrow  from  the  Parthian  Bow, 
Or  Cydon  Eugh,  when,  traversing  the  Skies, 
And  drench'd  in  pois'nous  Juice,  the  fure  Deftruttion  flies. 

(Dryd.  Virg. 

ART.    See  Nature. 
ASH.     See  Trees. 

Rent  like  a  mountain  Afh  that  dar'd  the  Winds, 
And  flood  the  flurdy  Strokes  of  lab'ring  Hinds 
About  the  Root  the  cruel  Ax  refounds ; 
The  Stumps  are  pierc'd  with  oft- repeated  Wounds : 
The  War  is  felt  on  high,  the  nodding  Crown 
Now  threats  a  Fall,  and  throws  the  leafy  Honours  down. 
To  their  united  Force  it  yields,  tho'  late, 
And  mourns  with  mortal  Groans  th'  approaching  Fate. 
The  Roots  no  more  their  upper  Head  fuftain, 
But  down  flie  falls,  and  fpreads  a  Ruin  thro'  the  Plain. 

(Dryd.  Virg. 

Like  a  mountain  Afli,  whofe  Roots  are  fpread 
Deep  fix'd  in  Earth,  in  Clouds  he  hides  his  Head.  Dryd.  Virg. 

ASPICK. 
Welcome  thou  kind  Deceiver, 
Thou  beft  of  Thieves !  who  with  an  eafy  Key 
Dofl  open  Life,  and  unperceiv'd  by  us, 
Ev'n  fteal  us  from  ourfelves ;  difcharging  {o 
Death's  dreadful  OfHce  better  than  himfelf; 
Touching  our  Limbs  fo  gently  into  Slumber, 
That  Death  ftands  by,  deceiv'd  by    his  own  Image, 
And  thinks  himfelf  but  Sleep.  Dryd.  All  for  Love. 

ASTONISHMENT. 
I  could  a  Tale  unfold,  whofe  lighteft  Word 
Would  harrow  up  thy  Soul,  freeze  thy  young  Blood  ; 
Make  thy  two  Eyes,  like  Stars,  ftart  from  their  Spheres; 
The  knotty  and  combined  Locks  to  part, 
And  each  particular  Hair  to  ftand  an  End, 
Like  Quills  upon  the  fretful  Porcupine.  Shtk.  Em/. 

Prepare 
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Prepare  to  hear 
A  Story  that  fhaU  turn  thee  into  Stone  : 
Could  there  be  hewn  a  monftrous  Gap  in  Nature, 
A  Flaw  made  thro1  the  Centre  by  fome  God, 
Thro1  which  the  Groans  of  Ghofts  might  ftrike  thy  Ears, 
They  would  not  wound  thee  as  this  Story  will.     Lee  Oedip, 

My  Heart  finks  in  me. 
And  ev'ry  flacken'd  Fibre  drops  its  hold, 
Like  Nature  letting  down  the  Springs  of  Liie.  Dryd.  Spa.  Fry, 

My  Soul  runs  back  : 
The  Wards  of  Reafon  roul  into  their  Spring.    Lee  D.  ofGuife. 

Jt  drives  my  Soul  back  to  her  inmoft  Seats, 
And  freezes  ev'ry  ftiff'ning  Limb  to  Marble.        Row.  Vlyjf. 

His  curdling  Blood  forgot  to  glide ; 
Confufion  on  his  fainting  Vitals  hung, 
And  faul'tring  Accents  flutter'd  on  his  Tongue.  Gar, 

Not  the  lait  Sounding  could  furprize  me  more, 
That  fummons  drowfy  Mortals  to  their  Doom  ; 
When  call1d  in  haile  they  fumble  for  their  Limbs, 
And  tremble  unprovided  for  their  Charge.     Dryd,  Don.  Seb, 

She  thrice  e/Tay'd  to  fpeak  ;  her  Accents  hung, 
And,  fault'ringr  dy'd  unrlnifh'd  on  her  Tongue, 
Or  vaniGYd  into  Sighs  with  long  Delay 
Her  Voice  return'd,  and  found  the  wonted  Way.  Dryd,  Ovid, 

The  pale  Aihftants  on  each  other  flar'd, 
With  gaping  Mouths  for  itfuing  Words  prepared  ; 
The  ftill-born  Sounds  upon  the  Palate  hung, 
And  dy'd  imperfecl  on  the  fault' ring  Tongue. 

(Dryd.  Tbeod.  and  Hon, 

O  Sigijmonda  J  he  began  to  fay  ;  "f 

Thrice  he  began,  and  thrice  was  forc'd  to  flay,  > 

Till  Words  with  often  trying  found  their  Way.  jS 

(Dryd.  Sig.  and  Guifc, 

ASTROLOGER.     See  Conjurer. 
They'll  fearch  a  Planet's  Houfe  to  know 
Who  broke  and  robb'd  a  Houfe  below. 
Examine  Venus  and  the  Mow, 
Who  ftole  a  Thimble,  who  a  Spoon  ! 
And  tho'  they  nothing  will  confefs, 
Yet  by  their  very  Looks  can  guefs, 
And  tell  what  guilty  Afpect  bodes, 
Who  Hole,  and  who  receiv'd  the  Goods. 
They'll  feel  the  Pulfes  of  the  Stars. 
To  find  out  Agues,  Coughs,  Catarrhs  :  And 
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And  tell  that  Crifis  does  divine 

The  Rot  in  Sheep,  the  Mange  in  Swine  : 

In  Men  what  gives  or  cures  the  Itch, 

What  makes  them  Cuckolds,  poor  or  rich  ; 

What  gains  or  lofes,  hangs  or  faves ; 

What  makes  Men  great,  what  Fools,  what  Knaves^ 

But  not  what  wife  :  For  only  of  thofe 

The  Stars,  they  fay,  cannot  difpofe, 

No  more  than  can  the  x^ftrologians  ; 

There  they  fay  right,  and  like  true  Trojans. 

Some  Towns  and  Cities,  fome,  for  Brevity, 

Have  caft  the  'verfal  World's  Nativity, 

And  made  the  Infant  Stars  confefs, 

Like  Fools  or  Children,  what  they  pleafe. 

Some  calculate    the  hidden  Fates, 

Of  Monkeys,  Puppy- dogs,  and  Cats  ; 

Some  running  Nags,  and  fighting  Cocks : 

Some  Love,  Trade,  Law-Suits  and  the  Pox. 

Some  take  a  Meafure  of  the  Lives 

Of  Fathers,  Mothers,  Husbands,  Wives  : 

Make  Oppoution,  trine  and  quartile, 

Tell  who  is  barren,  and  who  fertile. 

As  if  the  Planet's  firft  Afpeft 

The  tender  Infant  did  infett  : 

No   fooner  had  he  peep'd  into 

The  World,  but  he  has  done  his  Do  ; 

Catch'd  all  Difeaies,  took  all  Phyfick, 

That  cures  or  kills  a  Man  that  is  fick  ; 

Marry'd  his  punctual  Dofe  of  Wives, 

Is  cuckolded,  and  breaks  or  thrives, 

There's  but  the  twinkling  of  a  Star 

Between  a  Man  of  Peace  and  War  ; 

A  Thief  and  Juitice,  Fool  and  Knave, 

A  huffing  Officer  and  a  Slave  ; 

A  crafty  Lawyer  and  Pick- pocket, 

A  great  Philofopher  and  a  Blockhead  ; 

A  formal  Preacher  and  a  Player, 

A  learn'd  Phyfician  and  Manflayer 

As  if  Men  from   the  Stars  did  fuck 

Old  Age,  Difeaies,  and  ill  Luck  ; 

Wit,  Folly,  Honour,  Virtue,  Vice, 

Trade,  Travel,  Women,  Claps,  and  Dice: 

And  draw  with  the  firft  Air  they  breathe 

Battel  and  Murther,  fudden  Death. 
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As  Wind  i'th'Hypocondries  pent, 

Is  but  a  Blaft  if  downward  fent ; 

But  if  it  upwards  chance  to  fly, 

Becomes  new  Light  and  Prophecy  : 

So  when  your  Speculations  tend 

Above  their  juft  and   ufeful  End, 

Although  they  promife  ftrange  and  great 

Difcoveries  of  Things  far  fet, 

They  are  but  idle  Dreams  and  Fancies. 

Tell  me  but  what's  the  nat'ral  Caufe, 

Why  on  a  Sign  no  Painter  draws 

The'  Full-Moon  ever,  but  the  Half, 

Refolve  that  with  your  Jacobs  Staff; 

Or  why  Wolves  raife  a  Hubbub  at  her, 

Or  Dogs  howl  when  fhe  mines  in  Water; 

And  I  mail  freely  give  my  Vote, 

You  may  know  fomething  more  remote.  Hud. 

PROFESSOR  in  AjJrology  and  PbyftcL 
An  inner  Room  receives  the  num'rous  Shoals 
Of  fuch  as  pay    to   be  reputed  Fools  : 
Globes  ftand  on  Globes,  Volumes  on  Volumes  lie, 
And  planetary  Schemes  amufe  the  Eye. 
The  Sage  in  velvet  Chair  here  lolls  at  Eafe, 
To  promife  future  Health  for  prefent  Fees. 
Then,  as  from  Tripod,  iolemn  Shams  reveals, 
And  what  the  Stars  know  nothing  of,  foretels. 
One  asks,  how  foon  Panthea  may  be  won, 
And  longs  to  feel  the  Marriage- Fetters  on  : 
Others,  convinced  by  melancholy  Proof, 
Enquire  when  courteous  Fates  will  itrike  'em  off. 
Some  by  what  Means  they  may  redrefs  the  Wrong, 
When  Fathers  the  PofTefiion  keep  too  long. 
And  fome  wou'd  know  the  Iffue  of  their  Caufe, 
And  whether  Gold  can  folder  up  its  Flaws. 
Poor  pregnant  Lais  his  Advice  would  have, 
To  lofe  by  Art  what  fruitful  Nature  gave  ; 
And  Portia,  old  in  Expectation  grown, 
Laments  her  barren  Curfe,  and  begs  a  Son  : 
Whilft  Iris  his  cofmetick  Wilh  would  try, 
To  mike  her  Bloom  revive,  and  Lover  die. 
Some  ask  for  Charms,  and  others  Philtres  choofe, 
To  gain  Cortina,  and  their  Quartans  lofe. 

£  Young 
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Young  Hylas  blotch'd  with  Stains  too  foul  to  name, 

In  Cradle  here  renews  his  youthful  Flame : 

Cloy'd  with  Defire,  and  furfeited  with  Charms, 

A  Hot-houfe  he  prefers  to  Julias  Arms, 

And  old  Lucullus  would  xti  Arcanutn  prove 

Of  kindling  in  cold  Veins  the  Sparks  of  Love.  Gar. 

ATLAS. 
And  now  behold  majeftick  Atlas  rife, 
And  bend  beneath  the  Burden  of  the  Skies; 
His  tow'ring  Brows  aloft  no  Tempeft  know, 
While  Lightning  flies,  and  Thunder  rolls  below.  Gar. 

Atlas,  whofe  Head  fuftains  the  ftarry  Frame  ; 
Whofe  brawny  Back  fupports  the  Skies; 
Whofe  Head  with  piny  Forefts  crown'd, 
Is  beaten  by  the  Winds,  with  foggy  Vapours  bound. 
Snows  hide  his  Shoulders ;  from  beneath  his  Chin, 
The  Fount  of  rolling  Streams  their  Race  begin  : 
A  Beard  of  Ice  on  his  large  Breafl:  depends.        Dryd.  Virg. 

Atlas,  who  turns  the  rolling  Heavens  round, 
And  whofe  broad  Shoulders  with  their  Lights  are  erown'd. 

Dryd.  Virg. 

ATTENTION. 

Let  all  be  hufh'd ;  each  fofteft  Motion  ceafe-; 
Be  ev'ry  loud  tumultuous  Thought  at  Peace  ; 

And  ev'ry  ruder  Gafp  of  Breath 

Be  calm,  as  in  the  Arms  of  Death. 
JJither  let  nought  but  facred  Silence  come; 

And  let  all  fawcy  Praife  be  dumb  : 

And  thou  moil  fickle,,  moft  uneafy  Part, 

Thou  reftlefs  Wanderer,  my  Heart, 

Be  ftill ;  gently,  ah  !  gently  leave, 

Thou  bufy  idle  thing  to  heave : 

Stir  not  a  Pulfe  ;  and  let  my  Blood, 

That  turbulent  unruly  Flood, 
Be  fofdy  ftay'd  : 
Let  me  be  all  but  my  Attention  dead. 
£o  reft,  y'unnecefiary  Springs  of  Life, 

Leave  your  officious  Toil  and  Strifes 

For  I  would  hear  her  Voice,  and  try 

If  it  be  poflible  to  die.  Ccfig. 

How  all  things  liilen  while  thy  Mufe  complains  ! 
Such  Silence  waits  on  Pbiloaisldi  Strains, 

In 
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In  fome  fl ill  Ev'ning,  when  the  whifp'ring  Breeze 

Pants  on  the  Leaves,  and  dies  upon  the  Trees.  Pofe. 

The  Air  grows  fenfible 
Of  the  great  things  you  utter,  and  is  calm  ; 
The  hurry'd  Orbs,  with  Storms  fo  rack'd  of  late, 
Seem  to  Hand  ftill,  as  Jovehim&lf  were  talking.     leeOed. 

As  I  liilen'd  to   thee, 
The  happy  Hours  pafs'd  by  us  unperceiv'd  : 
So  was  my  Soul  fixM  to  the  foft  Enchantment !  Rows  Tamerl. 

His  Looks 
Drew  Audience  and  Attention  ftill  as  Night ; 
Or  Summer  Noon-tide  Air.  Mill* 

Attention  held  them  mute.  Milt. 

AVERNUS. 

Deep  was  the  Cave,  and  downward  as  it  went 
From  the  wide  Mouth,  a  rocky  rough  Defcent. 
And  here  th'Accefs  a  gloomy  Grove  extends, 
And  there  th'  unnavigable  Lake  extends, 
O'er  w"hofe  unhappy  Waters  void  of  Light, 
No  Bird  prefumes  to  fleer  his  airy  Flight  : 
Such  deadly  Stenches  from  the  Depth  ariie, 
And  {learning  Sulphur  that  infects  the  Skies. 
From  hence  the  Grecian  Bards  their  Legends  make, 
And  give  the  Name  Avernus  to  the  Lake.  Dryd.  Virg. 

AUTUMN.    See  Tear. 

When  yellow  Autumn  weighs  ^ 

The  Year,  and  adds  to  Nights  and  fhortens  Days ;  > 

And  Suns  declining  fhine  with  feeble  Rays.     Dryd.  Virg.  y 

The  Evening  of  the  Year ; 
When.Woods  with  Juniper  and  Chefnuts  crown'd  ~> 

With  falling  Fruits  and  Berries  paint  the  Ground  ;  > 

And  lavifh  Nature  laughs,  and  itrews  her  Stores  around  .3 

Dryd.  Virg. 
When  dubious  Months  uncertain  Weather  bring  ; 
When  Fountains  open  ;  when  impetuous  Rain 
Swells  ha  fly  Brooks,  and  pours  upon  the  Plain  : 
When  Earth  with  Slime  and  Mud  is  cover' d  o'er, 
And  hollow  Places  {pew  their  wat'ry  Store.        Dryd.  Virg. 
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B. 

BABE.     See  Man. 
Thus,  like  a  Sailor  by  the  Tempeft  hurl'd 

Afhore,  the  Babe  is  fhipwreck'd  on  the  World ; 

Naked  he  lies,  and  ready  to  expire, 

Helplefs  of  all  that  human  Wants  require  : 

Expos' d  upon  unhofpitable  Earth, 

From  the  firft  Moment  of  his  haplefs  Birth. 

Strait  with  foreboding  Cries  he  fills  the  Room  ; 

(To  fure  Prefages  of  his  future  Doom.) 

But  Flocks  and  Herds,  and  ev'ry  favage  Beaft, 

By  more  indulgent  Nature  are  increas'd. 

They  want  no  Rattles  for  their  froward  Mood, 

No  Nurfe  to  reconcile  them  to  their  Food 

With  broken  Words ;  nor  Winter  Blafh  they  fear, 

Nor  change  their  Habits  with  the  changing  Year  : 

Nor  for  their  Safety  Citadels  prepare  ; 

Nor  forge  the  wicked  Inftruments  of  War: 

Unlabour'd  Earth  her  bounteous  Treafure  grants,       (Liter. 
And  Nature  Via  vim  Hand  fupplies  their  commonWants.Dry^ 

If  tender  Infants,  who  imprifon'd  ftay 
Within  the  Womb,  prepared  to  break  away, 
Were  confeious  of  themfelves,  and  of  their  State, 
And  had  but  Reafon  to  fuftain  Debate  : 
The  painful  PafTage  they  would  dread,  and  mew 
Reluftance  to  a  World  they  do  not  know  : 
They  in  their  Priibns  ftill  would  chufe  to  lie, 
As  backward  to  be  born  as  we  to  die.  Blac. 

BACCHANALS. 

She  flies  the  Towns,  and,  mixing  with  a  Throng 
Of  madding  Matrons,  bears  the  Bride  along. 
Wand'ring  thro'  Woods,  and  Wiles,  and  devious  Ways, 
She  feign'd  the  Ri:es  of  Bacchus^  cry'd  ^aloua, 
And  to  the  buxom  God  the  Virgin  vow'd, 
Evoe,  O  Bacchus  !  thus  began  the  Song; 
And  Evoe,  anfvver'd  all  the  female  Throng: 
O  Virgin,  worthy  thee  alone  !   fhe  cry'd, 
O  worthy  thee  alone!    the  Crew  reply'd, 
For  thee  fhe  feeds  her  Hair,  fhe  leads  thy  Dance, 
And  with  thy  winding  Ivy  wreaths  her  Lance. 
Like  Fury  ieiz'd  the  rcll;  the  ProgreH;  known, 
All  feek  the  Mountains,  and  forfake  the  Town. 
All  clad  in  Skins  of  Beaib  the  Jav'lil)  bear,  Unbind 
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Unbind  their  Fillets, 

Give  to  the  wanton  Winds  their  flowing:  Hair, 
And  Shrieks  and  Shoutings  rend  the  fuff'ring  Air. 
Rouling  their  haggard  Eves,  infpir'd  with  Rage  divine, 
Shake  high  above  their  Heads  a  flaming  Pine  ; 
And  Orgies  and  nofturnal  Rites  prepare.  Dryd.  Virg. 

Lefs  wild  the  Bacchanalian  Dames  appear,  J 

When  from  afar  their  nightly  God  they  hear,  ^ 

And  howl  about  the  Hills,  and  fhake  the  wreath v  Spenr.     .) 

Dry  a.  Virg. 
BACCHUS.     See  Mt$ch 
Great  Father  Bacchus  to  my  Song  repair, 
For  cJuft'ring  Vines  are  thy  peculiar  Care  : 
For  thee  large  Bunches  load  the  bending  Vine  ; 
And  the  laft  BieiTings  of  the  Year  are  thine  : 
To  thee  his  Joys  the  jolly  Autumn  ows. 
When   the  fermenting  Juice  the  Vat  o'erflows. 
Come  ftrip  with  me,  my  God  ;  come  drench  all  o'er 
Thy  Limbs  in  Mutt,  of  Wme,   and  drink  at  QX^ry  Pore. 

See  Bacchus  turning  from  the  Indian  War,         (Dryd.  Virg. 
By  Tygers  drawn  triumphant  in  his  Car  ; 
From  Nifus^Top  defcending  on  the  Plains, 
With  curling  Vines  around  his  purple  Reins.        Dryd.  Virg. 

So  Bacchus  thro'  the  conquer' d  Indies  rode, 
And  Beaits  in  Gambols  frisk'd  before  their  honefl  God. 

(Dryd  Pal.  C7  Arc. 
B  A  S  T  A  R  D. 
Why  fhouM  dull  Law  rule  Nature,  who  firft  made 
That  Law,  by  which  herfelf  is  now  bctrayM  ? 
E'er  Man's  Corruptions  made  him  wretched,  he 
Was  born  moil  noble,  who  was  born  moil  free  : 
Each  of  himfelf  was  Lord;  and  unconnVd, 
Obey'd  the  Dictates  of  his  Godlike  Mind. 
Law  was  an  Innovation  brought  in  ffnee,  "p 

When  Fools  began  to  love  Obedience,  > 

And  call  their  Slav'ry  Safety  and  Defence.  J> 

Why  fhould  it  be  a  Stain  then  on  my  Blood,  ""> 

Becaufe  I  came  not  in  the  common  Road  ;  > 

But  born  obfeure,  and  fo  more  like  a  God  ?  Otzu.  Don.  Carl.  2) 

He's  a  Baftard  !  Got  in  a  Fit  of  Nature  ! 
She  fhook  him  from  her  Nerves  in  a  Convulfibn  ; 
His  Father  ftamp'd  the  Bullion  in  a  Heat, 
And  taking  from  the  Mint  the  fiery  Ore, 
His  Image  blefs'd,  and  cry'd,  It  is  my  own. 

B  3  Ytf 
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Yet  more  !  a  Prieft  Begot  him,  and  'tis  thought, 

That  Earth  is  more  oblig'd  to  Priefts  for  Bodies, 

Than  Heav'n  for  Souls.     Nay,  and  a  young  Prieft  too  \ 

Perhaps  in  the  Embraces  of  a  Nun, 

Who  ventur'd  Life  to  clalp  the  lufty  Joy.       Lee  Ca?f.  Borg* 

BATTEL.     See  Tight.    Joujis.     War. 
O  the  brave  Din,  the  noble  Clank  of  Arms  !     Lee  Ah&. 
All  the  Plain 
Cover'd  with  thick  embattel'd  Squadrons  bright, 
Chariots,  and  flaming  Arms,  and  fiery  Steeds, 
Reflecting  Blaze  on  Blaze,  firft  met  his  View  ; 
From  Skirt  to  Skirt  a  fiery  Region  ftretch'd 
In   battailous  Afpecl, 

Briftled  with  upright  Beams,  innumerable, 
Of  rigid  Spears,  and  Helmets  throng'd,  and  Shields 
Various,  with  boafted  Arguments,  pourtray*d  ; 
The  bandsd  Pow'rs  of  Satan. 

The  Powers  militant 
That  flood  for  Heav'n,  in  mighty  Quadrate  join*d 
Of  Union  irrefutable,  mov'd  on 
In  Silence  their  bright  Regions,  to  the  Sound 
Of  inftrumental   Harmony   that  breath'd 
Heroick  Ardour  to  advent'rous  Deeds, 
Under  their  God-like  Leaders.     On  they  move 
Jndiifolubly  firm  :  nor  obviou3  Hill, 
Nor  flraitning  Vale,  nor  Wood,  nor  Stream  divides 
Their  perfect  Ranks,  for  high,  above  the  Ground 
Their  March  was,  and  the  paffive  Air  upbore 
Their  nimble  Tread. 

The  Shout 
Of  Battel  now  began,  and  rufhing  Sound 
Of  Onfet  ended  foon  each  milder  Thought. 
High  in  the  mid  ft,  exalted  as  a  God, 
Tn'Apoftate  in  his  Sun-bright  Chariot  fate, 
Idol  of  Majefty  divine,  enclosed 
With  flaming  Cherubim,  and  golden  Shields  ; 
Tken  lighted  from  his  gorgeous  Throne :  For  now 
*Twixt  Holt  and  Holi,  but  narrow  Space  was  left, 
A  dreadful  Interval !  and  Front  to  Front 
Prefented  flood  in  terrible  Array 
Of  hideous  Length  :  Before  the  cloudy  Van, 
On   the  rough  Edge  of  Battle  eVe  it  joined, 
Satan,  with  vail  and  haughty  Strides  advane'd, 

Came 
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Came  tow'rmg,  arm'd  in  Adamant  and  Gold. 

A  noble  Stroke  Abdiel  lifted  high, 
Which  hung  not,  but  Co  fvvift  with  Tempefl  fell 
On  the  proud  Creft  of  Satan,  that  no  Sight, 
No  Motion  of  quick  Thought,  lefs  cou'd  his  Shield 
Such  Ruin  intercept:   Ten  Paces  huge 
He  back  recoil'd  j  the  tenth  on  bended  Knee 
His    ma  fly  Spear  upftayVL     As  if  on  Earth 
Winds  under  Ground,  or  Waters,  forcing  Way- 
Sidelong,  had  pufh'd  a  Mountain  from  his  Seat, 
Half  funk  with  all  his  Pines.     Nor  flood  in  Gaze 
The  adverfe  Legions,  nor  lefs  hideous  joined 
The  horrid  Shock  :  Now  itorming  Fury  rcfe. 

Arms  on  Armour  claming,  bray'd 
Horrible  Difcord,  and  the  madding  Wheels 
Of  brazen  Chariots  rag'd  ;  dire  was  the  Noife 
Of  Conflict  :  Over- head  the  difmal  Hifs 
Of  fiery  Darts,  in  flaming   Vollies  flew, 
And  flying  vaulted  either   Hoil   with  Fire; 
So  under  fiery  Cope  together  rufrYd 
Both  Battels  main,  with  ruinous  Afiault, 
And  inextinguishable  Rage:  All  Heaven 
Refounded  ;  and  had  Earth  been  then,  all  Earth 
Had  to  her  Center  ftiook,     Deeds  of  eternal  Famt 
Were  done,  but  infinite  ;  for  wide  was  fpread 
The  War  and  various  :  Sometimes  on  firm  Ground 
A  Handing  Fight ;  then  foaring  on  main  Wing, 
Tormented  all  the  Air:  All  Air  feem'd  then 
Conflicting  Fire. 

Their  Arms  away  fome  threw,  and  to  the  Hills 
Swift  as  the  Lightning   Glimpfe  they  ran,  they  flew  ;> 
From  the  Foundations  loos'ning  to  and  fro. 
They  pluck'd  the  feated  Hills  with  all  their  Load, 
Rocks,  Waters,  Woods,  and  by  the  Maggy  Tops 
Up-lifting,  bore  them  in  their  Hands  : 

Then  on  their  Heads 
Main  Promontories  flung,  which  in  the  Air 
Came  fliadowing,  and  oppreiVd  whole  Legions  armM^ 
Their  Armour  help'd  their  Harm,  crufrYd  in  and  bri 
Into  their  Subltance  pent,  which  wrought  them  Pain 
Implacable,  and  mary  a  dolorous  Groan  : 
Long  ilruggling  underneath,  eVe  they  could  wind- 
Out  of  iuch  Prifon. 
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The  reft,  in  Imitation,  to  like  Arms 

Betook  them,  and  the  neighb'ring  Hills  uptore  : 

So  Hills  amici  the  Air  enconnter'd  Hills, 

Hurl'd   to  and  fro  with  Jaculation  dire, 

That  under  Ground  they  fought  in  difmal  Shade. 

Infernal  Noife  !  War  feem'd  a  Civil  Game 

To  this  Uproar ;  horrid  Confufion  heap'd 

Upon  Confufion  rofe.     Long  time  in  even  Scale 

The  Battel  hung  ;  till  Satan 

Saw  where  the  Sword  of  Michael  fmote,  and  fellM 

Squadrons  at  once;  with  huge  two-handed  Sway 

Brandifhed  aloft  the  horr'd  Edge  came  down 

Wide-wafting :  Such  Deftruction  to  vrithiland 

He  halted,  and  oppos'd  the  rocky  Orb 

Of  ten-fold  Adamant,  his  ample  Shield  : 

A  vail  Circumf  rence  !  Then  both  addrefs'd  for  Fight 

Unfpeakable  :  For  like  two  Gods  they  feem'd, 

Stood  they,  or  mov'd  ;  in  Stature,  Motion,  Arms, 

Fit  to  decide  the  Empire  of  great  Heaven. 

Now  wav'd  their  £ery  Swords,  and  in  the  Air 

IMade  horrid  Circles  :  Two  broad  Suns,  their  Shields 

BJaz'd  oppofite  ;  while  Expectation  flood 

In  Horrour.     From  each  FJand  with  Speed  retired 

Th'angelick  Throng,  ui.fafe  within  the  Wind 

Of  fuch  Commotion  :  But  the  Sword  of  Michael  met 

The  Sword  of  Satan  in  half  cut  fheer  ;  nor  ftay'd, 

But  with  fwift  Wheel  reverfe,  deep  entring  fiiar'd 

All  his  right  Side  :    Then  Satan  firil  knew  Pain, 

And  writh'd  him  to  and  fro  convolv'd  j  (o  fore 

The  grinding  Sword  with  difcontinuous  Wound 

Pafs'd  thro'  him. 

And  now,  their  Mightieft  quell'd,  the  Battel  fwerv'd, 

With  many  an  Inroad  gor'd  :  Deformed  Rout 

Enter'd,  and  foul  Diforder  :  All  the   Ground 

Wkh  fhiver'd  Armour  ftrevvn ;  and  on  a  Heap 

Chariot  and  Charioteer  lay  overturn'd, 

And  fiery  foaming  Steeds  :  What  flood,  recoii'd 

Overwearied,  or  with  pale  Fear  furprizM, 

Fled  ignominious. 

Now  Night  her  Courfe  began, 
And  grateful  Truth  impos'd, 
And  Silence  on  the  odious  Din  of  War,  Milt. 

B  E  A  R. 
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BEAR.     See  Deformity. 
The  Cubs  of  Bears  a  living  Lump  appear, 
When  whelp'd,  and  no  determined  Figure  wear: 
Their  Mother  licks  'em  into  Shape,  and  gives 
As  much  of  Form  as  Ihe  herfelf  receives,  Dryd.  Ovid'. 

BEAUTY.    See  Eyes.  Fair.  Looks.  Love. 
Beauty,  thou  wild  fantaftick  Ape, 
Who   do'ft  in  ev'ry  Country  change  thy  Shape  : 
Here  black,  there  brown,  here  tawny,  and  there  white  : 
Thou  Flatt'rer,  who  comply 'it  with  ev'ry  Sight 
Who  haft  no  certain  What,  nor  Where 
But  vary  'it.  itill,  and  do'it  thyfelf  declare 
Inconilant  as  thy  She-ProfeiTors  are. 

The  Caufe  of  Love  can  never  be  aflign'd, 
'Tis  in  no  Face,  but  in  the  Lover's  Mind.  Dryd.  Pnl.  &f  Arc. 

Beauty  is  feldome  fortunate,  when  great; 
A  vaft  Eftate,  but  overcharg'd  with  Debt.  Dryd.  Auren. 

Beauty,  like  Ice,  our  Footing  does  betray  : 
Who  can  tread  fure  on  the  fmooth  ilipp'ry  Way  ? 
Pleas'd  with  the  Pafiage  we  Aide  hvlftly  on, 
And  fee  the  Dangers  which  we  cannot  (hun.      Dryd.  Auren, 

For  Beauty,  like  white  Powder,  makes  a  Noife, 
And  yet  the  filent  Hypocrite  deftroys.  Cleav. 

Beauty  with  a  bloodlefs  Conqueft  finds 
A  welcome  Sov'reignty  in  rudeft  Minds.  Wall. 

Beauty  thou  art  a  fair,  but  fading  Flow'r, 
The  tender  Prey  of  ev'ry  coming  Hour  ; 
In  Youth,  thou,  Comet-like,  art  gaz'd  upon, 
But  art  portentous  to  thyfelf  alone  : 
UnpuniuYd  thou  to  few  wert  ever  giv'n, 
Nor  art  a  Bleffing,  but  a  Mark  from  Heav'n.  Sed.Ant.  &  Chop. 

Merab  the  firil,  Michal  the  younger  nam'd, 
Both  equally  for  diif'rent  Glories  fam'd  : 
Merab  with  fpacious  Beauty  fill'd  the  Sight; 
But  too  much  Awe  chaftiz'd  the  bold  Delight. 
Like  a  calm  Sea,  which  to  th' enlarged  View 
Gives  Pleafure,  but  gives  Fear  and  Rev'rence  too  : 
MicbaPs  fweet  Looks  clear  and  free  Joys  did  move, 
And  no  lefs  ftrong,  tho'  much  more  gentle,  Love  : 
Like  virtuous  Kings,  whom  Men  rejoice  t'obey  ; 
Tyrants  themfelves  lefs  abfolute  than  they. 

B  5  Merah 
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Merab  appeared  like  fome  fair  princely  Tow'r: 

MichaU  fome  Virgin  Queen's  delicious  Bow'r. 

All  Beauties  ftrove  in  little  and  in  great, 

But  the  contracted  Brows  {hot  flerceft  Heat. 

From  Merab's  Eyes,  fierce  and  quick  Lightnings  came  ; 

From  MichaPs,  the  Son's  mild,  yet  active,  Flame. 

Merab,  with  comely  Majefty  and  State, 

Bore  high  the  Advantage  of  her  Worth  and  Fate  : 

Such  humble  Sweetnefs  did  foft  Micbal  fhew, 

That  none,  who  reach  fo  high,  e'er  ftoop  fo  low. 

Merab  rejoic'd  in  her  rack'd  Lover's  Pain, 

And  fortify'd  her  Virtue  with  Difdain  : 

The  Grief  fhe  gave,  gave  gentle  Michal  Grief  ; 

jShe  wifh'd  her  Beauties  lefs,  for  their  Relief.  Cowh 

Cleopatra  in  her  Galley. 

Her  Galley  down  the  Silver  Cydnos  row'd, 
The  Tackling  Silk,  the  Streamers  wav'd  with  Gold  : 
The  gentle  Winds  were  lodg'd  in  purple  Sails ; 
Her  Nymphs,  like  Nereids,  round  her  Couch  were  plac'd, 
Where  (he,  another  fea-born  Venus  lay  : 
She  lay,  and  lean'd  her  Cheek  upon  her  Hand, 
And  caft  a  Look  fo  languifhingly  iweet, 
As  if,  fecure  of  all  Beholders  Hearts, 
Neglecting  fhe  could  take  'em.     Boys,  like  Cupids, 
Stood  fanning  with  their  painted  Wings  the  Winds 
That  play'd  about  her  Face ;  But  if  fhe  fmil'd, 
A  darting  Glory  feem'd  to  blaze  abroad, 
That  Men's  defiring  Eyes  were  never  weary'd, 
But  hung  upon  the  Object.     To  foft  Flutes 
The  Silver  Oars  kept  Time;  and,  while  they  play'd, 
The  Hearing  gave  new  Pleafure  to  the  Sight, 
And  both  to  Thought.   'TwasHeav'n,  or  fomewhat  more  I 
For  fhe  fo  charm'd  all  Hearts,  that  gazing  Crouds 
Stood  panting  on  the  Shore,   and  wanted  Breath 
To  give  their  welcome  Voice. 

(Dryd.  MI  for  Love,  and  Sbak.  Ant.  C/esp. 

Her  Eyes  have  Pow'r  beyond  Tbejfalian  Charms 
To  draw  the  Moon  from  Heav'n  :  For  Eloquence, 
The  Sea-green  Syrens  taught  her  Voice  their  Flatt'ry. 
And  while  fhe  fpeaks  Night  Heals  upon  the  Day, 
Unmark'd  of  chofe  that  hear  :  Then  fhe's  fo  charming, 
Age  buds  at  Sight  qi  k$rf  aad  fwtUf  to.  Youth. 
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The  holy  Priefts  gaze  on  her  when  (he  (miles, 
And  with  heav'd  Hands,  forgetting  Gravity, 
They  blefs  her  wanton  Eyes :  Even  I,  who  hate  her, 
With  a  malignant  Joy  behold  fuch  Beauty, 
And,  while  I  curfe,  defire  it.  Dryd.  All  for  Love. 

(Spoken  of  Cleopatra  by  Ventidius. 
Is  fhe  not 
As  harmlefs  as  a  Turtle  of  the  Woods  ? 
Fair  as  the  Summer  Beauty  of  the  Fields 
As  op'ning  Flow'rs  untainted  yet  with  Winds 
The  Pride  of  Nature,  and  the  Joy  of  Senfer  Otw.  Cat.  Mar. 

The  Bloom  of  op'ning  Flow'rs  unfully'd  Beauty, 
Softnefs  and  fweeteft  Innocence  fhe  wears  ; 
And  looks  like  Nature  in  the  World's  firft  Spring.  Row. Tamer  I, 

Is  (he  not  more  than  Painting  can  exprefs, 
Or  youthful  Poets  fancy  when  they  love?      Row.  Fair .Pifi. 

A  lavifli  Planet  reign'd  when  fhe  was  born, 
And  made  her  of  fuch  kindred  Mould  to  Heaven, 
She  feems  more  Heav'ns  than  ours.  Dryd.  Oedip. 

Is  fhe  not  brighter  than  a  Summer's  Morn, 
When  all  the  Heav'n  is  ftreak'd  with  dappled  Fires, 
And  fleck'd  with  Blufhes,  like  a  rifled  Maid  ?  Lee.  D.  of  Guife. 
Belinda's  fparkling  Wit  and  Eyes, 
United,  call  fo  fierce  a  Light, 
As  quickly  flafhes,  quickly  dies, 

Wounds  not  the  Heart,  but  burns  the  Sight. 
Love  is  all  Gentlenefs,  all  Joy, 

Smooth  are  his  Looks,  and  foft  his  Pace. 
Her  Cupid  is   a   Black-guard   Boy, 

That  rubs  his  Link  full  in  your  Face.  D.orf. 

Mark  her  majeftic  Fabric  !  She's  a  Temple, 
Sacred  by  Birth,  and  built  by  Hands  divine  : 
Her  Soul's  the  Deity  that  lodges  there  : 
Nor  is  the  Pile  unworthy  of  the  God.  Dryd.  Don.  Seb. 

Oh  fhe  has  Beauty  might  enfnare 
A  Conqu'ror's  Soul,  and  make  him  leave  his  Crown 
At  Random,  to  be  feuflled  for  by  Slaves.       Otw.  Cai.  Mar. 

Oh  fhe  has  Beauty  that  might  {hake  the  Leagues 
Of  mighty  Kings,  and  fet  the  World  at  Odds.     Ot.za.  Orpb. 

Her  Beauty's  Charms  alone,  without  her  Crown, 
From  Ind  and  Meroe  drew  the  diflant  Vows 
Of  fighing  Kings  ,*  and  at  her  Feet  were  laid 
The  Sceptres  of  the  Earth,  expos'd  on  Heaps, 
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To  chufe  where  (he  would  reign.  Drjd.  All  for  Love. 

Behold  her  ftretch'd  upon  a  flow'ry  Bank, 

With  her  foft  Sorrows  lull'd  into  a  Slumber  ; 

The  Summer's  Heat  had  to  her  nat'ral  Blufli 

Added  a  more  brighter  and  more  tempting  Red  : 

The  Beauties  of  her  Neck  and  naked  Breatts, 

Lifted  by  inward  Starts,  did  rife  and  fall 

With  Motion  that  might  put  a  Soul  in  Statue3 

The  imtchlefs  Whitenefs  of  her  folded  Arms, 

That  feem'd  t'embrace  the  Body  whence  they  grew, 

Fix'd  me  to  gaze  o'er  all  that  Field  of  Love, 

While  to  my  ravifh'd  Eyes  officious  Winds, 

Waving  her  Robes,  difplay'd  fuch  well-turn'd  Limbs, 

As  Artifts  would  in  polifh'd  Marble  give 

The  wanton  Goddefs,  when,  fupinely  laid, 

She  charms  her  gallant  God  to  new  Enjoyment.     Lee  Mitbr. 

But  oh  !  what  Thought  can  paint  that  fair  Perfection  ? 
Not  fea-born  Venus  in  the  Courts  beneath, 
When  the  green  Nymphs  firit  kifs'd  her  coral  Lips, 
All  polifh'd  fair,  and  wafh'd  with  orient  Beauty, 
Could  in  my  dazling  Fancy  match  her  Brightnefs. 
Her  Legs,  her  Arms,  her  Hands,  her  Neck,  her  Breafts, 
So  nicely  fhap'd,  fo  matchles  in  their  Luftre, 
Such  all  Perfection,  that  I  took  whole  Draughts 
Of  killing  Love,  and  ever  fince  have  languifh'd 
With  ling'ring  Surfeits  of  her  fatal  Beauty.  Lee.Tbeod. 

No  beauteous  Bloflbm  of  the  fragrant  Spring, 
Tho'  the  fair  Child  of  Nature  newly  born, 
Can  be  fo  lovely.  Otw.  Orpb. 

Not  purple  Vi'lets  in  the  early  Spring, 
Such  graceful  Sweets,  fuch  tender  Beauties  bring  ; 
The  orient  Blufh,  which  does  her  Cheeks  adorn, 
Makes  Coral  pale.,  vies  with  the  rofy  Morn : 
Cupid  has  ta'en  a  Surfeit  from  her  Eyes 
Whene'er  fhe  fmiles  in  lambent  Fire  fhe  fries, 
And  when  fhe  weeps,  in  Pearls  difTolv'd  he  dies.  Lee  Nero, 
Thole  heav'nly  Attracts  of  yours,  your  Eyes, 
And  Face,  tho'  all  the  World  furprize, 
Do  dazzle  all  that  look  upon  ye, 
And  fcorch  all  other  Ladies  tawny.  Hud. 

BEE.     See  Creation. 
Of  all  the  Race  of  Animals,  alone 
The  Bees  have  common  Cities  of  their  own, 

And 
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And  common  Sons ;  beneath  one  Law  they  live, 

And  with  one  common  Stock  their  Traffic  drive  ; 

Each  has  a  certain  Home,  a  fev'ral  Stall  : 

All  is  the  State's,  the  State  provides  for  all  : 

Mindful  of  coming  cold,  they  fhare  the  Pain, 

And  hoard  for  Winter's  Ufe,  the  Summer's  Gain, 

Some  o'er  the  publick  Magazines  prefide, 

And  fome  are  ferit  new  Forage  to  provide. 

Thefe  drudge  in  Fields  abroad,  and  thofe  at  home  ~y 

Lay  deep  Foundations  for  the  labour'd  Comb.  J> 

With  Dew,  NaTci/fus*  Leafs,  and  clammy  Gum.  j) 

To  pitch  the  waxen  Flooring  fome  contrive; 

Some  nurie  the  future  Nation  of  the  Hive  : 

Sweet  Honey  fomecondenfe  ;  fome  purge  the  Grout; 

The  reit  in  Cells  apart  the  liquid  Neclar  (hut. 

All,  with  united  Force,  combine  to  drive 

The  lazy  Drones  from  the  laborious  Hive  : 

With  Envy  flung,  they  view  each  other's  Deeds  : 

With  Diligence  the  fragrant  Work  proceeds. 

Studious  of  Honey,  each  in  his  Degree, 

The  youthful  Swain,  the  grave,  experienc'd  Bee; 

That  in  the  Field  ;  this,    in  Affairs  of  State 

Employ'd  at  Home,    abides  within  the  Gate, 

To  fortify  the  Combs,  to  build  the  Wall, 

To  prop  the  Ruins,  left  the  Fabrick  fall. 

But  late  at  Night,  with  weary  Pinions,  come 

The  lab'ring  Youth,  and  heavy  laden  home. 

Plains,  Meads,  and  Orchards  all  the  Day  he  plies ; 

The  Gleans  of  yellow  Thyme  diftend  his  Thighs : 

He  fpoils  the  Saffron  Flow'rs ;  he  fips  the  Blues 

OfVi'lets,  Wilding-Bloom,  and  Willows- Dews. 

Their  Toil  is  common,  common  is  their  Sleep  ; 

They  make  their  Wings  when  Morn  begins  to  peep  ; 

Rufh  thro'  the  City- Gates  without  Delay, 

Nor  ends  their  Work  but  with  declining  Day. 

Thus,  having  fpent  the  laft  Remains  of  Light, 

They  give  their  Bodies  due  Repofe  at  Night ; 

When  hollow  Murmurs  of  their  Ev'ning  Bells, 

Difmifs  the  lleepy  Swains,  and  toll  them  to  their  Cells. 

When  once  in  Bed  their  weary  Limbs  they  lteep, 

No  buzzing  Sounds  diilurb  their  golden  Sleep  ; 

'Tis  facred  Sijence  all  :  Nor  dare  they  ftray 

When.  Rain  is  promis'd,  or  a  ftormy  Day  ; 

But 


38 


Bee. 


But  near  the  City- Walls  their  Wat'ring  take, 
Nor  forrage  far,  but  fhort  Excurfions  make. 
And  as,  when  empty  Barks  on  Billows  float, 
With  fandy  Ballaft  Sailors  trim  the  Boat  ; 
So  Bees  bear  Gravel  Stones,  whofe  poifing  Weight 
Steers  thro'  the  whittling  Winds  their  fteady  Flight 
But  what's  more  ftrange;  their  modeft  Appetites, 
Averfe  from  Venus,  fly  the  nuptial  Rites. 
Ko  Luft  enervates  their  heroic  Minds  ; 
Nor  waiies  their  Strength  on  wanton  Womankind  : 
But  in  their  Mouths  refide  their  genial  Pow'rs  ; 
They  gather  Children  from  the  Leafs  and  Flow'rs. 
And  oft  on  Rocks  their  tender  Wings  they  tear, 
And  fmk  beneath  the  Burthen  which  they  bear: 
Such  Rage  of  Honey  in  their  Bofom  beats, 
And  fuch  a  Zeal  they  have  for  flow'ry  Sweets  ! 
Thus  tho'  the  Race  of  Life  they  quickly  run, 
Which  in  the  Space  of  fev'n  fhort  Years  is  done, 
Th'  immortal  Line  in  fure  Succefiion  reigns, 
The  Fortune  of  the  Family  remains, 
And  Grandfires  Grandibns  the  long  Lift  contains. 

But  if  interline  Broils  alarm  the  Hive, 
(For  two  Pretenders  oft  for  Empire  ftrive) 
The  Vulgar  in  divided  Factions  jar, 
And  murm'ring  Sounds  proclaim  the  civil  War. 
Inflam'd  with  Ire,  and  trembling  with  Difdain, 
Scarce  can  their  Limbs  their  mighty  Soul^  contain. 
With  Shouts  the  Cowards  Courage  they  excite, 
And  martial  Clangors  call  them  out  to  fight. 
With  hoarie  Alarms  the  hollow  Camp  rebounds, 
That  imitate  the  Trumpet's  angry  Sounds, 
Then  to  their  common  Standard  they  repair, 
The  nimble  Horfemen  fcour  the  Fields  of  Air  ; 
In  form  of  Battel  drawn,  they  iifue  forth, 
And  ev'ry  Knight  is  proud  to  prove  his  Worth. 
Prefs'd  for  their  Country's  Honour,  and  their  King's 
On  their  fliarp  Beaks  they  whet  their  pointed  Sting 
And  exercife  their  Arms,  and  tremble  with  their  Wing 
Full  in  the  Midft  the  haughty  Monarchs  ride,  ^ 

The  trufty  Guards  come  up,  and  clofe  the  Side  :  S 

With  Shouts  the  daring  Foe  to  Battel  is  defy'd.  J^ 

Thus  in  the  Seafon  of  unclouded  Spring, 
To  War  they  follow  their  undaunted  King  ; 
Croud  thro'  their  Gates,  and  in  the  Fields  of  Light 
The  mocking  Squadrons  meet  iu  mortal  Fight.  Head. 
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Headlong  they  fall  from  high,  and  wounded  wound  ; 
And  Heaps  of  flaughter'd  Soldiers  bite  the  Ground. 
Hard  Hail-flones  lie  not  thicker  on  the  Plain, 
Nor  fhaken  Oaks  fuch  Show'rs  of  Acorns  rain. 
With  gorgeous  Wings,  the  Marks  of  fov'reign  Sway, 
The  two  contending  Princes  make  their  Way  ; 
Intrepid   thro'  the  Midil  of  Dangers  go, 
Their  Friends  encourage,  and  amaze  the  Foe ! 
With  mighty  Souls  in  narrow  Bodies  prefs'd, 
They  challenge  and  encounter  Breaft  to  Breaft. 
So  fix'd  on  Fame,  unknowing  how  to  fly, 
And  obftinately  bent  to  win  or  dye  ; 
That  long  the  doubtful  Combat  they  maintain, 
Till  one  prevails,  for  one  can  only  reign. 
Yet  all  thefe  dreadful  Deeds,  this  deadly  Fray  ~J 

A  Call  of  fcatter'd  Dull  will  foon  allay,  > 

*And  undecided  leave  the  Fortune  of  the  Day.  ^ 

With  Eafe  diftinguiuYd  is  the  regal  Race ; 
One  Monarch  wears  an  open  honeft  Face, 
Shap'd  to  his  Size,  and  God-like  to  behold  ; 
His  royal  Body  mines  with  Specks  of  Gold, 
And  ruddy  Scales  :  For  Empire  he  defign'd, 
Is  better  born,  and  of  a  nobler  Kind. 
That  other  looks  like  Nature  in  Difgrace, 
Gaunt  are  his  Sides,  and  fallen  is  his  Face  : 
And  like  their  grifly  Prince  appears  his  gloomy  Race  :  • 
Grim,  ghaftly,  rugged,  like  a  thirfly  Train, 
That  long  have  travel'd  thro*  a  defart  Plain, 
And  fpet  from  their  dry  Chaps  the  gathered  Dull  again. 
The  better  Brood,  unlike  the  Baftard  Crew, 
Are  mark'd  with  royal  Streaks  of  mining  Hiew, 
Glittering  and  ardent,  tho'  in  Body  lefs. 

Befides,  not  Egypt,  India t  Media  more 
With  fervile  Love  their  idol  King  adore  : 
While  he  furvives,  in  Concord  and  Content  "^ 

The  Commons  live,  by  no  Diviiions  rent,  > 

But  the  great  Monarch's  Death  dilfolves  the  Government.  3 
All  goes  to  Ruin,  they  themfelves  contrive 
To  rob  the  Honey,  and  fubvert  the  Hive. 
Then  iince  they  (hare  with  Man  one  common  Fate, 
In  Health  and  Sicknefs,  and  in  Turns  of  State, 
Obferve  the  Symptoms  when  they  fall  away, 
And  languifh  with  infenfible  Decay  : 
They  change  their  Hue,  with  haggard  Eyes  they  flare. 
Lean  are  their  Looks,  and  magged  is  their  Hair;  And 
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And  Crouds  of  Dead,  that  never  muft  return  ') 

To  their  lov'd  Hives,  in  decent  Pomp  are  born  :  > 

Their  Friends  attend  the  Herfe,  the  next  Relations  mourn.  3 

The  Sick  for  Air  before  the  Portal  gafp, 

Their  feeble  Legs  within  each  other  clafp; 

Or  idle  in  their  empty  Hives  remain, 

Benumb' d  with  Cold,  and  lirtlefs  of  their  Gain  : 

Such  Whifpers  then,  and  broken  Sounds  are  heard, 

As  when  the  Woods  by  gentle  Winds  are  ftirr'd  ; 

Such  ftifled  Noife  as  the  clofe  Furnace  hides, 

Or  dying  Murmurs  of  departing  Tides.  Dryd.Virg. 

Prone  to  Revenge,  the  Bees,  a  wrathful  Race, 
When  once  provok'd,  affault  th'Oppreflor's  Face  : 
And  thro'  the  purple  Veins  a  Pafiage  find, 
There  fix  their  Stings,  and  leave  their  Souls  beKmd,Drjd.Firg. 

When  Golden  Suns  appear, 
And  under  Earth  have  driv'n  the  Winter  Year  ; 
The  winged  Nation  wanders  thro'  the  Skies  ; 
And  o'er  the  Plains  and  fhady  Foreft  flies  ; 
Then  Hooping  on  the  Meads  and  leafy  Bow'rs, 
They  skim  the  Floods,  and  iip  the  purple  Flow'rs; 
Then  work  their  waxen  Lodgings  in  their  Hives, 
And  labour  Honey  to  fuftain  their  Lives.  Dryd.Virg. 

But  when  thou  feeft  a  fwarming  Cloud  arife, 
That  fweeps  aloft,  and  darkens  all  the  Skies ; 
The  Motions  of  their  hafty  Flight  attend,  (Dryd.  Virg. 

And  know  to  Floods  or  Woods  their  airy  March  they  bend. 

Th'  afTembling  Swarms, 
Dark  as  a  Cloud,  then  make  a  wheeling  Flight, 
And  on  aneighb'ring  Tree,  defcending,  light  : 
Like  a  large  Clufter  of  black  Grapes  they  (how, 
And  make  a  long  Dependance  from  the  Bough.     Dryd.  Virg. 

About  the  Boughs  an  airy  Nation  flew, 
Of  humming  Bees,  that  haunt  the  Golden  Dew, 
In  Summer's  Heat,  on  Tops  of  Lilies  feed, 
And  creep  within  their  Bells  to  fuck  the  balmy  Seed. 
The  winged  Army  roams  the  Fields  around  ; 
The  Rivers  and  the  Rocks  remurmur  to  the  Sound.  Dryd.Virg. 

Thus  when  the  Swain,  within  a  hollow  Rock, 
Invades  the  Bees  with  fuffocating  Smoke  ; 
They  run  around,  or  labour  on  their  Wings 
Difus'd  to  Flight,  and  flioot  their  fleepy  Stings  : 
To  fhun  the  bitter  Fumes  in  vain  they  try ;  (V'r& 

Black  Vapours,  lifting  from  the  Vent,  involve  the  Sky.  Dryd. 

BEL. 
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B  E  L  L  O  N  A. 
There  ftands  a  Rock,  dahVd  with  the  breaking  Wave 
Of  troubled  Styx,  where  in  a  gloomy  Cave, 
Flowing  with  Gore,  the  fierce  Bellona  dwells ; 
And,  bound  with  adamantine  Fetter?,  yells  : 
Around  Hands  Heaps  of  moffy  Sculls  and  Bones, 
Whence  iffue  loud  Laments  and  dreadful  Groans  : 
Torn  Limbs  and  mangled  Bodies  are  her  Food ; 
Her  Drink  whole  Bowls  of  Wormwood,  Gall  and  Blood. 
Long  curling  Snakes  her  Head  with  Horrour  crown, 
And  on  her  fquabild  Back  hang  lolling  down. 
This  gripes  a  bloody  Dart,  the  other  Hand 
Grafps  of  infernal  Fire  a  flaming  Brand. 
Treafen  and  Ufurpathn  near  aHy'd, 
Haughty  -Ambition,  elevated  Pride, 
And  Cruelty  with  bloody  Garlands  crown'd, 
Rapine  and  Defolaticn  fhnd  around. 
With  thefe  Injuftue,  Vflence,  Rage  remain, 
And  ghaftly  Famine  with  her  meagre  Train.  Blac. 

BIRDS.    See  Country  Life,  Graze,  Creatkn,  Mufe. 

The  Birds,  great  Nature's  Commoners, 
That  haunt  in  Woods  and  Meads,  and  flowV/  Gardens, 
Rifle  the  Sweets,  and  tafte  the  choicer!:  Fruits, 
Yet  fcorn  to  ask  the  lordly  Owner's  Leave.     Row.  Fair  Pen. 

BLAST,    or    B  L  T   G  H  T. 

The  verdant  Walks  their  charming  Afpecl  lofe, 
And  fhrivell'd  Fruit  drops  from  the  ivither'd  Boughs: 
Flow'rs  in  their  Virgin  Bluihes  fmother'd  die, 
And  round  the  Trees  their  fcatter'd  Beauties  lie  : 
Infection  taints  the  Air,  fick  Nature  fades  ; 
And  fudden  Autumn  all  the  Place  invades. 
So  when  the  Fields  their  flow'ry  Pomp  difplay, 
Sooth'd  by  the  Spring's  fweet  Breath  and  chearing  Ray  ; 
If  Boreas  then,  defigning  envious  War, 
Mutters  his  fwift-wing'd  Legions  in  the  Air, 
And  then  for  fure  Deduction  marches  forth, 
With  the  cold  Forces  of  the  fnowy  North  : 
Th'op'ning  Buds,  and  fprouting  Herbs,  and  all 
The  tender  Firfl  born  of  the  Spring  muft  fall  : 
The  blighted  Trees  their  blooming  Honours  fhed, 
And  on  their  blafted  Hones  the  mournful  Gardners  tread.  Blae. 

BLIND- 


Afi  Blindnefs.    Blufh. 

BLINDNESS.    See  Light. 

All  dark  and  comfortlefs  ! 
Where  are  thofe  various  Objecls  that  but  now 
Employ'd  my  bufy  Eyes?  Where  are  thofe  Eyes  r 
Dead  are  their  piercing  Rays  that  lately  mot 
O'er  flow'ry  Vales  to  diftant  funny  Hills, 
And  drew  with  Joy  the  vaft  Horizon  in. 
Thefe  groping  Hands  are  now  my  only  Guides, 
And  Feeling  all  my  Sight. 
Shut  from  the  living  while  among  the  living  ! 
Dark  as  the  Grave  amidft  the  buftjing  World  ! 
At  once  from  Bus'nefs  and  from  Pleafure  barr'd  T 
~No  more  to  view  the  Beauty  of  the  Spring  ! 
Nor  fee  the  Face  of  Kindred  or  of  Friend !       TateK.  fa& 

O  firfl  created  Beam  !  And  thou  great  Word, 
Let  there  be  Light  !  and  Light  was  over  all : 
Why  am  I  thus  bereav'd  thy  prime  Decree? 

Why  was  the  Sight 
To  fucha  tender  Ball  as  th'Eye  confin'd, 
So  obvious,  and  fo  eafy  to  be  quench1  d  ? 
And  not  as  Feeling  thro'  all  Parts  diffus'd  ? 
That  fhe  might  look  at  will  thro'  ev'ry  Pore?  MUu 

O  Happinefs  of  Blindnefs  !  Now  no  Beauty 
Inflames  my  Luft;  no  other's  Good  my  Envy, 
Or  Mifery  my  Pity  :  No  Man's  Wealth 
Draws  my  Refpecl,  nor  Poverty  my  Scorn. 
Yet  ftill  I  fee  enough !  Man  to  himfelf 
Is  a  large  Profpeft,  rais'd  above  the  Level 
Of  his  low  creeping  Thoughts.  Denh.  Soph. 

BLUSH. 

A  crimfon  Blufh  her  beauteous  Face  o'erfpread, 
Varying  her  Cheeks  by  turns  with  white  and  red. 
The  driving  Colours,  never  at  a  Stay, 
Run  here  and  there,  and  flufli  and  fade  away. 
Delightful  Change  !  thus  Indian  Iv'ry  mows,  ^ 

Which  with  the  bord'ring  Paint  of  Purple  glows ;  > 

Or  Lilies  damask'dby  the  neighb'ring  Rofe.     Dryd.Firg.j^ 

In  rifing  Blufhes  ftill  frefh  Beauties  rofe, 
The  funny  fide  of  Fruit  fuch  Blufhes  ihows, 
And  fuch  the  Moon,  when  all  her  filver  White 
Turns  in  Eclipfes  to  a  ruddy  Light.  Add.  Ovid, 

Such 


Boar.  43 

Such  lovely  Stains  the  Face  of  Heav'n  adorn, 
When  Light's  firftB'ufhes  paint  the  bafkful  Morn  : 
So  on  the  Bulh  the  flaming  Rofe  does  glow, 
When  mingled  with  the  Lilies-  neighb'ring  Snow.         Oldb* 

See,  my  Palmyra  comes,  the  frighted  Blood 
Scarce  yet  recall' d  to  her  pale  Cheeks  ; 
Like  the  firft  Streaks  of  Light  broke  loofe  from  Darknefs, 
And  dawning  into  Blufhes.  Dryd.  Mar.  A-laModL 

Let  me  for  ever  gaze, 
And  blefs  the  new-born  Glories  that  adorn  thee: 
From  ev'ry  Blufh  that  kindles  in  thy  Cheeks, 
Ten  thoufand  little  Loves  and  Graces  fpring, 
To  revel  in  the  Rofes.  Row.  Tamer!. 

BOAR.    See  Duel.     Enjoyment.    Hunting. 

As  a  favage  Boar,  on  Mountains  bred, 
With  Foreft  Maft  and  fattening  Marihes  fed  ; 
When  once  he  {cqs  himfelf  in  Toils  enclos'd, 
By  Huntfmen  and  their  eager  Hounds  oppos'd, 
He  whets  his  Tusks,  and  turns  and  dares  the  War  i 
Th'Invaders  dart  their  Jav'lins  from  afar; 
All  keep  aloof,  and  fafely  fhoot  around, 
But  none  prefume  to  give  a  nearer  Wound  : 
He  frets  and  froths,  creels  his  briiiled  Hide, 
And  fhakes  a  Grove  of  Lances  from  his  Side.     Dryd.  Firg, 

His  Eye-balls  glare  with  Fire,  fuiTus'd  with  Blood, 
His  Neck  fhoots  up  a  thick  fet  thorny  Wood  : 
His  briiiled  Back  a  Trench  impal'd  appears, 
And  Hands  erected  like  a  Field  of  Spears. 
Froth  fills  his  Chaps,  he  fends  a  grunting  Sound, 
And  part  he  churns,  and  part  befoams  the  Ground. 
For  Tusks,  with  Indian  Elephants  he  ftrove  ; 
And  Jcvds  own  Thunder  from  his  Mouth  he  drove. 
He  fuffers  not  the  Corn  its  yellow  Beards  to  rear, 
But  tramples  down  the  Spikes,  and  intercepts  the  Year. 
In  vain  the  Barns  expect  their  promis'd  Lc  id, 
Nor  Barns  at  home,  nor  Ricks  are  heap'd  abroad. 
In  vain  the  Hiuds  the  Threfning-floor  prepare, 
And  exercife  their  Arms  in  empty  Air. 
With  Olives  ever  green  the  Ground  is  firew'd, 
And  Grapes  ungather'd  fhed  their  gen'rons  Blood. 
Amid  the  Fold  he  rages,  nor  the  Sheep 
jftheir  Shepherds,  nor  the  Grooms  their  Bulls  can  keep. 

Dryd.  Ovid. 
Forth 
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Forth  from  the  Thicket  rufh'd  another  Boar, 
So  large  he  feem'd  the  Tyrant  of  the  Woods, 
With  all  his  dreadful  Briftles  rais'd  up  high, 
They  feem'd  a  Grove  of  Spears  upon  his  Back. 
Foaming  he  came  at  me,  where  I  was  potted, 
Whetting  his  huge  long  Tusks,  and  gaping  wide, 
As  he  already  had  me  for  his  Prev  : 
Till  brandifhing  my  well-pois'd  Jav'lin  high, 
With  this  bold  executing  Arm  I  flruck 
The  ugly  brindled  Monfler  to  the  Heart.  Otw.  Orp. 

So  when  fierce  Dogs  and  clam'rous  Swains  furround, 
A  mighty  Boar,  in  neighb'ring  Mountains  found  ; 
His  Bridles  high  ere&ed  on  his  Back, 
The  raging  Beaft  withftands  the  Foes  Attack  : 
He  whets  his  dreadful  Tusks,  and  from  afar 
He  foams,  and  flourifhes  the  iv'ry  War. 
The  cautious  Huntfmen  at  a  Diftance  rage, 
Caft  all  their  Darts,  but  dare  not  clofe  engage.  Bfai. 

So  two  wild  Boars  fpring  furious  from  their  Den, 
Rowz'd  with  the  Cries  of  Dogs,  and  Voice  of  Men  : 
On  ev'ry  Side  the  crackling  Trees  they  tear, 
And  root  the  Shrub?,  and  lay  the  Foreft  bare  : 
They  gnafh  their  Tusks,  with  Fire  their  Eyeballs  roul, 
Till  fome  wide  Wound  lets  out  their  mighty  Soul.    Pope  Horn. 

So  when  furrounding  Huntfmen  call  a  Show'r 
Of  hiffing  Spears  againft  fome  mighty  Boar, 
The  grifly  Beaft,  provok'd  with  ev'ry  Wound, 
Rages,  and  calls  his  threat'ning  Looks  around. 
High  on  his  Back  his  furious  Briftles  rife, 
And  Light  ing  Sa(he«  from  his  raging  Eyes  : 
He  toffes  Clouds  of  Foam  amidil  the  Air, 
And,  brandifhing  his  Fangs,  invites  the  War.  Rl;c* 

So  fares  a  Boar,  whom  all  the  Troop  furrounds, 
Of  fhoutirg  Huntfmen,  and  of  clam'rous  Hounds  j 
He  grinds  his  Iv'ry  Tusks,  he  foams  with  Ire, 
His  fanguine  Eyeballs  glare  with  living  Fire : 
By  thefe,  by  thofe,  on  ev'ry  Part  is  ply'd, 
And  the  red  Slaughter  fpreads  on  ev'ry  Side.  Pope  Horn, 

BOASTING. 

My  Arm  a  nobler  Victory  ne'er  gain'd, 
And  I  am  prouder  to  have  pafs'd  that  Stream, 
Than  that  I  drove  a  Million  o'er  the  Plain.  *»« 

Cm  none  remember  ?  Yes,  I  know  all  mull, 

When 
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When  Glory,  like  the  dazzling  Eagle,  flood, 

Perch'd  on  my  Beaver,  in  the  Granick  Flood  ; 

When  Fortune's  Self  my  Standard  trembling  bore, 

And  the  pale  Fates  flood  frighted  on  the  Shore. 

When  all  th1  Immortals  on  the  Billows  rode, 

And  I  my'felf  appear1  d  the  leading  God.  Lee  Alex. 

Send  Danger  from  the  Eaft  unto  the  Weft, 
So  Honour  crofs  in  from  the  North  to  South, 
And  let  'em  grapple  :  The  Blood  more  flirs 
To  rovvze  a  Lion  than  to  ftart  a  Hare. 

By  Heav'n,  methinks  it  were  an  eaiy  Leap, 
To  pluck  bright  Honour  from  the  pale-fac'd  Moon, 
Or  dive  into  the  Bottom  of  the  Deep, 
Where  Fathom-  Line  could  never  touch  the  Ground,  (Part  i  • 
And  pluck  up  drowned  Honour  by  the  Locks.  Sbak.  Hen.  IV 

BOW.    See  Archers,  and  Arrow. 
Well  skill'd  to  throw 
The  flying  Dart,  and  draw  the  far-deceiving  Bow.  Dryd.  Virg 

His  pnlifh'd   Bow 
Was  form'd  of  Horn,  and  jimctrTd  with  artful  Toil; 
A  Mountain-Goat  refign'd  the  Alining  Spoil, 
Who  pierc'd  long  fince  beneath  his  Arrows  bled; 
And  fixteen  Palms  his  Brows  large  Honours  fpread  : 
The  Workman  join'd  and  map' d  the  bended  Horns; 
And  beaten  Gold  each  taper  Point  adorns  : 
He  meditates  the  Mark ;  and,  couching  low, 
Fits  the  fharp  Arrow  to  the  well  ftrung  Bow  : 
Now  with  full  Force  the  yielding  Horn  he  bends, 
Drawn  to  an  Arch,  and  joins  the  doubling  Ends, 
Cicfe  to  his  Brealt  he  {trains  the  Nerve  below, 
Till  the  barb'd  Point  approach  the  circling  Bow  : 
Xh1  impatient  Weapon  whizzes  on  the  Wing; 
Sounds  the  tough  Horn,  and  twangs  the  quiv'ring  String. 

(Pope  Horn. 
She  faid,  and  from  her  Quiver  chofe  with  Speed 
The  winged  Shaft.  predefined  for  the  Deed  : 
Then  to  the  irubborn  Eugh  her  Strength  applyM, 
Till  the  far  diitant  Horns  approach  on  either  Side  : 
The  Bow-firing  touch'd  her  Breaft  :  fo  ftrong  (he  drew  f 
Whizzing  in  Air,  the  fatal  Arrow  flew  : 
At  once  the  twanging  Bow,  and  founding  Dart, 
The  Traitor  heard,  and  felt  the  Point  within  his  Heart. 

Dryd.  Virg. 
He 


46 


Bower.     Bowl. 


He  fell, 
PiercM  with  an  Arrow  from  the  diftantWar; 
Fix'd  in  his  Throat  the  flying  Weapon  flood, 
And  itop'd  his  Breath,  and  drank  the  vital  Blood.  Dryd.  Virg. 

BOWER. 

A  fylvan  Lodge,  that  like  Pomona  s  Arbour  fmiTd, 
With  Flowers  deck'd,  and  fragrant  Smells.     The  Roof 
Of  thickeit  Covert  was  inwoven  Shade, 
Laurel  and  Myrtle;  and  what  higher  grew 
Of  firm  and  fragrant  Leaf:  On  either  fide, 
Acanthus,  and  each  od'rous  bufhy  Shrub, 
Penc'd  up  the  verdant  Wall  :  Each  beauteous  Flower, 
Iris,  Allhues,  Roies  and  JefTamin, 

Rear'd  high  their  ftauriih'd  Heads  between,  and  wrought 
Mofaick  :   Under  Foot   the  Violet, 
Orocus,  and  Hyacinth,  with  rich  Inlay 
Broider'd  the  Ground;  more  colour'd  than  with  Stone 
Of  coftlie ft  Emblem.     In  fhady  Bower 
More  facred  or  fequefter'd,  tho'  but  feign'd, 
Pan  or  Sylvanus  never  ilept,  nor  Nymph, 
Nor  Fautius  haunted.  MMC 

BOWL.    See  Drinking. 
Make  »e  a  Bowl,  a  mighty  Bowl  ! 
Large  as  my  capacious  Soul  f 
Vaft  as  my  Thirft  is !  Let  it  have 
Depth  enough  to  be  my  Grave  ! 
I  mean  the  Grave  of  all  my  Care, 
For  I  intend  to  bury't  there. 
Let  it  of  Silver  fafhion'd  be, 
Worthy  of  Wine,  worthy  of  me: 
"Yet- draw  no  Shapes  of  Armour  there, 
No  Cask,  nor  Shield,  nor  Sword,  nor  Spear, 
Nor  Wars  of  Thebes,  nor  Wars  of  Troy, 
Nor  any   other  martial  Toy  : 
For  what  do  I  vain  Armour  prize, 
Who  mind  not  fuch  rough  Exercife? 
But  gentler  Sieges,  fofter  Wars, 
Fights  that  caufe  no  Wounds  nor  Scars. 
I'll  have  no  Battels  on  my  Plate, 
Left  Sight  of  them  mould  Broils  create  : 
Left  that  provoke  to  Quarrels  too, 
Which  Wine  itfelf  enough  can  do, 

Draw 
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Draw  me  no  Conflellations  tners, 

No  Ram,  nor  Bull,  nor  Dog,  nor  Bear; 

Nor  any  of  that  monilrous  Fry 

Of  Animals  that  flock  the  Sky ; 

For  what  are  Stars  to  my  Defign  ? 

Stars,  which  I,  when  drunk,  outfhine. 

I  lack  no  Pole-Star  on  the  Brink, 

To  guide  in  the  wide  Sea  of  Drink  ; 

But  would  for  ever  there  be  tofs'd, 

And  wifh  no  Haven,  feek  no  Coaft. 

Yet,  gentle  Auift,  if  thou'lt  try 

Thy  Skill ;  then  draw  me,  (let  me  fee) 

Draw  me  firit  a  fpreading  Vine, 

Make  its  Arms  the  Bowl  entwine 

With  kind  Embraces,  fuch  as  I 

Twill  about  my  loving  She. 

Let  its  Boughs  o'erfpread  above 

Scenes  of  Drinking,  Scenes  of  Love. 

Draw  next  the  Patron  of  that  Tree, 

Draw  Bacchus  and  foft  Cupid  by  : 

Draw  them  both  in  toping  Shapes, 

Their  Temples  crown'd  with  cluiter'd  Grapes: 

Make  them  lean  againil  the  Cup, 

As  'iwere  to  keep  their  Figures  up  : 

And  when  their  reeling  Forms  I  view, 

I'll  think  them  drunk,  and  be  fo  too.  Oldh« 

Vukun,  contrive  me  fuch  a  Cup, 
As  Ne/Ior  us'd  of  old  5 
Shew  all  thy  Care  to  trim  it  up, 

Damask  it  round  with  Gold  : 
Make  it  fo  large,  that  fill'd  with  Sack, 

Up  to  the  fwelling  Brim, 
Vail  Toafts  on  the  delicious  Lake, 

Like  Ships  at  Sea,  may  iwim  : 
And  carve  thereon  a  fpreading  Vine,  • 

Then  add  two  lovely   Boys; 
Their  Limbs  in  am'rous  Folds  entwine, 

The  Types  of  future  joys. 
Cupid  and  Bacchus  my  Saints  are, 

May  Love  and  Drink  ilill  reign  : 
With  Wine  i  warn  away  my  Care,* 

And  then  to  Love  again.  Roch, 

Two  Bowls  I  have  well  turn'd  of  Beechen  Wcol  : 
The  Lids  are  Ivy  :   Grapes  in  Cluilers  lurk 
Beneath  the  Carving  cf  the  curious  Work  :  Two 
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Two  Figures  on  the  Sides  embofs'd  appear, 

Conon.  and  what's  his  Name  who  made  the  Sphere. 

And  fhew'd  the  Seafono  of  the  Hiding  Year. 

The  kimbo  Handles  feem  with  Bears-foot  carv'd, 

Where  Orpheus  on  his  Lyre  laments  his  Love, 

With  Bealtsencompafs'd,  and  a  dancing  Grove.  Dryd.Virg. 

The  Goblet  was  embofs'd  with  Studs  of  Gold; 
Two  Feet  fupport  it,  and  two  Handles  hold  : 
On  each  bright  Handle,  bending  o'er  the  Brink, 
In  fculptur'd  Gold  two  Turtles  feem  to  drink.         Pop.  Horn. 

Around  the  Bowl  the  wanton  Ivy  twines, 
And  fwelling  Clutters  bend  the  curling  Vines  : 
Four  Figures  riling  from  the  Work  appear, 
The  various  Seafons  of  the  rolling  Year; 
And  what  is  that  which  binds  the  radiant  Sky, 
Where  twelve  bright  Signs  in  beauteous  Order  lie.         Pope. 

BOXING. 

Dogs  with  their  Tongues  their  Wounds  do  heal, 
But  Men  with  Hands,  as  thou  ihalt  feel.  Hud. 

At  firfl;  both  Parties  in  Reproaches  jar, 
And  make  their  Tongues  the  Trumpets  of  the  War. 
They  clutch  their  horny  Fills,  exchange  fuch  furious  Blows; 
Scarce  one  efcapes  with  more  than  half  a  Nofe. 
Some  Hand  their  Ground  with  half  their  Vitage  gone, 
But  with  the  Remnant  of  a  Face  fight  on. 
One  Eye  remaining  for  the  other  fpies. 
Which  now  on  Earth  a  trampled  Jelly  lie?.  Tat.  Juv. 

Nor,  tho'  his  Teeth  are  beaten  out,  his  Eyes 
Hang  by  a  String,  in  Bumps  his  Forehead  rife, 
Shall  he  prefume  to  mention  his  Difgrace, 
Or  beg  Amends  for  his  demolihYd  Face.  Dryi.Juv. 

As,  on  the  Confines  of  adjoining  Grounds, 
Twoftubborn  Swains  with  Blows  difpute  their  Bounds ; 
They  tug,  they  fweat,  but  neither  gain  nor  yield 
One  Foot,  one  Inch  0^  the  contended  Field.  Pope  Horn, 

Thus  often  at  xhe'femple  Stairs  we've  kzn 
Two  Tritons,  of  a  rough  athletic  Mien, 
Sourly  difpute  fome  Quarrel  of  the  Flood 
With  Knuckles  bruis'd,  and  Face  befrrearM  in  Blood: 
But,  at  the  firfl  Appearance  of  a  Fare, 
Both  quit  the  Fray,  and  to  their  Oars  repair.  Gar. 

BRAVE 
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BRAVE.     See  Courage. 

The  Brave  do  never  fhun  the  Light, 
Jfuft  are  their  Thoughts,  and  open  are  their  Tempers, 
Freely  without  Difguife  they  love  and  hate, 
Still  are  they  found  in  the  fair  Face  of  Day,  (Pen. 

And  Heav'n  and  Men  are  Judges  of  their  Aclions.  Row.  Fair 

On  Valour's  Side  the  Odds  of  Combate  lye; 
The  Brave  live  glorious,  or  lamented  die: 
The  Wretch  who  trembles  in  the  Field  of  Fame, 
Meets  Death,  or,  worle  than  Death, eternal  Shame.  Pope  Horn. 

The  Brave  meets  Danger,  and  the  Coward  flies.  Pope  Horn. 

BREASTS. 
With  what  rich  Globes  did  her  foft  Bofom  fwell ! 
Plump  as  ripe  Clutters  rofe  each  glowing  Breaft, 
Courting  the  Hand,  and  fuing  to  be  prefs'd.  J)uy 

The  yielding  Marble  of  her  fnowy  Bieaft.  Wail 

Thy  little  Breads  with  foft  Companion  fwell'd, 
Shov'd  up  and  down,  and  heav'd  like  dying  Birds.  Otw.  Orpb. 

BRIDE. 

The  Virgin  Bride,  who  fwoons  with  deadly  Fear, 
To  fee  the  End  of  all  her  Wifhes  near, 
When,  biufhing,  from  the  Light  and  publick  Eyes 
To  the  kind  Covert  of  the  Night  fhe  flies, 
With  equal  Fires  to  meet  the  Bridegroom  moves; 
Melts  in  his  Arms,  and  with  a  Loofelhe  loves.  Rozv.  Fair  Pen. 

What  ftrange  Diforders  youthful  Brides  exprefs, 
Impatient  Longings  for  the  Happinefs! 
Approaching  Joys  will  fo  difturb  the  Soul, 
As  Needles  always  tremble  near  the  Pole.      Otw.  Don.  Cart. 

BROOK.    See  Country- Life.  River.  Stream. 
bee  gentle  Brooks,  how  quietly  they  glide, 
Kifiing  the  rugged  Banks  on  either  Side: 
While  in  their  chryital  Streams  at  once  they  mow, 
And  with  them  feed  the  Flow'rs  which  they  beiW; 
Tho'  rudely  throng'd  by  a  too  near  Embrace, 
In  gentle  Murmurs  they  keep  on  their  Race 
To  the  lov'd  Sea  ;  for  Streams  have  their  Defires: 
Cool  as  they  are,  they  feel  Love's  pow'rful  Fires* 
And  with  fuch  Paflion,  that  if  any  Force 
Stop  or  moleft  them  in  their  am'rous  Courfe, 

C  They 
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They  fwcll,  break  down  with  Rage,  and  ravage  o'er 
The  Banks  they  kifs'd,  and  Flow'rs  they  fed  before.     Denb. 

As  when  fome  fimple  Swain  his  Cot  forfakes, 
And  wide  thro'  Fens  an  unknown  Journey  takes ; 
If  chance  p  fwelling  Brook  his  Paffage  ftay, 
And  foam  impervious  crofs  the  Wanderer's  Way, 
Confus'd  he  Hops,  a  Length  of  Country  paft, 
Eyes  the  rough  Waves,  and  tir'd  returns  at  iaft.      Pope  Horn. 

BRUTUS.     See  Liberty. 
Excellent  Brutus  !  of  all  human  Race 
The  belt,  till  Nature  was  improv'd  by  Grace  : 
From  thy  ftritt  Rule,  fome  think  that  thou  didfl  fwerve, 
(Miftaken  honeft  Men)  in  Ctefarh  Blood. 
What  Mercy  could  the  Tyrant's  Life  deferve 
From  him  who  kilPd  himfelf  rather  than  ferve  ? 
Th'Heroick  Exaltations  of  Good 

Are  fo  far  from  underftood, 
We  count  them  Vice  :  Alas  !  our  Sight's  fo  ill, 
That  things  which  fwiftefl  move,  feem  to  Hand  ltill ; 
We  look  not  upon  Virtue  in  her  Height, 
On  her  fupreme  Idea,  brave  and  bright, 

In  the  original  Light  ; 
But  as  her  Beams,  reflected,  pafs 
Thro'  our  own  Nature,  or  ill  Cuftom's  Ghfs ; 
And  'tis  no  Wonder  fo, 
If  with  dejected  Eye, 
In  Handing  Pools  we  feek  the  Sky, 
That  Stars  fo  high  above,  mould  feem  to  us  below. 

Can  we  Hand  by,  and  fee 
Our  Mother  robb'd,  and  bound,  and  ravifh'd  be  ; 
Yet  not  to  her  Amftance  llir, 
Pleas'd  with  the  Strength  and  Beauty  of  the  Raviflier? 
Or  fhall  we  fear  to  kill  him,  if  before 

The  canceled  Name  of  Friend  he  bore  ? 
Ingrateful  Brutus  do  they  call  ? 
In  grateful  Ca-fir,  who  could  Rome  enthrall ! 
An  Act  more  barbarous  and  unnatural, 
In  th'exaft  Balance  of  true  Virtue  try'd) 
Than  his  Succeffor  Nero's  Parricide. 

1  here's  none  but  Brutus  could  deferve 

That  all  Men  elfe  would  wifh  to  ferve, 

And  Oyer's  ufurp'd  Place  to  him  mould  prober; 

None  can  deierve'c  but  he  who  would  refufe  the  Offer. 


Brutus,     Bull. 

Ill  Fate  affum'd  a  Body  thee  t'affright, 

And  wrap'd  it  felfi'th' Terrors  of  the  Night; 

V 11  meet  thee  at  Philippi,  faid  the  Spright  : 

V II  meet  thee  there,  (aid'ft  thou, 
With  fuch  a  Voice,  and  fuch  a  Brow, 

As  put  the  trembling  Ghofl  to  fuddain  Flight. 

What  Joy  can  human  Things  to  us  afford, 

When  we  fee  perifh  thus,  by  odd  Events, 

111  Men  and  wretched  Accidents, 

The  bell  Caufe,  and  beft  Man  that  ever  drew  a  Sword  ? 
When  we  fee 

The  falfe  Oftavitts  and  wild  Anthony, 

God-like  Brutus  !  conquer  thee  ? 

What  can  we  fay,  but  thy  own  tragick  Word, 

That  Virtue,  which  had  worfliipp'd  been  by  thee, 

As  the  moil  folid  Good,  and  greatefl  Deity, 
By  that  fatal  Proof  became, 
An  Idol  only,  and  a  Name  ?  Cowl, 

BULL.     See  Enjoyment.    General. 

So  fares  the  Bull  in  his  lov'd  Female's  Sight, 
Proudly  he  bellows,  and  preludes  the  Fight  : 
He  tries  his  goring  Korns  againli  a  Tree, 
And  meditates  his  abient  Enemy: 
He  pufhes  at  the  Winds,  he  digs  the  Strand 
With  his  black  Hoofs,  and  fpurns  the  yellow  Sand.  Dryd.Virg. 

As  when  two  Bulls  for  their  fair  Female  fight, 
Jn  Silo's  Shades,  or  on  Taburnu?  Height  : 
With  Horns  adverfe  they  meet ;  the  Keeper  flies : 
Mute  ftands  the  Herd ;  the  Heifers  rowl  their  Eyes, 
And  wait  th'Event,  which  Victor  they  fhall  bear, 
And  who  (hall  be  the  Lord,  to  rule  the  lufty  Year, 
With  Rage  of  Love  the  jealous  Rivals  burn, 
And  Pufh  for  Pulh,  and  Wound  for  Wound  return. 
Their  Dewlaps  gor'd,  their  Sides  are  laVd  in  Blood; 
Loud  Cries  and  roaring  Sounds  rebellow  thro'  the  Wood.  Dry, 

Thus  a  ftrong  Bull  Hands  threat'ning  furious  War  ;    (Virg. 
He  flourifhes  his  Horns,  looks  fourly  round, 
And  hoarfly  bell'wing,  traverfes  hi?  Ground. 
For  want  of  Foes  he  does  the  Wood  provoke,  ~J) 

Runs  his  curi'd  Head  againft  the  next  tall  Oak,  J* 

Wiming  a  nobler  Object  of  his  Stroke.  Blac.J 

So  when  a  Bull,  nodding  his  brindled  Head, 
And  foftly  boUVing,  tr&verfes  the  Mead ; 

C    2  If 
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If  then  he  finds  th' invading  Hornet  cling 

Clofe  to  his  Flank,  and  feels  the  poifon'd  Sting; 

The  wounded  Beafr,  enrag'd  and  roaring  out, 

Whisks  round  his  Tail,  and  flings  and  flies  about ; 

Mad  with  fh'adhering  Plague's  tormenting  Pain, 

He  fcares  the  Herds,  and  raving  fcours  the  Plain.         Blac 

Thus  as  a  Bull  encompafs'd  with  a  Guard, 
Amid  the  Cirms  roars;  provok'd  from  far 
By  fight  of  Scarlet,  and  a  fanguine  War  : 
They  quit  their  Ground;  his  bending  Horns  elude, 
In  vain  purfuing,  and  in  vain  purfu'd.  Dryd.  Ovid. 

BULL- BAITING. 

So  when  a  gen'rous  Bull  for  Clowns  delight, 
Stands  with  his  Line  reftrain'd  prepar'd  for  Fight; 
Hearing  the  Youths  loud  Clamour,  and  the  Rage, 
Of  barking  MaftifFs  eager  to  engage  ; 
He  fnuffs  the  Air,  and  paws  the  trembling  Ground, 
Views  all  the  Ring,  and  proudly  walks  it  round: 
Defiance  lowering  on  his  brindled  Brows, 
Around,  difdainful  Looks  the  grifiy  Warriour  throws : 
His  haughty  Head  inclin'd  with  e*afy  Scorn, 
Th'  invading  Foe  high  in  the  Air  is  borne, 
Toft  from  the  Combatant's  victorious  Horn. 
Rais'd  to  the  Clouds,  the  fprawling  MaftifFs  fly, 
And  add  new  Monfters  to  the  frighted  Sky  ; 
The  clam'rous  Youth  to  aid  each  other  call, 
On  their  broad  Backs  to  break  the  Fav*rite's  Fall  : 
Some  ftretch'd  out  in  the  Field  lie  dead,  and  fome 
dragging  their  Entrails  on,  run  howling  home. 
With  difproportion'd  Numbers  prefs'd  at  length, 
He  breaks  his  Chain  collecting  all  his  Strength  ; 
Then  Dogs  and  Mafters,  fcar'd,  promifcuous  fly, 
A«id  fall'n  in  Heaps  the  pale  Spectators  lie  ; 
He  walks  in  Triumph,  nodds  his  conqu'ring  Head, 
And  proudly  Views  the  Spoils  about  him  fpread.  Blac, 

BULLET. 

So  the  cold  Bullet,  that  with  Fury  flung 


Add.  Ovid. 


From  Balearick  Engines  mounts  on  high, 
Glows  in  the  whirl,  and  burns  along  the  Sky. 

BUSINESS. 

Thou  Changling,  thou  bewitch'd  withNoife  and  Show, 
Would'ft  into  Courts  and  Cities  from  me  go;  Would'!* 


Bufinefs.     Butcher.  §2 

Would'ft  fee  the  World  abroad,  and  have  a  Share 
In  all  the  Follies  and  the  Tumults  there  ; 
Thou  would'ft,  forfooth,  be  fomething  in  the  State, 
And  Bus'nefs  thou  would'ft  have,  and  would'ft  create 

Bus'nefs ;  the  frivolous  Pretence 
Of  human  Luft,  to  make  off  Innocence.  CowL 

Bus'nefs,  which  dares  the  Joys  of  Kings  invade  I         Dry  J. 
If  there  be  Man,  ye  Gods,  I  ought  to  hate; 
Dependance  and  Attendance  be  his  Fate  : 
StiJl  let  him  bufy  be,  and  in  a  Croud1, 
And  very  much  a  Slave,  and  very  proud,  CowL 

The  Day  was  made 
To  number  out  the  Hours  of  bufy  Men, 
Let  them  be  bufy  ftiil,  and  itill  be  wretched, 
And  take  their  Fill  of  anxious  drudging  Day.  Dryd.  dmpbit. 
The  Tide  of  Bus'nefs,  like  the  running  Stream, 
Is  fometimes  high,  and  fometimes  low, 
A  quiet  Ebb  or  a  tempeftuous  Flow, 

And  always  in  Extream  : 
Now  with  a  noifelefs  gentle  Coorfe, 
It  keeps  within  the  middle  Bed  ; 
Anon  it  lifts  aloft  the  Head, 
And  bears  down  all  before  it  with  impetuous  Force: 

And  Trunks  of  Trees  come  rowing  down, 
Sheep  and  their  Folds  together  drown  ; 
Both  Houfe  and  Homefted  into  Seas  are  born, 
And  Rocks  are  from  their  old  Foundations  torn, 
And  Woods,  made  thin  with  Winds,  their  fcatter'd  Honours 

(mourn  Dryd.Hsr. 

BUTCHER, 

A  Wight, 
With  Gauntlet  blue,  and  Bafes  white 
And  round  blunt  Dudgeon  by  his  Side, 
Inur'd  to  Labour,  Sweat  and  Toil,- 
And,  like  a  Champion,  fhone  with  Oil : 
No  Engine  or  Device  Polemick, 
Difeafe,  nor  Dodlor  Epidemick, 
Tho'  itor'd  with  deletery  Med'cines 
(Which  wh,ofoever  took  is  dead  fince} 
E'er  fent  fo  vaft  a  Colony 
To  both  the  Under- Worlds  as  he  : 
For  he  was  of  that  nobler  Trade, 
That  Demi-Gods  and  Heroes  made: 

C  S  Slaughter 
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Slaughter,  and  Knocking  on  the  Head  ; 

The  Trade  to  which  they  all  were  bred  t 

And  is,  like  others,  glorious  when 

'Tis  great  and  large,  but  bafe  if  mean  : 

The  former  rides  in  Triumph  for  it, 

The  latter  in  a  two-wheel'd  Chariot; 

For  daring  to  prophane  a  Thing 

So  facred,  with-  vile  Bungling.  Hud. 


CALM. 

Now  the  loud  Winds  are  lull'd  into  a  Peace.  Dryd.  Ovid. 

The  Tempelt  is  overblown,  the  Skies  are  clear, 
And  the  Sea  charm'd  into  a  Calm  fo  ftill, 
That  not  a  Wrinkle  ruffles  her  fmooth  Face.  J)ryd.  Don.  Seb. 

As  when  a  general  Darknefs  veils  the  Main, 
(Soft  Zephyr  curling  the  wide  wat'ry  Plain) 
The  Waves  fcarce  heatfe,  the  Face  of  Ocean  fleeps, 
And  a  Hill  Horrour  faddens  all  the  Deeps.  Pope  Horn. 

We  often  fee  againft  fome  Storm 
A  Silence  in  the  Heav'ns,  the  Rack  Hand  ftill ; 
The  bold  Winds  fpeechlefs,  and  the  Orb  below 
As  hulh  as  Death.  Sbak.  Ham, 

Calm  as  the  Breath  which  fans  our  Eaftern  Grove.     Dryd. 

(Auren. 

As  peaceful  Seas  that  know  no  Storms,  and  only 
Are  gently  lifted  up  and  down  by  Tides.         Rozve  Fair  Pen. 

Calm  as  deep  Rivers  in  frill  Ev'nings  roll.  Blac. 

The  Clouds  difperfe,  the  Winds  their  Breath  reftrain, 
And  the  hu/h'd  Waves  lie  flatted  on  the  Main.     Dryd.Firg. 

Still  as  old  Chaos  before  Motion's  Birth.  Cozvl. 

CARE. 

Care,  that  in  Cloyflers  only  feals  her  Eyes; 
Which  Youth  thinks  Folly,  Age  as  Wifdom  owns  : 

Fools,  by  not  knowing  her,  outlive  the  Wile; 
She  vifits  Cities,  but  (lie  dwells  in  Thrones.        Dav.  Gc?id. 

All  Creatures  clfeaTime  of  Love  poflefs, 
Man  only  clogs  with  Cares  his  Happinefs ; 
And  while  he  mould  enjoy.his  Part  of  Blifs,         (of  Gran.. 
With  Thoughts  of  what  may  be,  deftroys  what  is.  Dryd.  Conq*\ 
What,  in  this  Life  which  foon  mult  end, 
Can  all  our  vain  Defigns  intend  ? 

From) 
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From  Shore  to  Shore  why  (hould  we  run, 
When  none  his  tirefome  Self  can  fliun  ? 
For  baneful  Care  will  ftill  prevail, 
And  overtake  us  under  Sail  : 
'Twill  dodge  the  great  ? Jan's  Train  behind, 
Out-run  the  Doe,  out-ily  the  Wind. 
.If  then  thy  Soul  rejoice  To-day 
Drive  far  To-morrow  Cares  away  ; 
In  Laughter  let  them  all  be  drcwn'd  : 
No  perfect  Good  is  to  be  found.  Otw.  Hor. 

An  angry  Care  did  dwell 

In  his  dark  Breaft,  and  all  gay  Forms  expel.  Cowl. 

A  thoufand  Cares  his  laboring  Breaft  revolves  ; 

Inly  he  groans,  while  Glory  and  Defpair 

Divide  his  Heart,  and  raife  a  doubtful  War.         Pope  Ihm. 

CAULDRON. 

So  when  with  crackling  Flames  a  Cauldron  fries, 
The  bubiing  Waters  from  the  bottom  rife  ; 
Above  the  Brims  they  force  their  fiery  Way, 
Black  Vapours  climb  aloft,  and  cloud  the  Day.     Dryd.  Virg* 

CENTAUR. 

Like  cloud-born  Centaurs,  from  the  Mountain's  Height, 
With  rapid  Courfe,  descending  to  the  Fight, 
They  ruin  along  :  The  rattling  Woods  give  way, 
The  Branches  bend  before  their  fweepy  Sway.    Dryd.Virg. 

The  cloud-begotten  Race,  half  Man,  half  Beaft.  Dryd.  Ovid* 

The  Centaur  Cyllarus. 
Nor  could  thy  Form,  O  Cyllarus  >  foreflow 
Thy  Fate ;  (if  Form  to  Moniters  we  allow) 
Jufl  bloom'd  thy  Beard,  thy  Beard  of  golden  Hue, 
Thy  Locks  in  golden  Waves  about  thy  Shoulders  flew. 
Sprightly  thy  Look ;  thy  Shapes  in  ev'ry  Part 
So  clean,  as  might  inilrucl  the  Sculptor's  Art, 
As  far  as  Man  extended ;  where  began 
The  Beait,  the  Beaft  was  equal  to  the  Man. 
Add  but  a  Horfe's  Head  and  Neck,  and  he, 
O  Caflor,  was  a  Courfer  worthy  thee. 
So  was  his  Back  proportion'd  for  the  Seat ; 
So  role  his  brawny  Cheft,  fo  fvviftly  mov'd  his  Feet  ,* 

C  4-  Cols- 
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Cole-black  his  Colour,  but  like  Jet  it  (hone ; 

His  Legs  and  flowing  Tail  were  white  alone-     Dryd.  Ovi&. 

CERBERUS. 

In  his  Den  they  found 

The  triple  Porter  of  the  Stygian  Sound, 

Grim  Cerberus  ;  who  foon  began  to  rear 

His  crefted  Snakes,  and  arm'd  his  bridling  Hairj 

Op'ning  his  greedy  grinning  Jaws,  he  gapes 

With  three  enormous  Mouths.  Dryd.  Virg* 

For  as  the  Pope,  that  keeps  the  Gate 
Of  Heav'n,  wears  three  Crowns  of  State; 
So  he,  that  keeps  the  Gates  of  Hell, 
Proud  CerFrus,  wears  three  Heads  as  well ; 
And,  if  the  World  have  any  Troth, 
Some  have  been  canomVd  in  both.  Had* 

CHAOS. 

The  Womb  of  Nature,  and  perhaps  her  Grave  ! 
Gloomy  Deed  !  dreary  Plain  !  forlorn  and  wild  ! 
The  Seat  of  Defolation  !  void  of  Light, 
Save  what  the  Glimm'ring  of  Hell's  livid  Flames 
Cads  pale  and  dreadful.  Milt. 

Rude  undigefled  Maf3 ! 
A  lifelefs  Lump,  unfafhion'd  and  unfram'd, 
Of  jarring  Seeds,  and  juftly  Chaos  nam'd.  Dryd. Ovid. 

Before  their  Eyes  in  fudden  View  appear 
The  Secrets  of  the  hoary  Deep  :  A  dark 
Illimitable  Ocean  without  Bound, 

Without  Dimenfion  ;  where  Length,  Breadth,  and  Height, 
And  Time,  and  Place,  are  lolh   Where  eldeft  Night, 
And  Chaos,  Anceflors  of  Nature,  kold 
Eternal  Anarchy,  amidft  the  Noife 
Of  endlefs  Wars,  and  by  Confuiion  ftand  : 
For  Hot,  Cold,  Moift,  and  Dry,  four  Champions  fierce, 
Strive  here  for  Mafl'ry,  and  to  Battel  bring 
Their  Embryon  Atoms:  They  around  the  Flag 
Of  each  his  Faction,  in  their  feveral  Clans, 
Light-arm'd  or  heavy,  (harp,  fmooth,  fvvift,  or  flow^ 
Swarm  populous:  unnumbered  as  the  Sands 
Of  Barca,  or  Cyrene's  torrid  Soil, 
Lcvy'd  to  fide  with  warring  Winds,  and  poife 
Their  lighter  Wings.     To  whom  thefe  moil  adhere, 

He 
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He  rules  a  Moment  :  Chaos  Umpire  fits, 

And  by  Decifion  more  embroils  the  Fray, 

By  which  he  reigns  ;  next  him  high  Arbiter 

Chance  governs  all.  Milt* 

And  now  the  Goddefs  with  her  Charge  defcends, 
Where  fcarce  one  chearful  Glimpfe  their  Steps  befriends. 
Here  his  forfaken  Seat  old  Chaos  keeps, 
And,  undifturb'd  by  Form,  in  Silence  fleeps : 
A  grifly  Wight,  and  hideous  to  the  Eye, 
An  aukward  Lump  of  fhapelefs  Anarchy  ; 
With  fordid  Age  his  Features  are  defac'd, 
His  Lands  unpeopled,  and  his  Countries  wafte. 
Upon  a  Couch  of  Jet,  in  thefe  Abodes, 
Dull  Night 9  his  melancholy  Confort,  nods. 
No  Ways  and  Means  their  Cabinet  employ, 
But  their  dark  Hours  they  watte  in  barren  Joy.  Gar. 

As  he  profefs'd, 

He  had  Firft  Matter  feen  undrefs'd,, 

He  took  her  naked,  all  alone 

Before  one  Rag  of  Form  was  on  : 

The  Chaos  too  he  had  defcry'd 

And  feen  quite  thro',  or  elfe  he  ly'd.  Had. 

Order,  a  baniuYd  Rebel,  flies  the  Place, 
And  Strife  and  Uproar  fill  the  noify  Space  : 
Tumult  and  Mi/rule  pleafe  at  Chaos*  Court, 
And  everlatting  Wars  his  Throne  fupport  y 
PleasM  with  thofe  Subjects  moft  that  leaft  obey. 
Here  heavier  Seeds  rufh  on  in  num'rous  Swarms, 
And  crufh  their  lighter  Foes  with  pond'rous  Arms. 
The  lighter  itrait  command  with  equal  Pride, 
And  on  mad  Whirlings  in  wild  Triumph  rid'e  : 
None  long  fubmits   to  a  fuperior  Pow'r  : 
Each  yields,  and  in  his  Turn  is  Conquerour.  £/a€r 

SATAN'j  Paffage  thro'  CHAOS. 
The  wary  Fiend  flood  on  the  Brink  of  HelJ, 
And  look'd  a  While  into  this  wild  Abyfs, 
Pond'ring  his  Voyage;  for  no  narrow  Frith- 
He  had  to  crofs  :  Nor  was  his  Ear  lefs  peal'd 
With  Noifes  loud  and  ruinous,  (to  compare 
Great  things  with  fmall)  than  when  Bellona  ftorms 
With  all  her  batt'ring  Engines,  bent  to  raze 
Some  Capital  City  j  or  lefs  than  if  this  Frame 

C  S  Of 
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Of  Heav'n  were  falling,  and  thefe  Elements 

In  Mutiny  had  from  her  Axle  torn 

The  ftedfaft  Earth.     At  laft  his  fail-broad  Vans 

He  fpreads  for  Flight,  and  in  the  furging  Smoke 

Uplifted  fpurns  the  Ground  :  Thence  many  a  League, 

As  in  a  cloudy  Chair  afcending,  rides 

Audacious ;  but  that  Seat  foon  failing,  meets 

A  vaft  Vacuity  :  All  unawares, 

Flutt'ring  his  Penons  vain,,  plumb  down  he  drops 

Ten  thoufand  Fathom  deep;  and  to  this  Hour 

Down  had  been  falling,  had  not  by  ill  Chance 

The  iirong  Rebuff  of  fome  tumultuous  Cloud, 

Jnftincl  with  Fire  and  Nitre,  hurry'd  him 

As  many  Miles  aloft  i  That  Fury  ftaid 

Quench1  d  in  a  boggy  Syrtis,  neither  Sea 

Nor  good  dry  Land.     Nigh  founder'd  on  he  fares, 

Treading  the  crude  Coniiftence  ;  half  on  foot, 

Half  flying  ;  behoves  him  now  both  Oar  and  Sail : 

As  when  a  Gryphon,  thro*  the  Wildernefs 

With  winged  Courfe  o'er  Kill  or  moory  Dale, 

Purfues  the  Arimaffian,  who  by  Stealth 

Had  from  his  wakeful  Cuftody  purloin'd 

The  guarded  Goid ;   fo  eagerly  the  Fiend 

O'er  Bog  or  Steep,  thro'  ftraight,  rough,  denfe',  or  rare, 

With  Head,  Hands,  Wings,  or  Feet  purfues  his  Way, 

And  fwims,  or  finks,  ot  wades,  or  creepe,  or  flies. 

At  length  a  u^iiverfal  Hubbub  wild 

Of  ftunning  Sounds,  and  Voices  all  confus'd, 

Borne  thro'  the  hollow  Dark,  aflaults  his  Ear 

With  loudeft  Vehemence  :  when  ftrait  behold  the  Throne 

Of  Chaos,  and  his  dark  Pavilion  fpread 

Wide  on  the  wafieful  Deep  :  With  him  enthron'd 

Sate  fable  vefted  Night »  eldeft  of  things, 

The  Con  fort  of  his  Reign  :  and  by  tiiem  flood 

Orcus  and  Hades,  and  the  dreaded  Name 

Of  Demogorgon  :  Rumour  next,  and  Chance* 

And  Tumult  and  Confujion,  all  embroii'd, 

And  Difcord,  with  a  thoufand  various  Mouths. 

Satan  thence 

Springs  upward  like  a  Pyramid  of  Fire 

Into  the  wild  Expanfe  ;  and  thro*  the  Shock 

Of  fighting  Elements,  on  ail  Sides  round 

Environ'd,  wins  his  way. 

At  laft  the  facrsd  Influence 

Of 
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Of  Light  appears,  and  from  the  Walls  of  Heav'n 

Shoots  far  into  the  Bofom  of  dim  Night 

A  glimm'ring  Dawn  :  Here  Nature  firft  begins 

Her  fartheft  Verge,  and  Chaos  to  retire, 

As  from  her  outmoft  Works,   a  broken  Foe, 

With  Tumult  lefs,  and  with  lefs  hoftile  Din ; 

That  Satan  with  lefs  Toil,  and  now  with  Eafe 

Wafts  on  the  calmer  Wave  by  dubious  Light  ; 

And,  like  a  Weather-beaten  VefTel,  holds 

Gladly  the  Port,  tho'  Shrowds  and  Tackle  torn,  Af*#i 

Satan  thus 
Voyag'd  th'  unreal,  vaft,  unbounded  Deep 
Ot  horrible  Confufion; 
And  thro1  the  palpable  Obfcure  toiPd  out 
His  uncouth  Paffage,  fpreading  his  airy  Flight, 
LJpborne  with  indefatigable  Wings> 
Over  the  vaft  Abrupt  ;  compell'd  to  ride 
Th'  untraceable  Abyfs,  plung'd  in  the  Womb 
Of  unoriginal  Nighty  and  Chaos  wild.  Milt, 

CHAPLAIN.     See  Priejt. 
CHARIOT. 

Bo]J  Erichthonius  was  the  firft  that  join'd 
Four  Horfes  for  the  rapid  race  defign'd, 
And  o'er  the  dufty  Wheels  prefiding  fate: 
The  hapitha  to  Chariots  add  the  State 
Of  Bits  and  Bridles  ;  taught  the  Steed  to  bound, 
To  run  the  Ring,  and  trace  the  mazy  Ground ; 
To  ftop,  to  fl;,  the  Rules  of  War  to  know, 
T'obey  the  Rider,  and  to  dare  the  Foe.  Dryd.  Virg.. 

C  H  A  R  I  O  T-R  ACE. 

Haft  thou  beheld  when  from  the  Goal  they  part  ? 
The  Youthful  Charioteers  with  heaving  Heart, 
Rufh  to  the  R?,ce,  and,  panting,  icareely  bear 
Th"'  Extreams  of  fev'rifh  Hope  and  chilling  Fear  ; 
Stoop  to  the  Reins,  a.:d  lafh  with  all  their  Force; 
The  flying  Chariots  kindle  in  the  Courfe, 
And  now  alow,  and  new  aloft  they  fly, 
As  borne  thro1  Air,  and  feem  to  touch  the  Sky  : 
No  Stop,  no  Stay;  but  Clouds  of  Sand  arife, 
Spurn'd,  and  call  backward  in  the  FokVeri  Eyes  : 
The  hindmoft  blows  the  Foam  upon  the  firft  ; 
Such  is  the  Love  0:  Prai.e,  and  honourable  Thirft  !  Dryd.Vir?. 
C  6  So 
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So  four  fiercce  Courfers,  darting  to  the  Race, 
Scour  thro1  the  Plain,  and  lengthen  ev'ry  Pace : 
Nor  Reins,  nor  Curbs,  nor  threat'ning  Cries  they  fear, 
But  force  along  the  trembling  Charioteer.  Dryd.  Virg, 

The  Driver  whirls  the  lengthful  Thong, 
The  Horfes  fly,  the  Chariot  fmokes  along  : 
Clouds  from  their  Noilrils  the  fierce  Courfers  blow, 
And  from  their  Sides  the  Foam  defcendsin  Snow.  Pop. Hem. 

C  H  A  R  N  E  L-H  OUSE. 

Behold  a  Charnel  Houfe 
O'er  cover'd  quite  with  dead  Mens  rattling  Bones, 
With  reeky  Shanks,  and  yellow  chaplefs  Skulls. 

(Sbak.  Rom.  &  Jul. 

CHARON. 

Upon  the  gloomy  Banks  of  Acheron^ 
Whofe  troubled  Eddies,  thick  with  Ooze  and  Clay, 
-Are  whirl' d  aloft,  and  in  Cocytus  loft, 
Old  Cbaro?i  Hands  who  rules  the  dreary  Coafl  ; 
A  fordid  God  ?  down  from  his  hoary  Chin 
A  Length  of  Beard  defcends,  uncomb'd,  unclean  : 
His  Eyes  like  hollow  Furnaces  on  Fire  : 
A  Girdle,  foul  with  Greafe,  binds  his  obfeene  Attire, 
He  fpreads  his  Canvafs ;  with  his  Pole  he  fleers  : 
The  Frights  of  flitting  Ghofts  in  his  thin  Bottom  bears: 
He  look'd  in  Years  ;  yet  in  his  Years  were  feen 
A  youthful  Vigour,  and  autumnal  Green.  Dryd.  Virg. 

CHEAT.     See  Coward. 
Doubtlefs  the  Pleafure  is  as  great, 

Of  being  cheated,  as  to  cheat, 

As  Lookers-on  feel  moil  Delight, 

That  ieaft  perceive  the  fuggler's  Slight ; 

And  Hill  the  lefs  they  Underlhnd, 

The  more  th'admire  the  Slight  of  Hand,        Hud. 
For  the  dull  World  moll  Honour  pay  to  thole, 
Who  on  their  Underilanding  moil  impofe. 
Firfl  Man  creates,  and  then  he  fears,  the  Elf: 
Thus  others  cheat  him  not,  but  he  him'elf. 
He  loaths  the  Subllance,  and  he  loves  the  Show  : 
He  hates  Realities,  and  hugs  the  Cheat, 
And  flill  the  only  Pleafure's  the  Deceit. 
So  Meteors  flatter  with  a  dazling  Dye, 
Which  no  Exilten.ee  has  but  iti  the  Eye.  A  t 
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At  Diftance  Profpecls  pleafe  us,  but  when  near, 

We  find  but  defart  Rocks  and  fleeting  Air  ; 

From  Stratagem  to  Stratagem  we  run, 

And  he  knows  moft,  who  lateft  is  undone.  Gar. 

An  honeit  Man  may  take  a  Knave's  Advice  : 
But  Idiots  only  will  be  couzen'd  twice  : 
Once  warn'd  is  well  bewared,      Dryd.  the  Cock  and  the  Fox. 
For  once  deceiv'd,  was  his;  but  twice,  was  mine.    Pep.Hom, 

CHIMERA. 
A  mingled  Monfter,  of  a  mortal  Kind; 
Behind,  a  Dragon's  fiery  Tail  was  fpread  ; 
A  Goat's  rough  Body  bore  a  Lyon's  Head : 
Her  pitchy  Noftrils  flaky  Flames  expire ; 
Her  gaping  Throat  emits  infernal  Fire.  Pep.  Hem'. 

CITY. 

There  with  like  Hafte  to  feveral  Ways  they  run. 

Some  to  undo,  and  fome  to  be  undone. 

While  Luxury  and  Wealth,  like  War  and  Peace, 

Are  each  the  other's  Ruin  and  Increafe  : 

As  Rivers  loft  in  Seas,  fome  fecret  Vein 

Thence  re- conveys,  there  to  be  loft  again.  Denh. 

CLIFF. 

Behold  a  Cliff,  whofe  high  and  beading  Head 
Looks  dreadful  down  upon  the  roaring  Deep  : 
How  fearful, 

And  dizzy  'tis  to  caft  one's  Eyes  fo  low  ! 
The  Crows  and  Choughs,  that  wing  the  Mid-way  Air, 
Shew  fcarcefo  grofs  as  Beetles  :  Halfway  down 
Hangs  one  that  gathers  Samphire  :  Dreadful  Trade  ! 
The  Fifhermen  that  walk  upon  the  Beach, 
Appear  like  Mice  ;  and  yon  tall  anch'ring  Bark 
Seems  lelfen'd  to  her  Cock  ;  her  Cock  a  Buoy, 
Almoft  too  fmall  for  Sight.     The  murm'ring  Surge 
Cannot  be  heard  fo  high.  Shake.  K.  Lear. 

As  from  fome  fteep  and  dreadful  Precipice, 
The  frighted  Traveller  cafts  down  his  Eyes, 
And  fees  the  Ocean  at  fo  great  a  Diftance, 
It  looks  as  if  the  Skies  were  funk  beneath  him  : 
If  then  fome  neighb'ring  Shrub,  how  weak  foe'er, 
Peep  up,  his  willing  Eyes  ftop  gladly  there, 

And 
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And  feem  to  eafe  themfelves,  and  reft  upon  it.  Dryd.Rw.Lad. 

As  one  condemn'd  to  leap  a  Precipice, 
Who  fees  before  his  Eyes  the  Depth  below, 
Stops  fhort,  and  looks  about  for  fome  kind  Shrub 
To  break  his  dreadful  Fall.  Dryd.  Span.  Fry. 

CLOUDS,  See  Deluge.  Storm.  Tempejf.  Thunder.  Wind. 

Not  one  kind  Star  was  kindled  in  the  Sky, 
Nor  could  the  Moon  her  borrow'd  Light  fupply  : 
For  mifty  Clouds  involv'd  the  Firmament, 
The  Stars  were  muffled,  and" the  Moon  was  pent.  Dryd.Virg. 

Mark  what  colle&ed  Night  involves  the  Skies.  Dryd.Virg. 

O'erfpreading  Mifts  th'  extingu'mYd  Sun- beams  drown,    ? 
Dark  Clouds  o'er  all  the  black  Horizon  frown,  •> 

And  hang  their  deep  hydropick  Bellies  down.  Blac.  3 

The  low'ring  Clouds  that  dip  themfelves  in  Rain, 
To  fnake  their  Fleeces  on  the  Earth  again     Dryd.  bid.  Emp. 

The  Rack  of  Clouds  is  driving  on  the  Wind, 
And  fnews  a  Break  of  Sunfhine.  Dryd.  D-  c/Guife, 

When  on  their  March  embactel'd  Clouds  appear, 
What  formidable  Gloom  their  Faces  wear ! 
How  wide  their  Front  J  How  deep  and  black  the  Rear  ! 
How  do  their  threat'ning  Heads  each  other  throng ! 
How  flow  the  crouding  Legions  move  along  ! 
The  Winds,  with  all  their  Wings,  -can  fcarcely  bear, 
Th'  oppreffive  Burden  of  th'  impending  War.  Biac. 

COCK.     See  Creation.     Sleep. 
Within  this  Homefteed  liv'd,  without  a  Peer 
For  crowing  loud,  the  noble  Chanticleer. 
So  hight  the  Cock,  whole  Singing  did  furpafs 
The  Merry  Notes  of  Organs  at  the  Mafs  : 
More  certain  was  the  Crowing  of  this  Cock 
To  number  Hours,  than  is  an  Abbey- Clock  ; 
And  fooner  than  the  Mattin-Bell  was  rung, 
He  clap'd  his  Wings  upon  his  Rooft  and  Tung. 
High  was  his  Comb,  and  coral-red  withall, 
In  Dents  imbattePd,  like  a  Caftle-Wail  : 
His  Bill  was  raven-black,  and  fhone  like  Jet; 
Blue  were  his  Legs,  and  orient  were  his  Feet; 
White  were  his  Nails,  like  Silver  to  behold  ; 
His  Body  glitt'ring  like  the  burniihM  Gold. 
This  gentle  Cock,  tor  S<;h(  c  of  his  Life, 
Six  Miffeo  had,  befides  his  lawful  Wife : 

Dame 


Cock.     Comet.  63 

Dame  Partlet  was  the  Sov'reign  of  his  Heart ; 
Ardent  in  Love,  outrageous  in  his  Play, 
He  feather'd  her  a  hundred  times  a  Day  ; 
And  lhe,  that  was  not  only  palling  fair, 
But  was  withal  difcreet  and  debonair ; 
Refolv'd  the  paffive  Do&rine  to  fulfil, 
Tho' loth,  and  let  him  work  his  wicked  Will  : 
At  Board  and  Bed  was  affable  and  kind,  "^ 

According  as  the  Marriage- Vow  did  bind,  > 

And  as  the  Church's  Precept  had  enjoin'd.  _) 

By  this  her  Husband's  Heart  me  did  obtain  ; 
(What  cannot  Beauty,  join'd  with  Virtue  gain  ?) 
She  was  his  only  Joy,  and  he  her  Pride ; 
She,  when  he  walk'd,  went  pecking  by  his  Side: 
If  fpurning  up  the  Ground  he  fprung  a  Corn, 
The  Tribute  in  his  Bill  to  her  was  borne. 
But  oh  !  what  Joy  it  was  to  hear  him  fing 
In  Summer,  when  the  Dciy  began  to  fpring  I 
Stretching  his  Neck,  and  warbling  in  his  Throat, 
Solus  turn  fefa;  was  his  only  Note.    Dryd.  Chau.  The  Cock  and 
The  crowing  Cock  (the  Fox, 

Salutes  the  Light,  and  ftruts  before  his  feather'd  Flock. 

(Dryd.  Tbeoc: 
COMET. 
Thus  threading  Comets,  when  by  Night  they  rife, 
Shoot  fanguine  Streams,  and  fadden  all  the  Skies.  Dryd.Firg. 

He,  like  a  Comet,  burn'd, 
That  fires  the  Length  of  Opbiucus  huge 
In  tW ArSlick  Sky;  and  from  his  horrid  Hair 
Shakes  Peftilence  and  War.  Milt. 

Portending  Blood,  like  blazing  Star, 
The  Beacon  of  approaching  War.  Hud, 

As  the  red  Comet,  from  Saturnius  fent 
To  fright  the  Nations  with  a.  dire  Portent, 
(A  fatal  Sign  to  Armies  on  the  Plain. 
Or  trembling  Sailors  on  the  wint'ry  Main) 
With  fweeping  Glories  glides  along  in  Air, 
And  makes  the  Sparkles  from  his  blazing  Hair.       Pop.  Horn. 

Hung  be  the  Heav'ns  with  Black;  yield  Day  to  Night: 
Comets,  importing  Change  to  Times  and  States, 
Brandifh  your  golden  Treffes  in  the  Skies. 
And  with  the*n  fcourge  the  bad  revolted  Stars, 
That  have  contented  unto  Henrys  Death.       Shah,  1  Hen.  6. 

When 
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When  Beggars  dye,  there  are  no  Comets  feen, 
The  Heav'ns  themfelves  blaze  forth  the  Death  of  Princes. 

ShahJulCaf. 
COMPASSION. 

Compaflion  proper  to  Mankind  appears, 
Which  Nature  witnefs'd  when  fhelent  us  Tears. 
Of  tender  Sentiments  we  only  give 
Thofe  Proofs- :  To  weep  is  our  Prerogative  ; 
To  fhew  by  pitying  Looks  and  melting  Eyes, 
How  with  a  fufFring  Friend  we  fympathize. 
Who  can  all  Senfe  of  other's  Ills  efcape, 
Is  but  a- Brute  at  beft  in  human  Shape. 
This  natural  Piety  did  rlrft  refine 
Our  Wit,  and  rais'd  our  Thoughts  to  Things  divine  : 
This  proves  our  Spirit  of  the  Gods  Defcent, 
While  that  of  Beafts  is  prone  and  downward  bent: 
To  them,  but  Earth-born  Life  they  did  difpenfe  ; 
To  us-,  for  mutual  Aid,  celeftial  Senfo.  Tatejuz'* 

CONJURER  and  ALMANACK-MAKER. 

He  had  been  long  tow'rds  Mathematicks, 
Opticks,  Philofophy,  and  Staticks, 
Magick,  Horofcopy,  Altrology, 
And  was  an  old  Dog  at  Phylrology* 
But  as  a  Dog  that  turns  the  Spit, 
Beftirs  himfelf,  and  plies  his  Feet 
To  climb  the  Wheel,  but  all  in  vain, 
His  own  Weight  brings  him  down  again  j- 
And  ftil)  he's  in  the  felffame  Place, 
Where  at  his  Setting- out  he  was  : 
So,  in  the  Circle  of  the  Arts, 
Did  he  advance  his  nat'ral  Parts  v 
Till  falling  back  ftill  for  Retreat,., 
He  fell  to  juggle,  cant  and  cheat. 
For  as  thofe  Fowls  that  live  in  Water, 
Are  never  wet,  he  did  but  fmatter. 
Whate'er  he  labour'd  to  appear 
His  Underltanding  itill  was  clear. 
He'ad  read  Deis  Prefaces  before 
The  Devil,  and  Euclid  o'er  and  o'er. 
He  with  the  Moon  was  more  familiar, 
Than  e'er  was  Almanack  Well-wilier  : 
Her   Secrets   underftood  fo  clear, 
That  fome  beiiev'd  he  had  been  there  : 

Knew 
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Knew  when  me  was  in  fitted  Mood 

For  catting  Corns,  and  leKing  Blood  ; 

When  for  anointing  Scabs  or  Itches, 

Or  to  the  Bum  applying  Leeches; 

When  Sows  and  Bitches  may  be  fpayM  ; 

And  in  what  Sign  bell  Cyders  made ; 

Whether  the  Wane  be,  or  Increafe, 

Beit  to  let  Garlick,  or  fow  Peafe. 

He  made  an  Inftrument  to  know, 

If  the  Moon  mine  at  Full  or  no, 

That  would,  as  foon  as  e'er  it  fhone,  flrait, 

Whether  'twere  Day  or  Night,  demonftrate. 

Tell  what  her  Diameter  t'  an  Inch  is, 

And  prove  (he  is  not  made  of  green  Cheefe* 

It  would  demonftrate  that  the  Man  in 

The  Moon's  a  Sea  Mediterranean : 

And  that  it  is  no  Dog  nor  Bitch, 

That  Hands  behind  him  at  his  Breech  ; 

But  a  huge  Cafpian  Sea  or  Lake, 

With  Arms,  which  Men  for  Legs  mifiake  : 

How  large  a  Gulph  his  Tail  compofes, 

And  what  a  goodly  Bay  his  Nofe  is, 

How  many  German  Leagues  by  th'  Scale 

Cape  Snout's  from  promontory  Tail. 

He  made  a  planetary  Gm> 

Which  Rats  would  run  their  own  Heads  in; 

And  come  on  purpofe  to  be  taken, 

Without  th' Expence  of  Cheefe  or  Bacon, 

With  Lute- firings  he  would  counterfeit 

Maggots  that  crawl  on  Difh  of  Meat. 

Quote  Moles  and  Spots  in  any  Place 

O'  th'  Body  by  the  Index  Face. 

Detect  loft  Maidenheads  by  Sneezing, 

Or  breaking  Wind  of  Dames,  or  piffing. 

Cure  Warts  or  Corns  with  Application 

Of  Med'cines  to  th1  Imagination, 

Fright  Agues  into  Dogs,  and  fcare 

With  Rhimes  the  Tooth-ach  and  Catarrh  : 

He  knew  whatever's  to  be  known  ; 

But,  much  more  than  he  knew,  would  own.  Hud. 

CONSCIENCE. 

Severe  Decrees  may  keep  our  Tongues  in  Awe, 
But  to  our  Thoughts  what  Edict  can  give  Law  ? 

Eva 
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Ev'n  you  your  felf  to  your  own  Breaft  fhall  tell 
Your  Crimes,  and  your  own  Confcience  be  your  Hell. 

What  Bus'nefs  has  my  Confcience  with  a  Crown? 
She  finks  in  Pleafures,  and  in  Bowls  will  drown. 
If  Mirth  mould  fail,  I'll  bufy  her  with  Cares; 
Silence  her  cl?m'rous  Voice  with  louder  Wars; 
Trumpets  and  Drums  fhall  fright  her  from  the  Throne, 
As  founding  Cymbols  aid  the  laboring  Moon. 

RepelFd  by  thofe,  more  eager  me  will  grow, 
Spring  back  more  ftrongly  like  a  Scythian  Bow  : 
Amidft  your  Train  this  unfeen  Judge  will  wait, 
Examine  how  you  came  by  all  your  State  ; 
Upbraid  your  impious  Pomp,  and  in  your  Ear 
Will  hollow  Rebel,  Traitor,  Murtherer, 
Your  ill-got  Power  wan  Looks  and  Care  fhall  bring, 
Known  but  by  Difcontennt  to  be  a  King : 
Of  Crowds  afraid,  yet  anxious  when  alone, 
You'll  fit,  and  brt)od  your  Sorrows  on  a  Throne.  Dryd-Auren* 
Nature  has  made  Man's  Breaft  no  Windores. 
To  publifh  what  he  does  within  Doors ; 
Nor  what  dark  Secrets  there  inhabit, 
Unlefs  his  own  rafh  Folly  blab  it  ; 
And  a  large  Confcience  is  all  one, 
And  fignifies  the  fame  with  none.  Hud. 

The  Confcience  is  the  Tell  of  ev'ry  Mind  j 
Seek  not  thy  felf  without  thy  felf  to  find.  Dryd.  Per/. 

My  ugry  Guilt  flies  in  my  confeious  Face, 
And  I  am  vanquihYd,  flain  with  Bofom-War.     LeeMttbrid. 

Lead  me  where  my  own  Thoughts  themfelves  may  lofe  me ; 
Where  I  may  doze  out  what  I've  left  of  Life, 
Forget  my  felf,  and  this  Day's  Guilt. 
Cruel  Remembrance,  how  (hall  I  appeafe  thee  !  OtwVen.Pref. 

Confcience,  the  foolifh  Pride  of  doing  well !   Dr.  Ind.  Emp. 

Confcience,  that  of  all  Phyfick  works  the  laft  !    Dry. PaL 

(&'  Arc. 

The  Confcience  of  a  People  is  their  Pow'r.  Dry  D.  cfGuife. 

Confcience  is  a  Word  that  Cowards  ufe, 
Devis'd  at  firft  to  keep  the  Strong  in  Awe.       Sbak.Ricb.  3. 
CONSPIRACY. 

O  the  curft  Fate  of  aft  Confpiracies  ! 
They  move  on  many  Springs,  if  one  but  fail. 
The  reftifF  Machine  Hops.  Dryd.  Dor..  Set. 

O  Confpiracy  ! 
Sham'ft  thou  to  fhew  thy  dang'rous  Brow  by  Night, 
When  Evils  are  mofl  free  ?  O  then  by  Day  Where 


Conftancy.     Content.  67 

Where  wilt  theu  find  a  Cavern  dark  enough 

To  mask  thy  monftrous  Vifage  ?  Seek  for  none ; 

Hide  it  in  Simiiies  and  Affability  : 

For  if  thou  put  thy  native  Semblance  on, 

Not  Erebus  it  felf  were  dim  enough 

To  hide  thee  from  Prevention.  Sbak.Jul.Caf. 

CONSTANCY.      See  hcovJJancy.    Protejlatfims 
of  Love. 

Conftant  as  Courage  to  the  Brave  in  Battel ; 
Conftant  as  Martyrs  burning  for  their  Gods.  Lee. 

There's  no  fuch  thing  as  Conftancy  we  call ; 
Faith  ties  not  Hearts,  'tis  Inclination  all. 
Some  Wit  defornVd,  or  Beauty  much  decayed, 
Firft,  Conftancy  in  Love  a  Virtue  made  : 
From  Friendship  they  that  Land-mark  did  remove,     (Gran, 
And  falfely  plac'd  it  on  the  Bounds  of  Love.    Dryd.  Csng.  of 

The  World's  a  Scene  of  Changes,  and  to  be 
Conftant,  in  Nature  were  Inconstancy; 
For  'twere  to  break  the  Laws  herielf  has  made. 
Our  Subftances  themfelves  do  fleet  and  fade  : 
The  moft  fix'd  Being  ftill  does  move  and  fly, 
Swift  as  the  Wings  of  Time  'tis  meafur'd  by. 
T'  imagine  then  that  Love  mould  never  ceafe., 
Love,  which  is  but  the  Ornament  of  thele, 
Were  quite  as  fenfelefs  as  to  wonder  why 
Beauty  and  Colour  ftay  not  when  we  die.  "  Cowfc 

CONTENT. 

Content  is  Wealth,  the  Riches  of  the  Mind  ; 
And  happy  he  who  can  that  Treafure  find  I 
But  the  bafe  Mifer  ftarves  amidft  his  Store,  "D 

Broods  on  his  Gold;  and,  griping  ftill  at  more,       (Ta/e.  > 
Sits  fadly  pining,  and  believes  he's  poor.  Dry.  JVifecfBatfrs  3 

Content  alone  can  all  their  V/rongs  redrefs, 
Content,  that  other  Name  for  Happinefs  ; 
'Tis  equal  if  our  Fortunes  mould  augment, 
And  itretch  themfelves  to  the  fame  vaft  Extent 
With  our  Defires;  or  thofe  Defires  abate, 
Shrink  and  contract  themfelves  to  fit  our  State, 
Th' unhappy  Man,  Slave  to  his  wild  Defire, 
By  feeding  it,  foments  the  raging  Fire  : 
His  Gains  augment  his  unextinguifh'dThirft, 
With  Plenty  poor,  and  with  Abundance  curft, 

Sour 
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Sour  Difcontent  that  quarrels  with  our  Fate 

May  give  frefli  Smart,  but  not  the  old  abate : 

Th1  uneafy  Paffion's  difingenuous  Wit, 

The  111  reveals,  but  hides  the  Benefit.  BUc. 

Secure  and  free  from  Bus'nefs  of  the  State, 
And  more  fecure  of  what  the  Vulgar  prate  ; 
Here  I  enjoy  my  private  Thoughts,  nor  care 
What  Rot  the  Sheep  for  Southern  Winds  prepare  ; 
Survey  the  neighb'ring  Fields,  and  not  repine, 
When  I  behofd  a  larger  Crop  than  mine. 
To  fee  a  Beggar's  Brat  in  Riches  flow, 
Adds  not  a  Wrinkle  to  my  even  Brow.  Dryd.  Per], 

He  laugh' d  at  all  the  Vulgar's  Cares  and  Fears, 
At  their  vain  Triumphs,  and  their  vainer  Tears  ; 
An  equal  Temper  in  his  Mind  he  found, 
When  Fortune  flatter' d  him,  and  when  {he  frown'd.  Dry.  Jttv. 

Since  all  great  Souls  ftill  make  their  own  Content, 
We  to  ourfelves  may  all  our  Wifhes  grant; 
For  nothing  coveting,  we  nothing  want.      Dryd.  Ind.  Emp-. 

They  cannot  want  who  wifh  not  to  have  more: 
Who  ever  faid  an  Anchoret  was  poor  ?        Dryd.  Sec.  Live* 

Forgive  the  Gods  the  reft,  and  Hand  confin'd 
To  Health  of  Body,  and  Content  of  Mind  I 
A  Soul  that  can  fecurely  Death  defy, 
And  count  it  Nature's  Privilege  to  die; 
Serene  and  manly,  harden'd  to  fuftain 
The  Load  of  Life,  and  exercis'd  in  Pain ; 
Guiltlefs  of  Hate,  and  Proof  againft  Defire; 
That  all  Things  weighs,  and  nothing  can  admire.  Dryd.  Jap. 

Reft  we  contented  with  our  preient  State  ; 
'Tis  anxious' to  enquire  of  future  Fate.  Dryd.K.Arth. 

Be  fatisfy'd  and  pleas' d  with  what  thou  art ; 
Act  chearfully  and  well"  th*  allotted  Part  ; 
Enjoy  the  prefent  Hour,  be  thankful  for  the  paft, 
And  neither  fear  nor  wifh  th7 Approaches  of  the  laft. 

(Cowl.  Mart. 

CORPS. 

A  Lump  of  fenfelefs  Clay  !  the  Leavings  of  a  Soul.     Dryd. 

All  p<ile  he  lies,  and  looks  a  lovely  Flow'r, 
New  cropt  by  Virgin  Hands  to  drefs  the  Bow'r  : 
Unfaded  yet,  but  yet  unfed  below:  Dryd.Virg.- 

No  more  to  Mother  Earth,  or  the  green  Stem  fhallowe. 

CORN. 
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CORN. 

The  bearded  Product  of  the  golden  Year,        Dry  J,  Virg* 
As  when  a  fudden  Storm  of  Hail  and  Rain 
Beats  to  the  Ground  the  yet  unbearded  Grain; 
Think  not  the  Hopes  of  Harveft  are  deftroy'd 
On  the  flat  Field  and  on  the  naked  Void ; 
The  light  unloaded  Stem,  from  Tempeft  Freed, 
Will  raife  the  youthful  Honours  of  his  Head ; 
And,  foon  reftor'd  by  native  Vigour,  bear 
The  timely  Product  of  the  bounteous  Year.         Dry d.  Virg. 

As  when  a  Field 
Of  Ceres,  ripe  for  Harveft,  waving  bends 
Her  bearded  Grove  of  Ears,  which  Way  the  Wind 
Sways  them;   the  careful  Plowman  doubting  Hands, 
Left  on  the  Threfhing  Floor  his  hopeful  Sheaves 
Prove  Chaff.  Milt. 

COUNSELLOR,^  Jujlice  of  the  Peace. 
An  old  dull  Sot,  who'ad  told  the  Clock 
For  many  Years  at  Bridewell  Dock, 
At  Weftminfter,  and  Hicks  s  Kail  ; 
And  Hiclius  Dottius  play'd  in  all : 
Where  in  all  Governments  and  Times, 
He'd  been  both  Friend  and  Foe  to  Crimes ; 
And  us'd  two  equal  Ways  of  gaining, 
By  hind'ring  Juftice,  or  maintaining  : 
To  many  a  Whore  gave  Privilege, 
And  whip'd  for  want  of  Quarteridge  : 
Cart-loads  of  Bawds  to  Prifon  fent, 
For  being  behind  a  Fortnight's  Rent ; 
And  many  a  trufty  Pimp  and  Crony, 
To  Puddle  Dock,  for  Want  of  Money. 
Engag'd  the  Conftable  to  feize 
All  thofe  who  would  not  break  the  Peace ; 
Nor  give  him  back  his  own  foul  Words, 
Tho'  fometimes  Commoners  or  Lords; 
And  kept  them  Prifoners  of  Courfe, 
For  being  fober  at  ill  Hours  ? 
That  in  the  Morning  he  might  free, 
Or  bind  them  over  for  his  Fee. 
Made  Monfters  fine,  and  Puppet  Plays, 
Fox  leave  to  practiie  in  their  Ways. 

Farmed 
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Farm'd  out  all  Cheats,  and  went  a  Share 

With  th'Headborough  and  Scavenger, 

And  made  the  Dirt  i'th'Streets  compound 

For  taking  up  the  publick  Ground  : 

The  Kennel  and  the  King's  Highway, 

For  being  unmolefted,  pay. 

Let  out  the  Stocks,  and  Whipping-Poft, 

And  Cage,  to  thofe  that  gave  him  moft. 

Impos'd  a  Tax  on  Bakers  Ears, 

And  for  falfe  Weights  on  Chandelers. 

Made  Victuallers  and  Vintners  fine 

For  arbitrary  Ale  and  Wine  : 

But  was  a  kind  and  conllant  Friend 

To  all   that  regularly  offend  : 

As-  Residentiary  Bawds, 

And  Brokers  that  receive  ftoPn  Goods ; 

That  cheat  in  lawful  Myfteries, 

And  pay  Church-Duties,  and  his  Fees: 

But  was  implacable  and  aukward 

To  iuch  as  interlop'd  and  hauker'd. 

To  this  brave  Man  the  Knight  repairs 

For  Counfel   in   his  Law-Affairs  ; 

And  found  him  mounted  in  his  Pew, 

With  Books  and  Money,  plac'd  for  Shew, 

Like  Neft-Eggs  to  make  Clients  lay, 

And  for  his  falfe  Opinion  pay. 

To  whom  the  Knight,  with  comely  Grace, 

Put  off  his  Hat,  to  put  his  Cafe  : 

Which  he  as  proudly  entertain'd, 

As  th'other  courteoufly  ftrain'd  : 

And,  to  affure  him  'twas  "not  that 

Ke  look'd  for,  bid  him  put  on's  Hat. 

COUNTRY-LIFI 
Hail  old  Patrician  Trees !  fo  great  and  good  ! 

Hail  ye  Plebeian  Underwood  ! 

Where  the  Poetick  Birds  rejoice, 
And,  for  their  quiet  Nefts  and  plenteous  Food, 

Pray  with  their  grateful  Voice. 
Hail  the  poor  Mufes  richcft  Manor-Seat  ! 

Ye  Country  Houfes  and  Retreat, 

Which  all  the  happy  Gods  lb  love. 
That  for  you  oft  they  quit 
Their  bright  and  great  Metropolis  above. 
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Here  Nature  does  a  Houfe  for  me  erecl  ; 
Nature,  the  wifeft  Architect  ! 
Who  thofe  fond  Artifts  does  defpife, 
That  can  the  fair  and  living  Trees  neglect, 
Yet  the  dead  Timber  prize. 
Here  let  me,  carelefs  and  unthoughtful  lying, 

Here  the  foft  Winds,  above  me  flying, 
With  all  the  wanton  Boughs  difpute, 
And  the  more  tuneful  Birds  to  both  replying ; 

Nor  be  my  lelf  too  mute. 
A  filver  Stream  Hill  rouls  his  Waters  near, 

Gilt  with  Sun-beams  here  and  there, 
On  whofe  enamel'd  Bank  I'll  walk, 
And  fee  how  prettily  they  fmile,  and  hear 

How  prettily  they  talk.  Cowl, 

O  Fountains  !  when  in  you  (hall  I 
My  felf,  easM  of  unpeaceful  Thoughts,  efpy  ? 
O  Fields !  O  Woods !  when,  when,  mall  I  be  made 
The  happy  Tenant  of  your  Shade  ? 
Here's  the  Spring- head  of  Pleafure's  Flood, 
Where  all  the  Riches  lie,  that  fhe 
Has  coin'd  and  ftamp'd  for  Good. 
Pride  and  Ambition,   here, 
Only  in  far-fetch'd  Metaphors  appear. 
Here  nought  but  Winds  can  hurtful  Murmurs  fcatter, 
And   nought  but  Echo  flatter. 
The  Gods,  when  they  defcended  hither 
From  Heav'n,  did  always  chufe  this  Way ; 
And  therefore  we  may  boldly  fay, 
That  'tis  the  Way  too  thither.  CcioL 

How  happy  in  his  low  Degree, 
How  rich  in  humble  Poverty  is  he, 
Who  leads  a  quiet  Country-Life, 
Difcharg'd  of  Bus'nefs,  void  of  Strife, 
And  from  the  griping  Scriv'ner  free. 
Nor  Trumpets  fummon  him  to  War, 

Nor  Dreams  difturb  his  Morning  Sleep, 
Nor  knows  he  Merchants  gainful  Care, 
Nor  fears  the  Dangers  of  the  Deep, 
The  Clamours  of  contentious  Law, 

And  Court  and  State  he  wifely  fhuns  ; 
Nor  brib'd  with  Hopes,  nor  dar'd  wuh  Awe, 
To  fervile  Salutations  runs. 

But 
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But  either  to  the  clafping  Vine 

Does  the  fupporting  Poplar  wed, 
Or  with  his  Pruning-hook  disjoin 

Unbearing  Branches  from  their  Head, 

And  grafts  more  happy  in  their  Head. 
Or  climbing  to  a  hilly  Steep, 

He  views  his  Herds  in  Vales  afar, 
Or  fheers  his  over-burthen'd  Sheep, 

Or  Mead  for  cooling  Drink  prepare* 

Of  Virgin  Honey  in  the  Jars. 
Or  in  the  new  declining  Year, 
When  bounteous  Autumn  rears  his  Head 
He  joys  to  pull  the  ripen'd  Pear, 

And  cluttering  Grapes  with  purple  fpread. 
Sometimes  beneath  an  antient  Oak, 

Or  on  the  matted  Graft  he  lies : 
No  God  of  Sleep  he  need  invoke, 

The  Stream  that  o'er  the  Pebbles  flies, 

With  gentler  Slumber  crowns  his  Eyes. 
The  Wind  that  whittles  thro'  the  Sprays, 

Maintains  the  Confort  of  the  Song, 
And  hidden  Birds,  with  native  Lays 

The  golden  Sleep  prolong. 
But  when  the  Blaft  of  Winter  blows, 

And  hoary  Frolt  inverts  the  Year, 
Into  the  naked  Woods  he  goes, 

And  feeks  the  tusky  Boar  to  rear, 

With  well-mouth'd  Hounds  and  pointed  Spear. 
Or  fpreads  his  fubtile  Nets  from  Sight, 

With  twinkling  Glafles  to  betray 
The  Larks  that  in  the  Melhes  light  ; 

Or  makes  the  fearful  Hare  his  Prey. 
Amidft  his  harmlefs  eafy  Joys 

No  anxious  Cares  invade  his  Health  ; 
Nor-  Love  his  Peace  of  Mind  deitroys, 

Nor  wicked  Avarice  of  Wealth. 
Thus,  ere  the  Seeds  of  Vice  were  fown, 

Liv'd  Men  in  better  Ages  born  ; 
Who  plcugh'd  with  Oxen  of  their  own, 

Their  fmall  paternal  Field  of  Corn.      Dryd.Jior. 

O  let  me  in  the  Country  range  ! 
"Tis  there  we  breath,  'tis  there  we  live  : 
The  beauteous  Scene  of  aged  Mountains, 
Smiling  Vallies,  murm'ring  Fountains  ? 

Lambs 
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Lambs  in  flow'ry  Paftures  bleating, 
£^0  our  Complaints  repeating  ; 
Bees  with  bufy  Sounds  delighting, 
Groves  to  gentle  Sleep  inviting  ; 
Whilp'ring  Winds  the  Poplars  courting, 
Swains  in  rullick  Circles  fporting ; 
Birds  in  chearful  Notes  expreffing 
Nature's  Bounty,  and  their  Blefiing  : 
Thefe  afford  a  lafting  Pleafure, 
Without  Guilt,  and  without  Meafure.  Brown. 

Happy  the  Man,  whom  bounteous  Gods  allow 
With  his  own  Hands  paternal  Grounds  to  plow  f 
Like  the  firil  golden  Mortals  happy  he, 
From  Bus'nefs  and  the  Cares  of  Money  free  f 
No  human  Storms  break  off  at  Land  his  Sleep, 
No  loud  Alarms  of  Nature  on  the  Deep  : 
From  all  the  Cheats  of  Law  he  lives  fecure, 
Nor  does  th' Affronts  of  Palaces  endure. 
Sometimes  the  beauteous  marriageable  Vine 
He  to  the  lufty  Bridegroom  Elm  does  join  ; 
Sometimes  he  lops  the  barren  Trees  around, 
And  grafts  new  Life  into  the  fruitful  Wound  ; 
Sometimes  he  fhears  his  Flock,  and  fometimes  he 
Stores  up  the  golden  Treafures  of  the  Bee, 
He  fees  the  lowing  Herds  walk  o'er  the  Plain, 
While  neighboring  Hills  low  back  to  them  again. 
And  when  the  Seaion,  rich  as  well  as  gay, 
All  her  Autumnal  Bounty  does  diiplay, 
How  is  he  plea^d  th'  increafmg  Ufe  to  fee 
Of  his  well- trailed  Labours  bend  the  Tree  ! 
Of  which  large  Stores,  on  the  glad  facred  Days, 
He  gives  to  Friends,  and  to  the  Gods  repays. 
With  how  much  Joy  does  he  beneath  fome  Shade, 
By  aged  Trees  rev'rend  Embraces  made, 
His  carelefs  Head  on  the  frefh  Green  recline, 
His  Head  uncharg'd  with  Fear,  or  with  Defign  ! 
By  him  a  River  eonftantly  complains  ; 
The  Birds  above  rejoice  with  various  Strains; 
And  in  the  foleran  Scene  their  Orgies  keep, 
Like  Dreams  mix'd  with  the  Gravity  of  Sleep. 
Sleep,  which  does  always  there  for  Entrance  wait, 
And  nought  within  again!!  it  bar:  the  Gate. 
Nor  does  the  rougheil  Seafon  of  the  Sky, 
Or  fullen  Jove,  all  Sports  to  him  deny  : 

D  He 
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He  runs  the  Mazes  of  the  nimble  Hare, 

His  well-mouth' d  Dogs  glad  Confort  rends  the  Air; 

Or,  with  Game  bolder,  and  rewarded  more, 

He  drives  into  a  Toil  the  foaming  Boar. 

Here  flies  the  Hawk  t'affault,  and  there  the  Net 

To  intercept  the  travelling  Fowl  is  fet; 

And  all  his  Malice,  all  his  Craft  is  fhewn 

In  inn'cent  Wars  on  Birds  and  Beafts  alone. 

This  is  the  Life  from  all  Misfortunes  free, 

From  thee,  the  great  one,  Tyrant  Love  !  from  thee  : 

And  if  a  chaft  and  clean,  tho'  homely,  Wife, 

Be  added  to  the  Bleffings  of  this  Life, 

Such  as  Apulia,  frugal  ftill  does  bear,  *? 

Who  makes  her  Children,  and  her  Houfe  her  Care,  £* 

And  joy  fully,  the  Work  of  Life  does  ihare  ;  3 

Nor  thinks  herfelf  too  noble  or  too  fine, 

To  pin  the  Sheepfold,  or  to  milk  the  Kine  : 

Who  waits  at  Door  againft  .her  Husband  come 

From  rural  Duties,  late  and  wearyM,  home ; 

Where  (he  receives  him  with  a  kind  Embrace, 

A  chearful  Fire  and  a  more  chearful  Face ; 

And  fills  the  Bowl  up  to  her  homely  Lord, 

And  with  domeftick  Plenty  loads  the  Board: 

Not  all  the  luflful  Shell- fifh  of  the  Sea, 

Drefs'd  by  the  wanton  Hand  of  Luxury, 

Nor  Ortalans,  nor  Godwits,  nor  the  reft 

Of  coftly  Names  that  glorify  a  Feaft, 

Are  at  a  Prince's  Table  better  Cheer, 

Than  Lamb  and  Kid,  Lettuce  and  Olives  here.    Cowl.  Hor. 

Ah  Prince !  hadit.  thou  but  known  the  Joys  which  dwell 
With  humble  Fortunes,  thou  would'ft  curie  thy  Royalty. 
Had  Fate  allotted  us  fome  obfeure  Village, 
Where,  with  Life's  NecefTaries  bleft  alone, 
We  might  have  pafs'd  in  Peace  our  happy  Days, 
Free  from  the  Cares  which  Crowns  and  Empires  bring; 
No  wicked  Statefmen  would  with  impious  Arts 
Have  ftriv'n  to  wreit  from  us  our  fmall  Inheritance, 
Or  ftir  the  fimple  Hinds  to  noify  Faction.     Row.  Amb.  Stepm. 

Oh  happy,  if  he  knew  his  happy  State, 
The  Swain,  who  free  from  Bus'nefs  and  Debate, 
Receives  his  eafy  Food  from  Nature's  Hand, 
And  j ufl.  Returns  of  cultivated  Land, 
No  Palace  with  a  lofty  Gate  he  wants, 
T'  admit  the  Tides  of  early  Vifttanis, 

With 
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With  eager  Eyes  devouring,  as  they  pafs, 

The  breathing  Figures  of  Corinthian  Brafs; 

No  Statues  threaten  from  high  Pedeftals ; 

No  Per/tan  Arras  hides  his  homely  Walls 

With  antick  Vefts,  which  thro'  their  fhady  Fold, 

Betray  the  Streaks  of  ill  dilTembled  Gold. 

He  boafts  no  Wool,  whofe  native  White  is  dy'd 

WTith  purple  Poifon  of  AJfyrian  Pride. 

No  coftly  Drugs  of  Araby  defile 

With  foreign  Scents  the  Sweetnefs  of  his  Oil: 

But  eafy  Quiet,  a  fecure  Retreat, 

A  harmiefs  Life,  that  knows  not  how  to  cheat, 

With  home- bred  Plenty  the  rich  Owner  blefs, 

And  rural  Pleafures  crown  his  Happinefs. 

Unvex'd  with  Quarrels,  undifturb'd  with  Noife, 

The  country  King  his  peaceful  Realm  enjoys : 

Cool  Grots  and  living  Lakes,  the  flow'ry  Pride 

Of  Meads,  and  Streams  that  thro'  the  Valley  glide, 

And  fhady  Groves  that  eafy  fleep  invite, 

And  after  toilfome  Days  a  foft  Repofe  at  Night. 

Wild  Beafts  of  Nature  in  his  Woods  abound; 

And  Youth,  of  Labour  patient  plough  the  Ground, 

Inur'd  to  Hardfhip  and  to  homely  Fare; 

Nor  venerable  Age  is  wanting  there, 

In  great  Examples  to  the  youthful  Train  ; 

Nor  are  the  Gods  ador'd  with  Rites prophane. 

From  hence  Aftraa  took  her  Flight,  and  here 

The  Prints  of  her  departing  Steps  appear. 

Ye  facred  Mufes !  with  whofe  Beauty  fir'd, 

My  Soul  is  ravifli'd,  and  my  Brain  infpir'd; 

Whole  Prieft  I  am,  whofe  holy  Fillets  wear, 

Would  you  your  Poets  firft  Petition  hear  ; 

Give  me  the  Ways  of  wandering  Stars  to  know, 

The  Depths  of  Heaven  above  and  Earth  below ; 

Teach  me  the  various  Labours  of  the  Moon, 

And  whence  proceed  th'  Eclipfes  of  the  Sun; 

Why  flowing  Tides  prevail  upon  the  Main, 

And  in  what  dark  Recefs  they  ihrink  again  ; 

What  (hakes  the  folid  Earth,  what  Caufe  delays 

The  Summer  Nights,  and  iliortens  Winter  Days. 

But  if  my  heavy  Blood  reftrain  the  Flight  ^ 

Of  my  free  Soul,  afpiring  to  the  Height  £» 

Of  Nature,  and  unclouded  Fields  of  Light;  ^ 

D  2  My 
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My  next  Defire  is,  void  of  Care  and  Strife, 

To  lead  a  foft,  fecure,  inglorious  Life. 

A  Country  Cottage,  near  a  cryftal  Flood, 

A  winding  Valley  and  a  lofty  Wood. 

Some  God  conduct  me  to  the  facred  Shades, 

Where  Bacchanals  are  lung  by  Spartan  Maids; 

Or  lift  me  high  to  Hamus1  hilly  Crown, 

Or  in  the  Plains  of  Tempe  lay  me  down ; 

Or  lead  me  to  fome  folitary  Place, 

And  cover  my  Retreat  from  human  Race. 

Happy  the  A4an,  who,  ftudying  Nature's  Laws, 

Thro'  known  Effects  can  trace  their  fecret  Caufe  : 

His  Mind  poffeffing  in  a  quiet  State, 

Fearlefs  of  Fortune,  and  refign'd  to  Fate, 

Ana  happy  too  is  he  who  decks  the  Bow'rs 

Of  Sy Ivans,  and  adores  the  rural  Pow'rs  : 

Whofe  Mind,  unmov'd,  the  Bribes  of  Courts  can  fee, 

Their  glitt'ring  Baits  and  purple  Slavery  ; 

Nor  hopes  the  Peoples  Praife,  nor  fears  their  Frown  ; 

Nor,  when  contending  Kindred  tear  the  Crown, 

Will  fet  up  one,  or  pull  another  down. 

Without  Concern  he  hears,  but    hears  from  far, 

Of  Tumults,  and  Defcents,  and  diftant  War  : 

Nor  with  a  fuperftitious  Fear  is  aw'd 

For  what  befalls  at  home  or  what  abroad  ; 

Nor  envies  he  the  Rich  their  heapy  Store, 

Nor  his  own  Peace  difturbs  with  Pity  for  the  Poor. 

He  feeds  on  Fruits,  which,  of  their  own  Accord, 

The  willing  Ground  and  laden  Trees  afford. 

From  his  lov'd  Home  no  Lucre  can  he  draw  :  "7 

The  Senate's  mad  Decrees  he  never  faw,  > 

Nor  heard  at  bawling  Bars  corrupted  Law.  3 

Some  to  the  Seas,  and  fome  to  Camps,  refort ; 

And  fome  with  Impudence  invade  the  Court: 

In  foreign  Countries  others  feek  Renown, 

With  Wars  and  Taxes  others  wafte  their  own  ; 

AndHoufes  burn,  and  Houfliold- Gods  deface, 

To  drink  in  Bowls,  which  glitt'ring  Gems  enchafc; 

To  loll  on  Couches,  rich  with  Citron  Steds, 

And  lay  their  guilty  Limbs  on  Tyriati  Beds. 

This  Wretch  in  Earth  intombs  his  golden  Ore, 

Ho v1  ring  and  brooding  on  his  bury'd  Store. 

Some  Patriot  Fools  to  pop'lar  Praife  afpire, 

Or  publick Speeches,  which  wcrfe  Fools  admire; 

While 
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While  frora  both  Benches,  with  redoubled  Sounds, 

Th'App^ufe  of  Lords  and  Commoners  abounds. 

Some  thro'  Ambition,  or  thro'  Thirft  of  Gold, 

Have  flain  their  Brothers,  or  their  Country  fold  ; 

And,  leaving  their  fweet  Homes,  in  Exile  ran 

To  Lands  that  lie  beneath  another  Sun. 

The  Peafant,  innocent  of  all  thefe  Ills,  ~p 

With  crooked  Ploughs  the  fertile  Fallows  tills,  £ 

And  the  round  Year  with  daily  Labour  nils.  J) 

From  hence  the  Country  Markets  are  fupply'd; 

Enough  remains  fbrlioufhold  Charge  befide, 

His  Wife  and  tender  Children  to  fuftain, 

And  gratefully  to  feed  his  dumb  deferving  Train  : 

Nor  ceaie  his  Labours  till  the  yellow  Field 

A  full  Return  of  bearded  Harveft  yield  ; 

A  Crop  fo  plenteous,  as  the  Land  to  load, 

O'ercome  the  crowded  Barn,  and  lodge  on  Ricks  abroad. 

Thus  ev"ry  fev'ral  Seafon  is  employ'd, 

Some  fpent  in  Toil,  and  fome  in  Eafeenjoy'd. 

The  yeaning  Ews  prevent  the  fpringing  Year  ; 

The  loaded  Boughs  their  Fruit  in  Autumn  bear; 

'Tis  then  the  Vine  her  liquid  Harveft  yields, 

Bak'd  in  the  Sun-fhine  of  aicending  Fields. 

The  Winter  comes,  and  then  the  falling  Mail 

For  greedy  Swine  provides  a  fullRepait : 

Then  Olives,  ground  in  Mills  their  Fatnefs  boaft, 

And  Winter  Fruits  are  mellow'd  by  the  Froft. 

His  Cares  are  eas'd  with  Intervals  of  Blifs; 

His  little  Children,  climbing  for  a  Kifs, 

Welcome  their  Father's  late  Return  at  Night ; 

His  faithful  Bed  is  crown'd  with  chafte  Delight  : 

His  Kine  with  fwelling  Udders  ready  (land, 

And,  lowing  for  the  Pail,  invite  the  Milker's  Hand. 

His  wanton  Kids,  with  budding  Horns  prepar'd, 

Fight  harmlefs  Battles  in  his  homely  Yard. 

Himfelf  in  ruftick  Pomp  on  Holy-days,  "^ 

To  Rural  Pow'rs  a  juft  Oblation  pays  ;  > 

And  on  the  Green  his  carelefs  Limbs  difplays.  3 

The  Hearth  is  in  the  midll ;  the  Herdfmen  round 

The  chearful  Fire,  provoke  his  Health  in  Goblets  crown'd. 

He  calls  on  Bacchus,  and  propounds  the  Prize ; 

The  Groom  his  Fellow- Groom  at  Buts  defies, 

And  bends  his  Bow,  and  levels  with  his  Eyes : 
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Or,  ftript  for  Wreftling,  fmears  his  Limbs  with  Oil, 

And  watches,  with  a  Trip,  his  Foe  to  foil. 

Such  was  the  Life  the  frugal  Sabine s  led  : 

So  Remus  and  his  Brother--God  were  bred  ; 

From  whom  th'auuere  Etrurian  Virtue  rofe  '. 

And  this  rude  Life  our  homely  Fathers  chofe. 

Old  Rome  from  fuch  a  Race  deriv'd  her  Birth, 

(The  Seat  of  Empire,  and  the  conquer'd  Earth) 

Which  now  on  fev'n  high  Hills  triumphant  reigns, 

And  in  that  Compafs  all  the  World  contains. 

Ere  Saturn's  rebel  Son  ufurp'd  the  Skies, 

When  Beafts  were  only  flain  for  Sacrifice. 

While  peaceful  Crete  enjoin' d  her  antient  Lord, 

Ere  founding  Hammers  forg'd  th'  inhuman  Sword, 

Ere  hollow  Drums  were  beat,  before  the  Breath 

Of  brazen  Trumpets  rung  the  Peal  of  Death  ; 

The  good  old  God  his  Hunger  did  affwage 

With  Roots  and  Herbs  j  and  gave  the  Golden  Age.  Dry.Virg 

COUNTRY.BUMKIN, 
A  downifh  Mein,  a  Voice  with  ruftick  Sound, 
And  ftupid  Eyes  that  ever  lov'd  the  Ground, 
The  ruling  Rod,  the  Father's  forming  Care, 
Were  exercis'd  in  vain,  on  Wit's  Defpair; 
The  more  inform 'd,  the  kfs  he  underitood, 
And  deeper  funk  by  flonnd'ring  in  the  Mud. 
His  Corn  and  Cattle  were  his  only  Care, 
And  his  fupreme  Delight  a  Country- Fair  : 
His  Quarter-Staff,  which  he  could  ne'er  forfake, 
Hung  half  before,  and  half  behind  his  Back ; 
He  trudg'd  along,  unknowing  what  he  fought,     (and  Iphig, 
£nd  whittled  as  he  went  for  want  of  Thought     Dry  J.  Cym* 

C  O  U  N  T  R  Y-M  A  I  D  E  N. 

How  happy  is  the  harmlefs  Country-Maid, 
Who,  rich  by  Nature,  fcorns  fuperfluous  Aid! 
Whofe  modeft  Cloaths  no  wanton  Eyes  invite, 
But,  like  her  Soul,  preferve  the  native  White. 
Whofe  little  Store  her  well-taught  Mind  does  pleafe  ; 
Not  pinch'd  with  Want,  nor  cloy'd  with  wanton  Eafe. 
Who,  free  from  Storms  which  on  the  Great  ones  fall, 
Makes  but  few  Wifhes,  and  enjoys  them  all. 
No  Care,  but  Love,  can  difcompofe  her  Breaft, 
Love,  of  all  Cares,  and  fweeteit  and  the  bell ! 

While 
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While  on  fweet  Grafs  her  bleating  Charge  does  lie, 

One  hippy  Lover  feeds  upon  her  Eye : 

Not  one,  whom  on  her  Gods  or  Men  impofe, 

But  one  whom  Love  has  for  this  Lover  chofe. 

Under  fome  Fav'rite  Myrtle's  fliady  Bough?, 

They  fpeak  their  Pailions  with  repeated  Vows  : 

And  whillt  a  Blum  confefles  how  fhe  burns, 

His  faithful  Heart  makes  as  fincere  Returns; 

Thus  in  the  Arms  of  Love  and  Peace  they  lie  : 

And,  whilft  they  live,  their  Flames  can  never  die.    Re/cam. 

COUNTRY- S  QJJ  I  R  E. 
In  Ea/ler-Term, 
My  younger  Mailer's  Worfhip  comes  to  Town; 
From  Pedagogue  and  Mother  juft  fet  free, 
The  hopeful  Heir  of  a  great  Family  ; 
That  with  llrong  Beer  and  Beef  the  Country  rules, 
And  ever  fince  the  Conqueft  have  beer.  Fools. 
And  fti  1  with  careful  Profpect  to  maintain 
That  Character,  left  crofting  of  the  Strain 
Should  mend  the  Booby -Breed,  his  Friends  provide 
A  Cou fin  of  his  own  to  be  his  Bride, 
And  thus  fet  out 

With  an  Eftate,  no  Wit,  and  a  young  Wife, 
The  folid  Comforts  of  a  Coxcomb's  Life; 
Dunghil  and  Peafe  forfook,  he  comes  to  Town, 
Turns  Spark,  learns  to  be  lewd,  and  is  undone.  Racb. 

COURAGE. 

The  greateft  Proof  of  Courage  we  can  give, 
Is  then  to  die,  when  we  have  Pow'r  to  live.   Hozv.  Ind.  Queen. 

But  when  true  Courage  is  of  Force  bereft, 
Patience,  the  only  Fortitude,  is  left.      Dryd.  Cong,  of  Gran. 

Conqueft  purfues  where  Courage  leads  the  way.  Gar. 

To  die,  or  conquer,  proves  a  Heroe's  Heart.     Pope  Horn. 

But  ah !  what  ufe  of  Valour  can  be  made, 
When  Heav'ns  propitious  Pow'rs  refufe  their  Aid?  Dryd.Virg, 

God-like  his  Courage  feem'd,  whom  nor  Delight 
Could  foften,  nor  the  Face  of  Death  affright.  Wall. 

All  defperate  Hazards  Courage  do  create, 
As  he  plays  frankly,  who  has  leaft  Eftate  ; 
Prefence  of  Mind,  and  Courage  in  Diftrefs, 
Are  more  than  Armies  to  procure  Succefs.       Dryd.  Auren. 

D  4  Their 
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Their  Courage  dwells  not  in  a  troubled  Flood 
Of  mounting  Spirits,  and  fermenting  Blood  ; 
Lodg1d  in  the  Soul,  with  Virtue  over-ruPd, 
Inflam'd  by  Reafon,  and  by  Reafon  cool'd  : 
In  Hours  of  Peace  content  to  be  unknown, 
And  only  in  the  Field  of  Battle  fhown.  Add. 

Meer  Courage  is  to  Madnefs  near  aHy'd, 
A  brutal  Rage,  which  Prudence  does  not  guide.  Blac. 

Then  Hudibras 
Turn'd  pale  as  Afhes,  or  a  Clout, 
But  why,  or  wherefore,  is  a  Doubt ; 
For  Men  will  tremble  and  look  paler 
With  too  much  or  too  little  Valour.  Hud. 

COURT.    See  Flattery.    Greatnefi. 

The  Court's  a  golden,  but  a  fatal  Circle, 
Upon  whofe  magick  Skirts  a  thoufand  Devils, 
In  cryftal  Forms,  fit,  tempting  Innocence, 
And  beckon  early  Virtue  from  its  Centre.  Lee  Nert-. 

Be  careful  to  avoid  both  Courts  and  Camps, 
Where  dilatory  Fortune  plays  the  Jilt 
With  the  brave,  noble,  honeft,  gallant  Man, 
To  throw  herfelf  away  on  Fools  and  Knaves.     Otto.  Orpb. 

Bertram  has  been  taught  the  Art  of  Courts, 
To.gild  a  Face  with  Smiles,  and  leer  a  Man  to  Ruin.  Dry.  Span. 
Learn  the  cruel  Arts  of  Court?,  C^H' 

Learn  to  diilemble  Wrongs,  to  fmile  at  Injuries, 
And  fufTer  Crimes  thou  want'ft  the  Povv'r  to  punifh. 
Be  eafy,  affable,  familiar,  friendly  ; 
Search,  and  know  all  Mankind's  myfterious  Ways, 
J3ut  truft  the  Secret  of  thy  Soul  to  none  : 

This  is  the  way, 
This  only,  to  be  fafe  in  fuch  a  Woild  as  this  is.     Row.  Ulyjf. 

Courts  are  the  Places  where  bed  Manners  flourifli, 
Where  the  Deferving  ought  to  rife,  and  Fools 
Make  Show.     Why  mould  I  vex,  and  chafe  my  Spleen, 
To  fee  a  gawdy  Coxcomb  mine,  when  I 
Have  Senfe  enough,  to  footh  him  in  his  Follies, 
And  ride  him  to  Advantage  as  I  pleafe  ?  Otw.Orpb, 

What  Man  of  Senfe  would  rack  his  gen'rous  Mind, 
To  pra&ife  all  the  bafe  Formalities 
And  Forms  of  Bus'nefs  ?  Force  a  grave  flarch'd  Face, 
When  he's  a  very  Libertine  in's  Heart  ? 
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Seem  not  to  know  this  or  that  Man  in  publick, 

When  privately  perhaps  they  meet  together, 

And  lay  the  Scene  of  fome  brave  Fellow's  Ruin? 

Such  things  are  done  in  Courts.  Otw.Orpb. 

Virtue  mull  be  thrown  off,  'tis  a  coarfe  Garment, 
Too  heavy  for  the  Sunfhine  of  a  Court.        Dryd.  Span.  Fry. 

But  Courtiers  are  to  be  accounted  good, 
When  they  are  not  the  laft  and  worfl  of  Men.  Dryd.  Span.  Fry* 

Farewell  Court, 
Where  Vice  not  only  has  ufurp'd  the  Place, 
But  the  Reward,  and  ev'n  the  Name,  of  Virtue.  Denb.Soph.- 

C  o  w. 

The  Mother  Cow  mull  wear  a  lowring  Look, 
Sour- headed,  ilrongly  neck'd  to  bear  the  Yoke  : 
Her  double  Dewlap  from  her  Chin  defcends  ; 
And  at  her  Thighs  the  pondrous  Burthen  ends, 
Long  are  her  Sides  and  large,  her  Limbs  are  great, 
Rough  are  her  Ears,  and  broad  her  horny  Feet  : 
Her  Colour  mining  black,  but  fleck'd  with  white, 
She  tofies  from  the  Yoke,  provokes  the  Fight : 
She  rifes  in  her  Gate,  is  free  from  Fears, 
And  in  her  Face  a  Bull's  Refemblance  bears ; 
Her  ample  Forehead  with  a  Star  is  crown'd, 
And  with  her  Length  of  Tail  (he  fweeps  the  Ground. 
The  Bull's  Infult  at  Four  fhe  may  fullain, 
But  after  Ten  from  nuptial  Rites  refrain; 
Six  Seafons  uie,  but  then  releafe  the  Cow, 
Unfit  for  Love,  or  for  the  lab'ring  Plough.  Dryd.  Virg. 

The  milky  Mothers  of  the  Plain.  Dryd.  Virg. 

COWARD.     See  Fear. 

The  Good  we  ac~l,  the  111  that  wc  endure, 
*Tis  all  for-  Fear,  to  make  our  felves  fecure  : 
Meerly  for  Safety  after  Fame  we  thirfl ; 
For  all  Men  would  be  Cowards  if  they  duril.  Koch 

Let  Fear  upon  the  profp'rous  Hearts  take  hold  : 
Cowards  themielves  in  Miferieii  grow  bold.  How.  VeJ}.  Virg. 
As  Cheats  to  play  with  thofe  ft  ill  aim, 
That  do  not  underitand  the  Game  ; 
So  Cowards  never  uie  their  Might, 
But  againll  iuch  as  will  not  light,  Hud. 

D  5  CRANE, 
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CRANE.     See  Creation.  Pigmy. 

CREATION  of  the  WORLD.  See  Death. 
They  fung  how  God  /poke  out  the  World's  vaft  Ball, 
From  Nothing,  and  from  No  Where  call'd  for  All,        Cowl. 

I  faw  the  rifing  Birth 
Of  Nature  from  the  unapparent  Deep. 
I  few  when  at  his  Word  this  formlefs*  Mafs, 
The  World's  material  Mould,  came  to  a  Heap ; 
Confufion  heard  his  Voice,  and  wild  Uproar 
Stood  ruPd,  flood  vaft  Infinity  confinVf; 
Till  at  his  fecond  Bidding,  Darknefs  fled, 
Light  fhone,  and  Order  from  Diibrder  fprung. 
Swift  to  their  fev'ral  Quarters  hailed  then 
The  cumbrous  Elements,  Earth,  Flood,  Air,  Fire, 
And  the  ethereal  Quinteflence  of  Keav'n 
Flew  upward,  fpirited  with  various  Forms, 
That  rolPd  orbicular,  and  turn'd  to  Stars. 
Each  had  his  Place  appointed,  each  his  Courfe. 
Thus  God  the  Heav'ns  created,  thus  the  Earth  . 
Matter  unform'd  and  void,  Darknefs  profound 
Cover' d  th'  Abbyfs  ;  but  on  the  wat'ry  Calm 
His  brooding  Wings  the  Spirit  of  God  out-ipre^d, 
And  vital  Virtue  infus'd,  and  vital  Warmth 
Throughout  the  fluid  Mafs ;  but  downward  purg'd 
The  black,  tartareous,  cold,  infernal  Dregs, 
Averfe  to  Life ;  then  founded,  then  conglob'd 
Like  Things  to  like ;  the  reft  to  fcv'ral  Place 
Difparted,  and  between  fpun  out  the  Air  j 
And  Earth,  felf-balanc'd,  on  her  Centre  hung. 

Light. 
Let  there  be  Light,  faid  God;  and  forthwith  Light 
Etherial,  firft  of  Things,  Quint  eflence  pure, 
Sprung  from  the  Deep  ;  and   from  her  native  Eajf, 
To  journey  thro'  the  airy  Gloom  began, 
Spher'd  in  a  radiant  Cloud.     And  then  God  made 

Firmament. 
The  Firmament,  Expanfe  of  liquid,  pure, 
Tranfparent,  elemental  Air,  diffus'd 
In  Circuit  to  the  utter  moil  CgnveX 
Of  this  great  Rsund. 

Dry 
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Dry  Land. 
The  Earth  was  forirTd,  but  in  the  Womb  as  yet 
Of  Waters,  Embryon  immature,  involv'd, 
Appear1  d  not  :  Over  all  the  Face  of  Earth 
Main  Ocean  flow'd  ;  not  idle,  but  with  warm 
Prolific  Humour  foftning  all  her  Globe, 
Fermented  the  great  Mother  to  conceive, 
Satiate  with  genial  Moiflure. 
Immediately  the  Mountains  huge  appear 
Emergent,   and  their  broad  bare  Backs  up-heave 
Into  the  Clouds,  their  Tops  afcend  the  Sky. 

Sea  and  Rivers. 
So  as  heav'd  the  tumid  Hills,  fo  low 
Down  funk  a  hollow  Bottom,  broad  and  deep, 
Capacious  Bed  of  Waters  :  Thither  they 
Halted  with  glad  Precipitance,  uproli'd, 
As  Drops  of  Dull,  conglobing  from  the  Dry  ; 
Part  rife  in  cryftal  Wall,  or  Ridge  direct ; 

As  Armies  at  a  Call 
Of  Trumpet 

Troop  to  their  Standard  ;  fo  the  wat'ry  Throng, 
Wave  rolling  after  Wave,  where  way  they  found  ; 
If  fteep,  with  torrent  Rapture ;  if  thro'  Plain, 
Soft  ebbing  ;  Nor  withftood  them  Rock  or  Hill ; 
But  they  or  under  Ground,  or  Circuit  wide, 
With  ferpent  Error  wandring,  found  their  Way, 
And  on  the  wafhy  Ooze  deep  Channels  wore; 
Within  whofe  Banks  the  Rivers  now 
Stream,  and  perpetual  draw  their  humid  Train, 

Herbs  and  Trees. 
Next,  the  Earth,  till  then 
Defert  and  bare,  unfightly,  unadorn'd, 
Brought  forth  the  tender  Grafs,  whofe  Verdure  clad 
Her  universal  Face  with  pleafant  Green. 
Then  Kerbs  of  ev'ry  Leaf,  that  fuddain  flowVd, 
Op'ning  their  various  Colours,  and  made  gay 
Her  Bofom  fmelling  fvveet :   And,  thefe  fcarce  blown, 
Forth  fiouriuYd  thick  the  cluiTring  Vine,  forth  crept 
The  fmelling  Gourd,  upftood  the  corny  Reed 
EmhactdM  in  her  Field,  and  th'  humble  Shrub, 
And  Bum  with  frizzled  Hair  implicit  :  Lail 
Rofe,  as  in  a  Dance,  the  ftately  Trees,  and  fpread 

D  6  Their 
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Their  Branches  hung  with  copious  Fruit,  or  gemm'd 
Their  BlofToms :  With  high  Woods  the  Hills  were  cro'vn'd, 
With  Tufts  theVallies,  and  each  Fountain  Side; 
With  Borders  long  the  Rivers. 

Sun,  Moon  and  Stars. 
Then  of  celeftial  Bodies  firft  the  Sun, 
A  mighty  Sphere,  he  fram'd ;  unlightfom  firft, 
Tho'  of  ethereal  Mould  :  He  form'd  the  Moon 
Globofe,  and  ev'ry  Magnitude  of  Stars. 
Of  Light  by  far  the  greater  Part  he  took 
Tranfplanted  from  her  cloudy  Shrine,  and  plac'd 
In  the  Sun's  Orb,  made  porous  to  receive, 
And  drink  the  liquid  Light ;  firm  to  retain 
Her  gather'd  Beams  :  Great  Palace  now  of  Light ; 
Hither,  as  to  their  Fountain,  other  Stars 
Repairing,  in  their  Golden  Urns  draw  Light; 
And  hence  the  Morning  Planet  gilds  her  Horns, 
Firft  in  his  Eaft  the  glorious  Lamp  was  feen, 
Regent  of  Day,  and  all  th'  Horizon  round 
Invefted  with  bright  Rays ;  jocund  to  run 
His  Longitude  thro'  HeavVs  high  Road  :  The  grey 
Dawn  and  Pleiades  before  him  danc'd, 
Shedding  fweet  Influence.     Lefs  the  bright  Moon, 
But  oppofite  in  level'd  WTeft  was  fet, 
His  Mirror,  with  full  Face  borrowing  her  Light 
From  him,  for  other  Light  ftie  needed  none 
In  that  Afpecl,  and  ftill  that  Diftance  keeps 
Till  Night ;  then  in  the  Eaft  her  Turn  foe  mines, 
Revolv'd  on  HeavVs  great  Axle  ;  and  her  Reign 
With  thoufand  leffer  Lights  dividual  holds; 
With  thoufand,  thoufand  Stars  that  then  appear"  d 
Spangling  the  Hemisphere. 

Fijb. 
Forthwith  the  Sounds  and  Seas,  each  Creek  and  Bay, 
With  Fry  innumerable  fwarm  ;  and  Shoals 
Of  Fifh,  that  with  their  Fins  and  mining  Scales 
Glide  under  the  green  Wave,  in  Sculls  that  oft 
Bank  the  Mid- Sea:  Part  fingle,  or  with  Mate, 
Graze  the  Sea- Weed  their  Pafture,  and  thro'  Groves 
Of  coral  ftray ;  or  fporting  with  quick  Glance, 
Shew  to  the  Sun  their  wav'd  Coats  drop'd  with  Gold  ; 
Or  in  their  pearly  Shells  at  Eafe  attend 
Moift  Nutriment,  or  under  Rocks  their  Food. 

In 
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In  jointed  Armour  watch.     On  fmooth  the  Seal 
and  bended  Dolphins  play  ;  part,  huge  of  Bulk, 
Wall'wing,  unwieldy,  enormous  in  their  Gate, 
Tempeft  the  Ocean:    There  Leviathan, 
Hugheft  of  living  Creatures,  on  the  Deep, 
Stretch'd  like  a  Promontory,  deeps  or  fwims, 
And  feems  a  moving  Lake;  and  at  his  Gills 
Draws  in,  and  at  his  Trunk  fpouts  out  a  Sea. 

Birds. 
Mean  while  the  tepid  Caves,  and  Fens,  and  Shores, 
Their  Brood  as  num'rous  hatch  from  th'  Egg,  that  icon 
Burfting  with  kindly  Rapture,  forth  difclos'd 
Their  callow  Young  :  But,  feather'd  foon  and  fledge, 
They  fum'd  their  Pens,  and  foaring  th'Air  fublime, 
With  Clang  defpis'd  the  Ground,  under  a  Cloud 
In  Profpecl  :  There  the  Eagle  and  the  Stork 
On  Cliffs  and  Cedar  Tops  that  Eyries  build. 
Part  loofy  wing  the  Region,  part  more  wife, 
In  common,  rang'd  in  Figure,  wedge  their  Way, 
Intelligent  of  Seafonsj  and  fet  forth 
Their  airy  Caravan,  high  over  Seas 
Flying,  and  over  Lands,  eafing  their  Wings 
With  mutual  Flight  :  So  fteers  the  prudent  Crane 
Her  annual  Voyage  born  on  Winds :  The  Air 
Floats  as  they  pafs,  fann'd  with  unnumber'd  Plumes. 
From  Branch  to  Branch  the  fmaller  Birds  with  Song 
Solac'd  the  Woods,  and  fpread  their  painted  Wings 
Till  Ev'n  ;  nor  then  the  folemn  Nightingale 
Ceas'd  warbling,  but  all  Night  tun'd  her  foft  Lays, 
Others  in  Silver  Lakes  and  Rivers  bath'd 
Their  downy  Bread:  The  Swan  with  arched  Neck, 
•Between  her  white  Wings  mantling,  proudly  rows 
Her  State  with  oary  Feet ;  yet  oft  they  quit 
The  Dank,  and,  rifing  on  fliff  Penons,  tow'r 
The  mid  aerial  Sky.     Others  on  Ground 
Walk'd  firm  :  The  crefted  Cock,  whofe  Clarion  founds 
The  filent  Hours;  and  th' other,  whofe  gay  Train 
Adorns  him,  coloured  with  the  florid  Hue 
Of  Rainbows  and  flarry  Eyes. 


Beafts. 

Then  the  Earth, 
Opening  her  fertile  Womb,  teem'u  at  a  Birtk 


Innu- 
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InnunVrous  living  Creatures,  perfect  Forms, 

Lirab'd  and  full  grown  :  Out  from  the  Ground  up-rofc, 

As  from  his  Lair,  the  wild  Beaft.  where  he  wons 

In  Foreft  wild,  in  Thicket,  Brake  or  Den  ; 

Among  the  Trees  in  Pairs  they  rofe,  they  walk'd : 

The  Cattle  in  the  Fields  and  Meadows  green  : 

Thofe  rare  and  folitary,  thefe  in  Flocks, 

PanVring  at  once,  and  in  broad  Herbs  up-fprung. 

The  graffy  Clods  now  calv'd;  now  half  appear'd 

The  tawny  Lion,  pawing  to  get  free 

His  hinder  Parts ;  then  fprings  as  broke  from  Bonds, 

And  rampant  fhakes  his  brinded  Mane  :  The  Ounce, 

The  Libbard,  and  the  Tiger,  as  the  Moal 

Rifing,  the  crumbled  Earth  above  them  threw 

In  Hillocks ;  The  fwift  Stag  from  under  Ground 

Bore  up  his  branching  Head.     Scarce  from  his  Mold 

Behemoth,  biggeft  born  of  Earth,  upheav'd 

His  Vaftnefs :  Fleec'd  the  Flocks,  and  bleating  rofe, 

As  Plants:  Ambiguous  between  Sea  and  Land, 

The  River- Horfe,  and  fcaly  Crocodile. 

Creeping  Things. 
At  once  came  forth  whatever  creeps  the  Ground, 
Infecl  or  Worm  ;  Thofe  wav'd  their  limber  Fans 
For  Wings,  and  imalleft  Lineaments  exact, 
In  all  the  Liv'ries  deck'd  of  Summer's  Pride, 
With  Spots  of  Go!d  and  Purple,  Azure  and  Green  : 
Thefe  as  a  Line  their  long  Dimenfion  drew, 
Streaking  the  Ground  with  finuous  Trace.     Not  all 
Minims  of  Nature  ;  fome  of  Serpent  kind, 
WondVous  in  Length  and  Corpulence,  involv'd 
Their  fnaky  Folds,  and  added  Wings.     Firit  crept 
The  parcimonious  Emment,  provident 
Of  Future  ;  in  fmall  Room  large  Heart  enclos'd; 
Pattern  of  juft  Equality 

Swarming  next  appear'd 
The  Female  Bee,  that  feeds  her  Husband  Drone 
Delicioufly,  and  builds  her  waxen  Cells, 
With  Honey  flor'd. 

The  Serpent,  fubtleft  Beaft  of  all  the  Field, 
Of  huge  Exfent  fomet.mes,  with  brazen  Eyes, 
And  hairy  Main  terrifick. 

Now  Heav'n  in  all  her  Glories  fhone,  and  rowPd 
Her  Motion;;,  as.  the  great  jiut  Mover's  Hand 

Firft 
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Firft  wheeled  their  Courfe,  Earth  in  her  rich  Attire 

Confummate  lovely  fmil'd  :   Air,  Water,  Earth, 

By  Fowl,  Fifh,  Beaft,  was  flown,  was  fwum,  was  walk'd, 

Man. 
There  wanted  yet  the  Mailer- Work,  the  End 
Of  all  yet  done;   a  Creature,  who  not  prone, 
And  brute  as  other  Creatures,  but  endu'd 
With  Sanctity  of  Reafon,  might  erect 
His  Stature,  and  upright  with  Front  ferene 
Govern  the  reft,  felf- knowing,  and  from  thence 
Magnanimous  to  correfpond  with  Heav'n: 

He  form'd  thee,  Adam,  thee,  O  Man, 
Dull  of  the  Ground,  and  in  thy  Noftrils  breath'd 
The  Breath  of  Life. 

Here  finifh'd  he,  and  all  that  he  had  made 
View'd,   and  behold  !  all  was  entirely  Good, 
Anfw'ring  his  great  Idea  !  Up  he  rode 
Followed  with  Acclamations,  and  the  Sound 
Symphonious  of  ten  Thoufand  Harpp,  that  tun'd 
Angelic  Harmonies ;  the  Earth,  the  Air 
Refounded  ; 

The  Heav'ns  and  all  the  Conftellations  rung, 
The  Planets  in  their  Station,  liiVning  flood, 
While  the  bright  Pomp  afcended  jubilant.  Mill* 

Thus  Heav'n  from  nothing  rais'd  his  fair  Creation, 
And  then  with  wond'rous  Joys  beheld  its  Beauty, 
Well-pleas'd  to  fee  the  Excellence  he  gave.     Rozv.  Fair  Pen, 

He  lung  the  fecret  Seeds  of  Nature's  Frame, 
How  Seas,  and  Earth,  and  Air,  and  active  Flame 
Fell  thro'  the  mighty  Void,  and  in  their  Fall, 
Were  blindly  gather'd  in  this  goodly  Ball. 
The  tender  Soil,  tljen  ftirFni^g  by  Degrees, 
Shut  from  the  bounded  Earth,  the  bounding  Seas  : 
Then  Earth  and  Ocean  various  Forms  difclofe, 
And  a  new  Sun  to  the  new  World  arofe. 
And  Mills,  condens'd  to  Clouds,  obicure  the  Sky, 
And  Clouds,  diffolv'd,  the  thirfty  Ground  fupply : 
The  rifing  Trees  the  lorty  Mountains  grace,  *? 

The  lofty  Mountains  feed  the  favage  Race;  > 

Yet  few,  and  Strangers  in  th'  unpeopled  Place.  Drya*.  Virg.  ^ 
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C  R  I  E  S  or  Shrieks. 

Now  Peals  of  Shouts  came  thund'ring  from  afar, 
Cries,Threats,  and  loud  Laments,  and  mingledWar.  Dry.Virg. 

The  Houfe  is  filPd  with  loud  Laments  and  Cries, 
And  Shrieks  of  Women  rend  the  vaulted  Skies.  Dryd.Virg. 

The  fearful  Matrons  raife  a  fcreaming  Cry, 
Old  feeble  Men  with  fainter  Groans  reply: 
A  jarring  Sound  refults,  and  mingles  in  the  Sky. 
Like  that  of  Swans  remurm'ring  to  the  Floods, 
Or  Birds  of  diff1  rent  Kinds  in  hollow  Woods.      Dryd.Virg. 

Not  frantick  Mothers,  when  their  Infants  die, 
With  louder  Clamours  rend  the  vaulted  Sky. 

Pope  Cbauc.  Jan.  and  May. 
Firfl  from  the  frighted  Court  the  Yell  began, 
Redoubled  thence  from  Houfe  to  Houfe  it  ran : 
The  Groans  of  Men,  with  Shrieks,  Laments  and  Cries, 
Of  mixirg  Women  mount  the  vaulted  Skies.      Dryd.Virg. 

A  Shout  that  ftruck  the  golden  Stars  enfu'd.      Dryd.  Virg. 

CRUSH'D    to  Pieces. 

The  Overthrow,  "7 

Cruihing,  to  Dull  pounded  the  Crowd  below  :  > 

Nor  Friends  their  Friends,  nor  Sires  their  Sons  could  know.  3 
Nor  Limbs,  nor  Bones,  nor  Carcais  did  remain, 
But  a  mafh'd  Heap,  a  Hotchpotch  of  the  Slain  ; 
One  vaft  Deilruclion  j  not  the  Soul  alone, 
But  Bodies,  like  the  Soul,  invifibly  are  flown.      Dryd.  Juv. 

CUCKING-STOOL. 

As  Ovation  was  allow'd 
For  Conqueft,  purchas'd  without  Blood  ; 
So  Men  decree  thefe  lefler  Shows 
For  VicTry  gotten  without  Blows, 
By  Dint  of  fharp  hard  Words,  which  fome 
Give  Battle  with,  and  overcome. 
Thefe,  mounted  in  a  Chair  Curule, 
Which  Moderns  call  a  Clicking- Stool, 
March  proudly  to  the  River's  bide, 
And  o'er  the  Waves  in  Triumph  ride  ; 
Like  Dukes  of  Venicey  who  are  faid 
The  Adriatiak  Sea  to  wed  ; 
And  have  a  gentler  Wife  than  thofe 
For  whom  the  State  decrees  thefe  Shows.      Hud. 

CUCKOLD. 
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CUCKOLD.     See  Jealoufy. 
O  Curfe  of  Marriage  ! 
That  we  can  call  thofe  delicate  Creatures  ours, 
And  not  their  Appetites!  I  had  rather  be  a  Toad, 
And  live  upon  the  Vapour  of  a  Dangeon, 
Than  keep  a  Corner  in  the  thing  I  love 
For  others  Uies.     Yet  'tis  the  Plague  of  Great  Ones : 
Prerogativ'd  are  they  lefs  than  the  Bafe; 
'Tis  Deiliny  unftiunnable  like  Death  f 
I  had  been  happy  if  the  gen'ral  Camp, 
Pioneers  and  all,  had  tailed  her  fweet  Body, 
So  I  had  nothing  known. 
I  fwear  'tis  better  to  be  much  abus'd, 
Than  but  to  know't  a  little. 
What  Senfe  had  I  of  her  ftol'n  Hours  of  Luft? 
I  faw't  not,  thought  it  not,  it  harm'd  not  me  : 
I  flept  the  next  Night  well,  was  free  and  merry ; 
I  found  not  CaJJio's  KifTes  on  her  Lips. 
He  that  is  robb'd,  not  wanting  what  is  ftol'n, 
Let  him  not  know't,  and  he's  not  robb'd  at  all.    Shah.  OthelU 

Inquifitive  as  jealous  Cuckolds  grow 
Rather  than  not  be  knowing,  they  will  know, 
What,  being  known,  creates  their  certain  Woe,       Rocb 

Jngrateful  Wretch  !  that  never  thanks  his  Maker. 

CUNNING-MAN   and  %um&. 

He  deals  in  Defliny's  dark  Counfels, 
And  fage  Opinions  of  the  Moon  fells  ; 
To  whom  all  People,  far  and  near, 
On  Deep  Importances  repair  : 
When  Brafs  and  Pewter  hap  to  ftray, 
And  Linnenflinks  out  of  the  way; 
When  Geefe  and  Pullen  are  feduc'd, 
And  Sows  of  Sucking- Pigs  are  chous'd  ; 
When  Cattle    feel   Indifpofition, 
And  need  th'Opinion  of  Phyfician; 
When  Murrain  reigns  in  Hogs  or  Sheep, 
And  Chicken  languiih  of  the  Pip; 
When  Yell  and  outward  Means  do  fail, 
And  have  no  Power  to  work  on  Ale  ; 
When  Butter  does  refufe  to  come, 
And  Love  proves  crofs  and  humourfome  : 

To 


jo  Curfe. 

To  him  with  Questions  and  with  Urine, 

They  for  Difcov'ry  flock,  or  Curing.  Hud- 

C  U  R  S  E.     See  Imprecations. 
I  curfe  thee  not  : 
For  who  can  better  curfe  the  Plague  or  Devil, 
Than  to  be  what  they  are?  That  Curfe  be  thine.  Dr.  Dun.  Seb. 

And  let  the  greateft,  fierceft,  fouleft  Fury, 
Let  Creon  haunt  himfelf.  Dryd.  Oedip. 

Hear  me,  juft  Heav'ns  ! 
Pour  down  your  Curfes  on  this  wretched  Head 
With  never  ceafing  Vengeance  :  Let  Defpair, 
Dangers  or  Infamy,  nay  all,  furround  me. 
Starve  me  with  Wantings:  Let  my  Eyes  ne'er  fee 
A  Sight  of  Comfort,  nor  my  Heart  know  Peace  : 
But  dafh  my  Days  with  Sorrows,  Nights  with  Horrours, 
Wild  as  my  own  Thoughts  are.  Otw.  Ven.  Pre/, 

Let  Mifchiefs  multiply,  let  ev'ry  Hour 
Of  my  loath'd  Life  yield  me  Increafe  of  Horrour ; 
Oh  let  the  Sun  to  thefe  unhappy  Eyes 
Ne'er  fhine  again,  but  be  eclips'd  for  ever  ! 
May  ev'ry  thing  1  look  on  feem  a  Prodigy, 
To  fill  my  Soul  with  Terrors,  till  I  quite 
Forget  I  ever  had  Humanity, 
And  grow  a  Curfer  of  the  Works  of  Nature.       Otvr,  Orph. 

Whip  me,  ye  Devils, 
Blow  me  about  in  Winds,  roaft  me  in  Sulphur; 
Wafh  me  in  fteep  down  Gulphs  of  liquid  Fire.       Sbak.  Otbsl. 

Let  Heav'n  kifs  Earth:  Now  let  not  Nature's  Hand 
Keep  the  wild  Flood  confin' d  ;  let  Order  die  ; 
And  let  the  World  no  longer  be  a  Stage 
To  fee  Contention  in  a  ling'ring  Aft  : 
But  let  one  Spirit  of  the  firft-born  Cain 
Reign  in  allBofoms;  that  each  Heart  being  fet 
On  bloody  Courfes,  the  rude  Scene  may  end, 
And  Darknefs  be  the  Burier  of  the  Dead. 

(Sbak.  Hen.  4.  Part.  2. 
Now  Hell's  blued  Plagues 
Receive  her  quick,  with  all  her  Crimes  upon  her  : 
Let  her  fink  fpotted  down  ;  let  the  dark  Hoft 
Make  Room,  and  point  and  hifs  her  as  flie  goes  ; 
Let  the  moil  branded  Ghofls  of  all  her  Sex 
Rejoyce,  and  cry,  Here  comet  a  blacker  Fiend. 

(Sbak,  % 'roil.  aniCreJJT. 
Oall 
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O  all  tormenting  Dreams,  wild  Horrours  of  the  Night 
And  Hags  of  Fancy,  wing  him  thro' the  Air; 
From  Precipices  hurl  him  headlong  down  ; 
Cbarybdis  roar,  and  Death  be  fet  before  him.  LeeOedlfl 

Kind  Heav'n  !  let  heavy  Curies 
Gall  his  old  Age,  Cramps,  Aches,  rack  his  Bones ; 
And  bittereft  Difquiet  wring  his  Heart. 
Oh  let  him  live  till  Life  becomes  a  Burden  ; 
Let  him  groan  under't  long,  linger  an  Age 
In  the  wortt  Agonies  and  Pangs  of  Death, 
And  find  its  Eafe  but  late.  Otzv.  Ven.  Pref. 

But  Curfes  Hick  not :  Could  I  kill  with  Curling, 
By  Heav'n  I  know  not  thirty  Heads  in  Venice 
Should  not  be  Wafted :  Senators  mould  rot 
Like  Dogs  on  DuRghib ;  but  their  Wives  and  Daughters 
Die  of  their  own  Difeafes.    Oh  for  a  Curfe 
To  kill  with!  Ottv.Ven.Pref. 

CUSTOM. 

Cuftom,  that  does  ftill  difpenfe 
An  univerfal  Influence  ; 
And  makes  Things  right  or  wrong  appear, 
Juft  as  they  do  her  Liv'ry  wear.  Hud. 

Cuftom,  which  often  Wifdom  over-rules, 
And  ooly  ferves  for  Reafon  to  the  Fools.  Roch. 

Ill  Cuftoms  by  Degrees  to  Habits  rife, 
111  Habits  foon  become  exalted  Vice.  Dryd.  Ovid. 

Ill  Habits  gather  by  unfeen  Degrees, 
As  Brooks  make  Rivers,  Rivers  run  to  Seas.         Dryd.  Virg, 

Habitual  Evils  change  not  on  a  fudden, 
But  many  Days  muft  pafs,  and  many  Sorrows  : 
Confcious  Remorfe  and  Anguiih  muft  be  felt, 
To  curb  Defire,  to  break  the  ftubborn  Will, 
And  work  a  fecond  Nature  in  the  Soul, 
Ere  Virtue  can  refume  the  Place  fhe  loft  : 
'Tis  elfe  Diffimulation.  Rozv  U/yf. 

For  Cuftom  will  a  itrong  Impreffion  leave  : 
Hard  Bodies,  which  the  lighteft  Stroke  receive, 
In  length  of  Time,  will  moulder  and  decay ; 
And  Stones  with  Drops  of  Rain  are  wam'd  away.  Dryd.  Lucr. 

CYBELE. 
Hail  thou  Great  Mother  of  the  Deities !  Dryd.  Virg. 

Whole  tinkling  Cymbals  charm'd  th'  Idaan  Woods, 

Who 
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Who  fecret  Rites  and  Ceremonies  taught, 
And  to  the  Yoke  the  favage  Lions  brought.  Dryd.  Virg. 

Fierce  Tigers  reign'd  and  curb'd  obey  thv  Will.  Dryd.  Virg. 
In  Pomp  fhe  makes  the  Phrygian  Round, 
With  golden  Turrets  on  her  Temples  crown'd  : 
A  hundred  Gods  her  fweeping  Train  fupply, 
Her  Offspring  all,  and  all  command  the  Sky.        Dryd.  Virg, 

CYCLOPS,     See  Polypbem.   Smith. 

Sacred  to  Vulcan's  Name  an  Ifle  doth  lie, 
Between  Sici/ia's  Coaft  and  Lipare, 
Rais'd  high  on  fmoking  Rocks,  and  deep  below 
In  hollow  Caves  the  Fires  of  JEtyia  glow. 
The  Cyclops  here  their  heavy  Hammers  deal ; 
Loud  Strokes  and  Hillings  of  tormented  Steel 
Are  heard  around;  the  boiling  Waters  roar, 
And  fmoaking  Flames  thro'  fuming  Tunnels  foar. 
Hither  the  Father  of  the  Fire,  by  Night, 
1  hro1  the  brown  Air  precipitates  his  Flight. 
On  their  eternal  Anvils  here  he  found 
The  Brethren  bleating,  and  the  Blows  go  round. 
A  Load  of  Pointlefs  Thunder  now  there  lies 
Before  their  Hands,  to  ripen  for  the  Skies; 
Thefe  Darts  for  angry  Jove  the  daily  caft, 
Confum'd  on  Mortars  with  prodigious  Wafte. 
Three  Rays  of  writhen  Rain,  of  Fire  three  more ; 
Of  winged  Southern  Winds  and  cloudy  Store 
As  many  Parts,  the  dreadful  Mixture  frame; 
And  Fears  are  added,  and  avenging  Flame. 
Inferiour  Minifters  for  Mars  repair 
His  broken  AxTe-Trees  and  blunten  War  ; 
And  fend  him  forth  again  with  furbifh'd  Arms, 
To  wake  the  lazy  War  with  Trumpets  loud  Alarms. 
The  reft  refrefh  the  fcaly  Snakes  that  fold 
The  Shield  of  Pallas,  and  renew  their  Gold  : 
Full  on  the  Creft  the  Gorgon  %  Head  they  place, 
With  Eyes  that  roll  in  Death,  and  with  diftorted  Face. 

So  when  the  Cychps  o'er  their  Anvils  fweat,  (Dryd.  Virg. 
And  their  fvvol'n  Sinews  echoing  Blows  repeat ; 
From  the  Vulcar.o  grofs  Eruptions  rife, 
And  curling  Sheets  of  Smoke  obfeure  the  Skies.  Gar. 
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Daphne  changed  into  a  Laurel. 
Scarce  had  fhe  linifh'd,  when  her  Feet  me  found 
Benum'd  with  Cold,  and  faiten'd  to  the  Ground  : 
A  filmy  Rind  about  her  Body  grows ; 
Her  Hair  to  Leaves,  her  Arms  extend  to  Boughs  : 
The  Nymph  is  all  into  a  Laurel  gone, 
The  Smcothnefs  of  her  Skin  remains  alone  : 
Yet  Phcebus  loves  her  ftill,  and  calling  round 
Her  Bole  his  Arms,  fotne  little  Warmth  he  found  : 
The  Tree  ftill  painted  in  th'  unfinihYd  Part, 
Not  wholly  vegetive  ;  and  heav'd  her  Heart : 
He  fixM  his  Lips  upon  the  trembling  Rind  ; 
It  fwerv'd  afide,  and  his  Embrace  declin'd  ; 
To  whom  the  God.  —  "  Becaufe  thou  canfl  not  be 
f*  My  Miftrefs,  I  efpoufe  thee  for  my  Tree  : 
**  Be  thou  the  Prize  of  Honour  and  Renown; 
"  The  deathlefs  Poet  and  the  Poem  crown, 
"  Thou  /halt  the  Roman  Feftivals  adorn, 
«'  And  after  Poets  be  by  Victors  worn. 
"  Thou  (halt  returning  Csefa-rs  Triumph  grace, 
4t  When  Pomp  fhall  in  a  long  Proceffion  pafs: 
"  Wreath'd  on  his  Pofts  before  the  Palace  wait, 
"  And  be  the  facred  Guardian  of  the  Gate  : 
"  Secure  from  Thunder,  and  unharm'd  by  Jove, 
f*  Unfading  as  th' immortal  Pow'rs  above. 
**  And  as  the  Locks  of  Phoebus  are  unfhorn, 
f*  So  fhall  perpetual  Green  thy  Boughs  adorn. 
The  grateful  Tree  was  pleas'd  with  what  he  faid, 
And  fnook  the  fhady  Honours  of  her  Head.        Dryd.Ovid. 

The  Story  of  Phoebus  and  Daphne  apptfd. 
Tbirjis,  a  Youth  of  the  infpired  Trai% 
Fair  Sacharijja  lov'd  but  lov'd  in  vain. 
Like  Pbcebus  fung  the  no  lefs  amVous  Boy  ; 
Like  Daphne  lhe  as  lovely  and  as  coy. 
With  flying  Numbers  he  the  Nymph  purfues, 
With  Numbers,  fuch  as  Phcebm  felf  might  ufe. 
Such  is  the  Chafe  when  Love  and  Fancy  leads 
O'er  craggy  Mountains  and  thro'  flow'ry  Meads, 
Invok'd   to  teftify  the  Lover's  Care, 
Or  form  fome  Image  of  his  cruel  Fair : 

Urg'd 
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Urg'd  with  his  Fury,  like  a  wounded  Deer, 

O'er  thefe  he  fled  ;  and  now  approaching  Hear, 

Had  reach'd  the  Nymph  with  his  harmonious  Lay, 

Whom  all  his  Charms  could  not  incline  to  iUy  : 

Yet  what  he  fung  in  his  immortal  Strain, 

Tho'  unfuccefsfui,  was  not  fung  in  vain  : 

All  but  the  Nymph,  who  mould  redrefs  his  Wrong, 

Attend  his  Paffion  and  approve  his  Song : 

Like  Pkcebus  thus,  acquiring  unfought  Praife, 

He  catch'd  at  Love,  and  fili'd  his  Arms  with  Bays.     Wall. 

DARKNESS. 

Even  Hell  gap'd  horrible, 
And  thro'  the  Chafm  let  in  prodigious  Night ; 
Night  that  extinguiuYd  the  meridian  Ray, 
And  with  its  gloomy  De-uge  choak'd  the  Day.  BUc* 

Let  Darknefs  to  be  felt, 
Impenetrable  Darknefs,  fuch  as  dwelt 

On  the  Dun  Vifage  of  primeval  Night,  9 

Shut  every  Star- beam  out  from  mortal  Sight,  > 

And  clofe  up  every  Pafs  and  Road  of  Light.  Blue.  3 

Darknefs,  thou  firfl  kind  Parent  of  us  all, 

Thou  art  our  great  Original ! 

Since  from  thy  univerfal  Womb, 
Does  all  thoufhad'ft  below,  thy  num'rous  Offspring,  come. 
Thy  wond'rous  Birth  is  even  to  Time  unknown, 

Or,  like  Eternity,  thou'adft  none  ; 

While  Light  did  its  firft  Being  owe 
Unto  that  awful  Shade  it  dares  to  rival  now. 
Involv'd  in  thee  we  nrit  receive  our  Breath  : 

Thou  art  our  Refuge  too  in  Death  1 

Great  Monarch  of  the  Grave  and  Womb  ? 
Where'eVr  our  Souls  (hall  go,  to  thee  our  Bodies  come. 
The  filent  Globe  is  itruck  with  awful  Fear 

When  thy  maje flick  Shades  appear. 

Thou  doll  compofe  the  Air  and  Sea  ; 
And  Earth  a  Sabbath  keeps  facred  to  Reft  and  Thee. 
In  thy  ferener  Shades  our  Ghofts  delight, 

And  court  the  Umbrage  of  the  Night. 

In  Vaults  and  gloomy  Caves  they  ltray. 
But  fly  the  Morning  Beams,  and  ficken  at  the  Day. 
Thou  doit  thy  Smiles  impartially  beltow, 

And  know'il  no  DiiPrence  here  below  : 

All 
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Ail  things  appear  the  fame  to  thee  ; 
Tho*  Light  Diilinclion  make?,  thou  giv'ft  Equality. 
In  Caves  of  Night,  the  Oracles  of  old 

Did  all  their  Myfterics  unfold  : 

Darknefs  did  firfl  Religion  grace, 
Gave  Terrors  to  the  God,  and  RevVence  to  the  Place. 
When  the  Almighty  did  on  Hcreb  ftand, 

Thy  Shades  inclos'd  the  haJlow'd  Land  : 

In  Clouds  of  Night  he  was  array'd, 
And  venerable  Darknels  his  Pavilion  made. 
When  he  appear'd  arm'd  in  his  Pow'r  and  Might, 

He  veil'd  the  beatiflck  Light; 

When  terrible  with  Majefty, 
In  Tempelts  he  gave  Laws,  and  clad  himfeif  with  thee. 
And  fading  Light  its  Empire  muit.  refign, 

And  Nature's  Power  fubmit  to  thine  : 
A  univerfal  Ruin  fhall  erecl:  thy  Throne, 
And  Fate  confirm  thy  Kingdom  evermore  thy  own.       Yald, 
Darknefs,  which  faireft  Nymphs  difarms, 

Defends  us  ill  from  Mira%  Charms; 

Mira  can  lay  her  Beauty  by, 

Take  no  Advantage  of  the  Eye, 

Quit  all  that  Liiifs  Art  can  take, 

And  yet  a  thoufand  Captives  make. 

Her  Speech  is  grac'd  with  fweeter  Sound, 

Than  in  another's  Song  is  found. 

And  all  her  well-plac'd  Words  are  Darts, 

Which  need  no  Light  to  reach  our  Hearts. 

As  the  bright  Stars  and  milky  Way, 

Shewn  by  the  Night,  are  hid  by  Day, 

So  we,  in  her  accomplifh'd  Mind, 

Help'd  by  the  Night,  new  Graces  find ; 

Which,  by  the  Splendour  of  her  View 

Dazled  before,  we  never  knew. 

While  we  converfe  with  her,  we  mark 

No  want  of  Day,  nor  think  it  dark; 

Her  mining  Image  is  a  Light 

Fix'd  in  our  Hearts,  and  conquers  Night. 

Like  Jewels  to  Advantage  fet, 

Her  Beauty  by  the  Shade  does  get. 

There  Blufhes,  Frowns,  and  cold  Difdaia, 

All  that  our  Paffion  might  reftrain, 

Is  hid;  and  our  indulgent  Mind 

Prefents  the  fair  Idea  kind. 

Yet, 
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Yet,  friended  by  the  Night,  we  dare, 
Only  in  whifpers  tell  our  Care  : 
He  that  on  her  his  bold  Hand  lays, 
With  Cupid's  pointed  Arrows  plays  : 
They,  with  a  Touch,  they  are  fo  keen, 
Wound  us,  unfhot ;  and  ihe  unieen. 
So  we  tiC  Arabian  Coaft  do  know 
Atdiftance,  when  the  Spices  blow; 
By  the  rich  Odour  taught  to  fleer, 
Tho'  neither  Day  nor  Stars  appear.  Wall. 

Oh  Hie  does  teach  the  Torches  to  burn  bright! 

Her  Beauty  hangs  upon  the  Cheek  of.  Night, 

Fairer  than  Snow  upon  a  Raven's  Back, 

Or  a  rich  Jewel  in  an  Etbiofs  Ear  ; 

Were  fhe  in  yonder  Sphere,  (he'd  fhine  fo  bright,  (Rom.&  Jul. 

That  Birds  would  fing,  and  think  the  Day  were  breaking.  Sbak,  I 
Her  beauty  gilds  the  more  than  Midnight  Darknefs, 

And  makes  it  grateful  as  the  Dawn  of  Day.    Row.  Fair  Pen. 

DEATH.    See  Life.  Futurity. 

Death's  a  black  Veil*  cov'ring  a  beauteous  Face, 
Fear'd  afar  oft 

By  erring  Nature:   A  miftaken  Phantom  ! 
A  harmlefs  Lambent  Fire  !   She  kifies  cold, 
But  kind  and  foft,  and  fweet  as  my  Ckcra  !      Dryd.  Cleom. 

If  Ihe  be  like  my  Love, 
She  is  not  dreadful  fure.  Dryd.  All  far  Love. 

Oh  could  we  know 
What  Joy  me  brings,  at  leaf!  what  Reft  from  Grief; 
How  mould  we  prefs  into  her  friendly  Arms, 
And  be  pleas'd  not  to  be,  or  to  be  happy  !         Dryd.  Cleom. 

Death  ends  our  Woes, 
And  the  kind  Grave  fhuts  up  the  moufnful  Scene.  Dry  Sp.Fry. 

The  Dead  are  only  happy,  and  the  Dying  : 
The  Dead  are  fliU,  and  lafting  Slumbers  hold  'em. 
He  who  is  near  his  Death,  but  turns  about, 
Shuffles  a  while  to  make  his  Pi 'low  eafy, 
Then  flips  into  his  Shrowd,  and  relts  for  ever.  Lee  CceJ.  Bcr. 

Death  is  the  Privilege  of  human  Nature; 
And  Life  without  it  were  not  worth  our  taking  : 
Thither  the  Poor,  the  Prisoner,  and  the  Mourner 
Fly  for  Relief,  and  lay  their  Burdens  down.    Row.  Fair  Pen. 

Death  to  a  Man  in  Mifery  is  Sleep.  Dryd.  Don.  Seb. 

Death 
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Death  fhuns  the  naked  Throat,  and  profFer'dBreaft; 

He  flies  when  call'd  to  be  a  welcome  Gueft.  Bed.  Ant.  &  Chop. 
I  wifli  to  die,  yet  dare  not  Death  endure  ! 

Detelt  the  Med'cine,  yet  defire  the  Cure. 

Oh  had  I  Courage  but  to  meet  my  Fate, 

That  fhort  dark  Paffsge  to  a  future  State; 

That  melancholy  Riddle  of  a  Breath, 

That  Something  or  that  Nothing  after  Death  !    Dryd.  Auren. 
Cowards  die  many  times  before  their  Death ; 

The  Valiant  never  tafte  of  Death  but  once.     Sbak.  Jul,  Caf. 
But  Men  with  Horrour  Diffolution  meet ; 

The  Minutes  ev'n  of  painful  Life  are  fweet.  Dryd.Rw.  Lad. 
Poor  abject  Creatures !  How  they  fear  to  die  ! 

Who  never  knew  one  h?.ppy  Hour  in  Life, 

Yet  make  to  lay  it  down.     Is  Load  {o  plefant  ? 

Or  has  Heav'n  hid  the  Happinefs  of  Death, 

That  Men  may  dare  to  live  ?  Dryd.  Don.  Sd. 

Many  are  the  Shapes 

Of  Death,  and  many  are  the  Ways  that  lead 

To  his  grim  Cave  ;  all  difmal !  yet  to  Senfe 

More  terrible  at  th'  Entrance  than  within.  Milt, 

Tho'  we  each  Day  with  Coft  repair, 

Death  mocks  our  greateft  Skill  and  utmoft  Care; 

Nor  loves  the  Fair,  nor  fears  the  Strong  ; 

And  he  that  lives  the  longeft,  dies  but  young. 
And  once  depriv'd  of  Light, 
We're  wrapt  in  Mills  of  endlefs  Night. 
One  Mortal  feels  Fate's  fudden  Blow, 
Another's  ling'ring  Death  comes  flow  : 
And  what  of  Life  they  take  from  thee, 
The  Gods  may  give  to  punifh  me.         Otiv.  Hor. 
Fix'd  is  the  Term  to  all  the  Race  of  Earth, 

And  fuch  the  hard  Condition  of  our  Birth, 

No  Force  can  then  refiit,  no  Flight  can  fave  ; 

A  1  Fall  alike,  the  Fearful  and  the  Brave.  Pope  Horn. 

The  Caufe  and  Spring  of  Motion  from  above 

Kung  down  on  Earth  the  golden  Chain  of  Love. 

Great  was  th'  Effect,  and  high  was  his  Intent, 

When  Peace  among  the  jarring  Seeds  he  fent. 

Fire,  Flood,  and  Earth,  and  Air  by  this  were  bound  ; 

And  Love,  the  common  Link,  the  new  Creation  crown'ch 

The  Chain  itiK  holds  ;  for  tho1  the  Forms  decay, 

Eternal  Matter  never  wears  away. 

For  the  firli  Mover  certain  Bounds  has  plac'd, 

How  long  thefe  perifhable  Forms  mail  lag  ; 

E  Nor 
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Nor  can  they  laft  beyond  the  Time  affign'd 

By  that  all-feeing  and  all-making  Mind  ; 

Shorten  their  Hours  they  may,  for  Will  is  free, 

But  never  pafs  th' appointed  Deitiny. 

So  Men  opprefs'd,  when  weary  of  their  Breath, 

Throw  off  the  Burden  and  fuborn  their  Death. 

Then  fince  thefe  Forms  begin,  and  have  their  End, 

On  fomeunalterd  Caufe  they  fure  depend, 

Part  of  the  Whole  are  we ;  but  God  the  Whole, 

Who  gives  us  Life,  and  animating  Soul : 

For  Nature  cannot  from  a  Part  derive 

That  Being  which  the  Whole  can  only  give. 

He  perfect,  liable,  but  imperfect  We, 

Subject  to  Change,  and  different  in  Degree, 

Plants,  Beaft,  and  Men ;  and  as  our  Organs  are, 

We  more  or  lefs  of  his  Perfections  fhare. 

But  by  a  long  Defcent  th'  ethereal  Fire 

Corrupts,  and  Forms,  the  mortal  Part,  expire; 

As  he  withdraws  his  Virtue,  fo  they  pafs, 

And  the  fame  Matter  makes  another  Mafs. 

This  Law  th'omnifcient  Power  was  pleas 'd  to  give, 

That  ev'ry  Kind  mould  by  Succeffion  live  ; 

That  Individuals  die,  his  Will  ordains ; 

The  propagated  Species  itill  remains.        Dry  J.  Pal.  and  An. 

What  makes  all  this  but  Jupiter,  the  King, 
At  whofe  Command  we  perifh,  and  we  fpring  ? 
Then  'tis  our  belt,  fince  thus  ordain 'd  to  die, 
To  make  a  Virtue  of  Neceffity : 
Take  what  he  gives,  fince  to  rebel  is  vain  ; 
The  Bad  grows  better  which  we  well  furtain. 
And  could  we  chufe  the  Time,  and  chuie  aright, 
"Tis  beft  to  die,  our  Honour  at  the  Height, 
When  we  have  done  our  Anceftors  no  Shame, 
But  ferv'd  our  Friends,  and  well  fecur'd  our  Fame  ; 
Then  mould  we  wifh  our  happy  Life  to  clofe, 
And  leave  no  more  for  Fortune  to  diipofe  ; 
So  mould  we  make  our  Death  a  glad  Relief, 
From  future  Shame,  from  Sicknefs,  and  from  Grief; 
Enjoying  while  we  live  the  preient  Hour, 
•    And  dying  in  our  Excellence  and  Flow'r. 
Then  round  our  Death- bed  ev'ry  Friend  mould  run, 
And  joy  us  of  our  Conqueit  early  won  : 
While  the  malicious  World  with  envious  Tears,        and  Arc. 
Should  grudge  our  happv  End,  and  vvifli  it  theirs.  Dryd.  Pal. 

When 
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When  Honour's  loft,  lis  a  Relief  to  die  : 
Death's  but  a  fure  Retreat  from  Infamy.  Oar. 

'Tis  to  the  Vulgar  Death  too  harm  appears : 
The  111  we  feel  is  only  in  our  Fears. 

To  die  is  landing  on  fome  filent  Shore,  ^ 

Where  Billows  never  break,  nor  Tempefts  roar;  £ 

E'er  well  we  feel  the  friendly  Stroke,  'tis  o'er.  p 

The  Wife  thro' Thought  th'  Infults  of  Death  defy, 
The  Fools  thro'  bleft  Infenfibility. 
'Tis  what  the  Guilty  fear,  the  Pious  crave, 
Sought  by  the  Wretch,  and  vanquifh'd  by  the  Brave  : 
It  eafes  Lovers,  fets  the  Captives  free  ; 
And,  tho'  a  Tyrant,  offers  Liberty.  Gar. 

Ay,  but  to  dye,  and  go  we  know  not  where, 
To  lie  in  cold  Obftruction,  and  to  rot; 
This  fenfible  warm  Motion  to  become 
A  kneaded  Clod  ;  and  the  delighted  Spirit 
To  bathe  in  fiery  Floods,  or  to  refide 
In  thrilling  Regions  of  thick-ribbed  Ice : 
To  be  imprifon'd  in  the  viewlefs  Winds, 
Or  blown  with  reftlefs  Violence  about 
The  pendant  World  ;  or  to  be  worfe  than  worft 
Of  thole  that  lawlefs  and  uncertain  Thought 
Imagines  howling  ;  'tis  too  horrible  ! 
The  wearieft  and  moft  loathed  worldly  Life, 
That  Pain,  Age,  Penury,  and  Imprifonment 
Can  lay  on  Nature,  is  a  Paradife 
To  what  we  fear  of  Death.  Sbak.Meaf.forMeaf. 

The  Thought  of  Death  to  one  near  Death  is  dreadful : 
Oh  !  'tis  a  fearful  Thing  to  be  no  more ; 
Or  if  to  be,  to  wander  after  Death  ; 
To  walk,  as  Spirits  do,  in  Brakes  all  Day, 
And  when  the  Darknefs  comes,  to  glide  in  Paths 
That  lead  to  Graves,  and  in  the  filent  Vault 
Where  lies  your  own  pale  Shrowd,  to  hover  o'er  it, 
Striving  to  enter  your  forbidden  Corps, 
And  otten,  often  vainly  breath  your  Ghoft. 
Into  your  lifelefs  Lips. 
Then  like  a  lone,  benighted  Traveller 
Shut  out  from  Lodgings,  (hall  your  Groans  be  anfwer'd 
By  whittling  Winds,  whofe  ev'ry  Blaft  will  fhake 
Your  reader  Fcrm  to  Atoms.  Dryd.  Qedip. 

Death  ii  not  dieadrul  to  a  Mind  refolv'd, 
It  feems  as  natural  as  to  be  born. 
Groans,  and  Convuliions,  and  difcolour'd  Faces, 
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Friends  weeping  round  us,  Blacks,  and  Obfequies, 

Make  Death  a  dreadful  thing  :  The  Pomp  of  Death 

Is  far  more  terrible  than  Death  it  felf.  Lee  L.  J.  Brut, 

When  the  Sun  fets,  Shadows  that  fhew'd  at  Noon 
But  fmall,  appear  mofl  long  and  terrible ; 
So  when  we  think  Fate  hovers  o'er  our  Heads, 
Our  Apprehenfions  ftioot  beyond  all  Bounds : 
Owls,  Ravens,  Crickets,  feem  the  Watch  of  Death  ; 
Nature's  worft  Vermin  fcare  her  God-like  Sons  j 
Echoes,  the  very  Leavings  of  a  Voice, 
Grow  babbling  Ghofts,  and  call  us  to  our  Graves. 
Each  Mole- Hill  Thought  fwells  to  a  huge  Olympus; 
While  we  fantaflick  Dreamers  heave  and  puff, 
And  fweat  with  an  Imagination's  Weight.  Lee  Oedip. 

Death's  dark  Shades 
Seem,  as  we  journey  on,  to  lofe  their  Horrour  ; 
At  near  Approach  the  Monfters,  form'd  by  Fear, 
Are  vanifh'd  all,  and  leave  the  Profpeft  clear. 
Amidft  the  gloomy  Vale  a  pleafing  Scene, 
With  Flow'rs  adorn'd,  and  never-fading  Grean, 
Inviting  ftands  to  take  the  Wretched  in. 
No  Wars,  no  Wrongs,  no  Tyrants,  no  Defpair, 
Difturb  the  Quiet  of  a  Place  fo  fair, 
But  injur'd  Lovers  find  Elizium  there.  Row.  Tamer/, 

Death  only  can  be  dreadful  to  the  Bad  : 
To  Innocence,  'tis  like  a  Bug-bear  dreis'd 
To  frighten  Children ;   Pull  but  off  his  Mask, 
And  he'll  appear  a  Friend.  Dryd.  Oedip. 

Oh  that  I  lefs  could  fear  to  lofe  this  Being  ! 
Which,  like  a  Snow-ball  in  my  Coward  hand, 
The  more  'tisgrafp'd,the  farter  melts  away.  Dryd.  All  for  Love. 

From  Death  we  rofe  to  Life;  'tis  but  the  fame, 
Thro'  Life  to  pafs  again  from  whence  we  came. 
With  Shame  we  fee  our  Pailions  can  prevail, 
Where  Reafon,  Certainty,  and  Virtue  fail: 
Honour,  that  empty  Name,  can  Death  defpife;  ) 

Scorn'd  Love  to  Death,  as  to  a  Refuge,  flies  ;  S 

And  Sorrow  waits   for  Death  with  longing  Eyes.  3 

Hope  triumphs  o'er  the  Thoughts  of  Death  ;  and  Fate 
Cheats  Fools,  and  flatters  the  Unfortunate. 
We  fear  to  lofe  what  a  fmall  Time  muft  wafte, 
Till  Life  it  felf  grows  the  Difeafe  at  Jail : 
Begging  for  Life,  we  beg  for  more  Decay, 
And  to  be  long  a  dying  only  pray.  How. 

Why  aic  we  then  lb  fond  of  mortal  Life. 
Bclct  with  Dangers  and  maintain'd  with  Strife  f  A 
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A  Life  which  all  our  Care  can  never  five; 

One  Fate  attends  us,  and  one  common  Grave. 

Befides,  we  tread  but  a  perpetual  Round,  *^> 

We  ne'er  ftrike  out,  but  beat  the  former  Ground,^  > 

And  the  fame  maukifh  Joys  in  the  fame  Tra&  are  found.     D 

For  fl ill  we  think  an  abfent  BlefTing  beft,  "^ 

Which  cloys,  and  is  no  Blefiing  when  pofTefs'd  ;  £ 

A  new-ariAng  Wifh  exoelis  it  from  the  Breaft.  3 

The  fev'rifh  Thirft  of  Life  increaies  Hifl, 

We  call  for  more,  and  more,  and  never  have  our  Fill  t 

Yet  know  not  what  To-morrow  we  (hall  try, 

What  Dregs  of  Life  in  the  laft  Draught  may  lie  : 

Nor  by  the  longeft  Life  we  can  attain,  "7 

One  Moment  from  the  Length  of  Death  we  gain  ;  > 

For  all  behind  belongs  to  his  eternal  Reign.  3 

When  once  the  Fates  have  cut  the  mortal  Thread, 

The  Man  as  much  to  all  Intents  is  dead, 

Who  dies  To-Day,  and  will  as  long  be  fo, 

As  he  who  dy'd  a  thoufand  Years  ago.  Dry  J.  Luc. 

What  has  this  Bugbear  Death  to  frighten  Man, 
If  Souls  can  die  as  well  as  Bodies  can  ? 
For,  as  before  our  Birth  we  felt  no  Pain, 
So,  when  our  mortal  Frame  fhall  be  disjoin'd, 
The  lifelefs  Lump  uncoupled  from  the  Mind, 
From  Senfe  of  Grief  and  Pain  we  fhall  be  free  : 
We  fhall  not  feel,  becaufe  we  fhall  not  B  E  ! 
Nay,  ev'n  fuppofe  when  we  have  fuffer'd  Fate, 
The  Soul  could  feel  in  her  divided  State ; 
What's  that  to  us  ?  For  W  E  are  only  W  E 
While  Souls  and  Bodies  in  one  Frame  agree  : 
Nay,  tho'  our  Atoms  fhould  revolve  by  Chance, 
And  Matter  leap  into  the  former  Dance, 
What  Gain  to  us  would  all  this  Buftie  bring? 
The  new-made  Man  would  be  another  Thing. 
When  once  an  interrupting  Paufe  is  made, 
That  individual  Being  is  decay'd ; 
We  who  are  dead  and  gone  fhall  bear  no  Part 
In  all  the  Pleafures,  nor  fhall  feel  the  Smart, 
Which  to  that  other  Mortal  fhall  accrue, 
Whom  of  our  Matter  Time  fhall  mould  anew; 
Becaufe  a  Paufe  of  Life,  a  gaping  Space, 
Has  come  betwixt,   where  Memory  lies  dead, 
And  all  the  wand' ring  Motions  from  the  Senfe  arc  ffei, 
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For  whofoe'er  fhall  in  Misfortunes  live, 

Muil  B  E  when  thofe  Misfortunes  fhall  arrive  ; 

And  fince  the  Man  who  I  S  not,  feels  not  Woe, 

(For  Death  exempts  him,  and  wards  off  the  Blow, 

Which  we,  the  Living  only,  feel  and  bear) 

What  is  there  left  for  us  in  Death  to  fear  ? 

When  once  that  Paufe  of  Life  has  come  between, 

Tis  juft  the  fame  as  wre  had  never  been. 

And  therefore  if  a  Man  bemoan  his  Lot, 

That  after  Death  his  mould'ring  Limbs  fhall  rot, 

Or  Flames,  or  Jaws  of  Beafts,  devour  his  Mafs, 

Know  he's  an  unfincere  unthinking  Afs : 

The  Fool  is  to  his  own  call  Offals  kind ; 

He  boafts  no  Senfe  can  after  Death  remain, 

Yet  makes  himfelf  a  Part  of  Life  again, 

As  if  fome  other  H  E  could  feel  the  Pain. 

If",  while  he  lives,  this  Thought  moleft  his  Head, 

He  waftes  his  Days  in  idle  Grief,  nor  can 

DiiHnguifh  'twixt  the  Body  and  the  Man ; 

But  thinks  himfelf  can  ftill  himfelf  furvive, 

And  what,  when  dead  he  feels  not,  feels  alive. 

Then  he  repines  that  he  was  born  to  die, 

Nor  knows  in  Death  there  is  no  other  H  E, 

No  living  HE  remains  his  Grief  to  vent, 

And  o'er  his  fenfelefs  Carcafs  to  lament. 

But  to  be  fnatch'd  from  all  thy  houfhold  Joys, 

From  thy  chafte  Wife,  and  thy  dear  prattling  Boys  ! 

Ah  Wretch,  thou  cry'ft,  ah  !  miferable  me  ! 

One  woeful  Day  fweeps  Children,  Friends  and  Wife, 

And  all  the  brittle  Blefhngs  of  my  Life  ! 

Add  one  thi:;g  more,  and  all  thou  fay'ft  is  true  ; 

Thv  Want  and  Wifh  of  them  is  vanifh'd  too  ; 

"Which,  well  coufider'd,  were  a  quick  Relief 

To  all  thy  vain  imaginary  Grief: 

For  thou  llialt  fleep,  and  Lever  wake  again, 

And,  quitting  Life,  fhalt  quit  thy  living  Pain; 

.But  we,   thy  Friends,  fhall  all  thofe  Sorrows  find,  "7 

Which  in  forgetful  Death  thou  leav'lt  behind,  > 

No  Time  fhall  dry  our  Tears,  nor  drive  thee  from  our  Mind.  ^ 

The  worit  that  can  befal  thee,  meafurM  right, 

Is  a  found  Slumber,  and  a  long  Good-night. 

Yet  thus  the  Fools,  who  would  be  thought  the  Wits, 

Difturb  their  Mirth  with  melancholy  Fits; 

When  Healths  go  round,  and  kindly  Brimmers  flow, 

Till  the  frefh  Garlands  on  their  Foreheads  glow,  They 


Death.  103 

They  whine  and  cry,  "  Let  us  make  hafte  to  live, 

"  Short  are  the  Joys  which  human  Life  can  give. 

Eternal  Preaohers  \  who  corrupt  the  Draught, 

And  pall  th«  God  who  never  thinks,  with  Thought. 

Nay,  ev'n  in  Sleep,  the  Body,  wrapt  in  Eafe, 

Supinely  lies,  as  in  the  peaceful  Grave, 

And,  wanting  nothing,  nothing  can  it  crave  : 

Were  that  found  Sleep  eternal,  it  were  Death. 

Then  Death  to  us,  and  Death's  Anxiety, 

Is  lefs  than  Nothing,  if  a  Lefs  could  be; 

For  then  our  Atoms,  which  in  Order  lay, 

Are  fcatter'd  from  their  Heap,  and  pufFd  away, 

And  never  can  return  into  their  Place, 

When  once  the  Paufe  of  Life  has  left  an  empty  Space. 

And  hit  fuppofe,  great  Nature's  Voice  mould  call 

To  thee,  or  me,  or  any  of  us  all, 

What  doft  thou  mean,  ungrateful  Wretch,  thou  vain, 

Thou  mortal  Thing,  thus  idly  to  complain, 

And  figh  and  fob,  that  thou  (halt  be  no  more? 

For  if  thy  Life  were  plea  fan  t  heretofore, 

If  all  the  bounteous  Bleflings  I  could  give,  ~J> 

Thou  hail  enjoyM,  if  thou  haft  known  to  live,  > 

And  Pleafure  not  lea kM  thro1  thee,  like  a  Sieve,  2) 

Why  do'ft  thou  not  give  Thanks  as  at  a  plenteous  Feaft, 

Cram'd  to  the  Throat  with  Life,  and  rife,  and  take  thy  Rd  ? 

But  if  my  BlefTings  thou  haft  thrown  away, 

If  indigefted  Joys  pafs'd  thro',  and  would  not  ftay, 

Why  do'ft  thou  wiih  for  more  to  fquander  ftill? 

If  Life  be  grown  a  Load,  a  real  111, 

And  I  would  all  thy  Cares  and  Labours  end, 

Lay  down  thy  Burden,  Fool,  and  know  thy  Friend. 

To  pleafe  thee  I  have  empty'd  all  my  Store, 

I  can  invent,  and  can  fupply  no  more, 

But  run  the  Round  again,  the  Round  I  ran  before. 

Suppofe  thou  art  not  broken  yet  with  Years, 

Yet  ftill  the  felffame  Scene  of  Things  appears, 

And  would  be  ever,  could' ft  thou  ever  live ; 

For  Life  is  ftill  but  Life,  there's  nothing  new  to  give. 

But  if  a  Wretch,  a  Man  opprefs'd  by  Fate, 

Should  beg  of  Nature  to  prolong  his  Date  ; 

She  fpeaks  aloud  to  him  with  more  Difdain  ; 

Be  ftill,  thou  Martyr  Fool,  thou  covetous  of  Pain. 

But  if  an  old  decrepid  Sot  lament ; 

What  thou,  (he  cries,  who  haft  out-liv'd  Content? 
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DoTt  thou  complain,  who  haft  enjoy 'd  my  Store  ? 
Now  leave  thofe  Joys,  unfuiting  to  thy  Age, 
To  a  frefh  Comer,  and  refign  the  Stage. 
Js  Nature  to  be  blam'd  if  thus  fhe  chide  i 
What  can  we  plead  againft  fo  juft  a  Bill? 
We  ftand  convicled,  and  our  Caufe  goes  ill. 
Por  Life  is  not  confin'd  to  him  or  thee ; 
""Pis  giv'n  to  all  for  Ufe,  to  none  for  Property. 

Therefore  when  Thoughts  of  Death  difturb  thy  Head 
Confider,  Aneus,  great  and  good,  is  dead  : 
Aricus,  thy  better  far,  was  born  to  dye; 
And  thou,  dolt  thou  bewail  Mortality  ? 
So  many  Monarchs,  with  their  mighty  State, 
Who  rul'd  the  World,  were  over-rul'd  by  Fate. 
The  Founders  of  invented  Arts  are  loft, 
And  Wits,  who  made  Eternity  their  Boaft. 
Where  now  is  Homer,  who  poiTefs'd  the  Throne  ? 
Th' immortal  Work  remains,  the  mortal  Author's  gone, 
And  thou,  doft  thou  difdain  to  yield  thy  Breath, 
W hofe  very  Life  is  little  more  than  Death  r 
More  than  one  half  by  lazy  Sleep  poffefs'd, 
And  when  awake,  thy  Soul  but  nods  at  beft,  (Dryd.  hue. 
Day- Dreams  and  fickly  Thoughts  revolving  in  thy  Breaft. 

Ah!  Why 

Should  Man,  when  Nature  calls,  not  chufe  to  dye, 
Rather  than  ilretch  the  Span  of  Life,  to  find 
Such  Jils  as  Fate  has  wifely  caft  behind, 
For  thofe  to  feel,  whom  fond  Defire  to  live 
Makes  covetous  of  more  than  Life  can  give  ? 
Each  has  his  Share  of  Good,  and,  when  'tis  gone, 
The  Gueft,  tho'  hungry,  cannot  ri.e  too  foon. Dr. Sig.&  Guife. 

*Tis  not  the  -S/tfzVl'sLefTon,  got  by  Rote, 
The  Pomp  of  Words,  and  Pedant  DifTertation, 
That  can  fupport  thee  in  that  Hour  of  Terrour  : 
Books  have  taught  Cowards  to  talk  nobly  of  it ; 
But  when  the  Trial  comes,  they  ftart  and  ftand  aghaft. 

Temple  of  Death.  Rozv.  Fair  Pen. 

In  thofe  cold  Climate?,  where  the  Sun  appears 
Unwillingly,  and  hides  his  Face  in  Tears  ; 
A  dreadful  Vale  lies  in  a  defer  t  J  fie, 
On  which  indulgent  Heav'n  did  never  fmile, 
There  a  thick  Grove  of  aged  Cyprels-Trees, 
Which  none  without  an  awful  Horrour  fees, 
Into  its  wither'd  Arms,  depriv'd  oi  Leaves, 
Whole  Flocks  of  ill-prefaging  Birds  receives :  Poi- 
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Poifons  are  all  the  Plants  the  Soil  will  bear, 
And  Winter  is  the  only  Seafon  there. 
Millions  of  Graves  cover  the  fpacious  Field, 
And  Springs  of  Blood  a  thoufand  Rivers  yield; 
Whofe  Streams,  opprefs'd  with  CarcafTes  and  Bones, 
Inftead  of  gentle  Murmurs,  pour  forth  Groans. 

Within  this  Vale  a  famous  Temple  (lands, 
Old  as  the  World  it  felf,  which  it  commands : 
Round  is  its  Figure,  and  four  Iron  Gates 
Divide  Mankind.     By  Order  of  the  Fates, 
There  come  in  Crowds,  doom'd  to  one  common  Grave, 
The  Young,  the  Old,  the  Monarch,  and  the  Slave. 
Old  Age  and  Pains,  which  Mankind  moft  deplores, 
Are  faithful  Keepers  of  thofe  facred  Doors ; 
All  clad  in  mournful  Blacks,  which  alfo  load 
The  facred  Walls  of  this  obfcure  Abode; 
And  Tapers,  of  a  pitchy  Subftance  made, 
With  Clouds  of  Smoakencreafe  the  difmal  Shade. 

A  Monfter,  void  of  Reafon,  and  of  Sight, 
The  Goddefs  is  who  fvvays  this  Realm  of  Night. 
Her  Power  extends  o'er  all  Things  that  have  Breath, 
A  cruel  Tyrant,  and  her  Name  >s  Death.  Norm. 

Dying 

There  Life  gave  Way,  and  the  laft  rofy  Breath 
Went  in  that  Sigh.     Death  like  a  brutal  Viftor 
Already  enter'd,  with  rude  Hafte  defaces 
The  lovely  Frame  he'as  mafter'd ;  fee  how  foon 
Thofe  itarry  Eyes  have  loft  their  Light  and  Luftre ! 

(Row.  Amb.  Step, 
He  fell,  and,  deadly  pale, 
Groan1  d  out  his  Soul,  with  gufhing  Blood  effus'd.        Milt, 

Grov'iing  in  Death,  he  murmur1  d  on  the  Ground, 
And  pour'd  his  Life  out  from  the  gaping  Wound.         Blac, 

He  fell,  and  ihiv'ring  gafp'd  his  lateft  Breath, 
And  fainting  funk  into  the  Arms  of  Death.  Blac, 

Biting  the  Ground  he  lies, 
And  Death's  unwelcome  Shade  o'erfpreads  his  Eyes.     Blac. 

Gafping  he  lay,  and  from  the  grifly  Wound, 
The  crimfon  Life  ebb'd  out  upon  the  Ground.  Blac. 

Shiv'ring  Death  crept  cold  along  his  Veins,  Blac. 

A  gloomy  Night  o*erwhelms  his  dying  Eyes, 
And  his  difdainful  Soul  from  his  paTe  Bofom  flies.  Blac. 

He  ftaggers  round,  his  Eye-balls  roll  in  Death, 
And  with  fhort  Sobs  he  gafps  away  his  Breath.      Dryd.  Virg. 
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A  hov'ring  Mift  came  fwimming  o'er  his  Sight, 
And  feaVd  his  Eyes  in  everlailing  Night.  Dry  J.  Vlrg. 

As  full-blown  Poppies,  overcharg'd  with  Rain, 
Decline  the  Head,  and,  drooping,  kifs  the  Plain  ; 
So  finks  the  Youth;  his  beauteous  Head,  deprcit 
Beneath  his  Helmet,  drops  upon  his  Breath  Pope  Horn. 

The  Sowl  indignant  feeks  the  Caves  of  Night, 
And  his  feaVd  Eyes  for  ever  lofe  the  Light.  Pope  Horn. 

With  piercing  Shrieks  the  Youth  refigns  his  Breath, 

His  Eye-balls  darken  with  the  Shades  of  Death.       Pope  Horn. 

And  Shades  eternal  fettle  o'er  his  Eyes.  Pope  Horn. 

The  purple  Hand  of  Death' 

Clos'd  his  dim  Eye,  and  Fate  fupprefs'd  his  Breath.   Pope  Hon 

The  lingering  Soul  th' unwelcome  Doom  receives,     (Vhg. 

A«d  murm'ring  with  Difdain  the  beauteous  Body  leaves.  Staff. 

He  fetch'd  his  Breath  in  Sobs  and  double  Sighs, 
And  often  flrove,  but  ftrove  in  vain,  to  rife : 
His  Eyes,  defrauded  of  their  vital  Rav, 
Labour  for  Life,  and  catch  the  flying  Day  : 
From  the  wide  Wound  a  purple  River  flows, 
And  Life  departs  in  ftrong  convuliive  Throes.  Bhc. 

Thrice  Dido  try'd  to  raile  her  drooping  Head, 
And  fainting  thrice,  fell  grov'ling  on  the  Bed  ; 
Thrice  op'd  her  heavy  Eyes,  and  fought  the  Light 
And  having  found  it,  ficken'd  at  the  Sight; 
And  clos'd  her  Lids  at  lait  in  endlefs  Night.    (Dryd.  Vlrg. 
The  ftruggling  Soul  was  loos'd,  and  Life  diflblv'd  in  Air. 

A  gathering  Milt  o'erclouds  her  chearful  Eyes, 
And  from  her  Cheeks  the  rofy  Colour  flies  : 

He  fwims  before  her  Sight, 
Inexorable  Death,  and  claims  his  Right. 
She  {taggers  in  her  Seat  with  agonizing  Pains ; 
Dying,  her  open'd  Hands  foriakes  the  Reins. 
Short  and  more  fhort  fhe  pants ;  by  flow  Degree* 
Her  Mind  the  Paifage  from  her  Body  frees : 
She  drops  her  Sword,  fhe  nods  her  plumy  Creft, 
Her  drooping  Head  declining  on  her  Breaft  : 
In  the  laft  Sigh  her  ftruggling  Soul  expires,       (Dryd.Virg. 
And  murm'ring  with  Difdain  to  Stygian  Sounds  retires. 

And  Life  at  length  forfook  her  heaving  Heart, 
Loth  from  fo  fweet  a  ManJion  to  depart.  Dryd.  Virg. 

A  deadly  Cold  has  froze  the  Blood ; 
The  pliant  Limbs  grow  Stiff,  and  lofe  their  Uie, 
And  all  the  animating  Fire- is  quench'd. 
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Ev'n  Beauty  too  is  dead  :  An  amy  Pale 
Grows  o'er  the  Rofes ;  the  red  Lips  have  loft 
Their  fragrant  Hue,  for  Want  of  that  fweet  Breath,, 
That  blefs'd  'em  with  its  Odours,  as  it  pafs'd.  Row.  'famerl. 

This  was  his  laft  :  For  Death  came  on  amain, 
And  exercis'd  below  his  Iron  Reign. 
Then  upward  to  the  Seat  of  Life  he  goes ; 
Senfe  fled  before  him  ;  what  he  touch' d  he  froze  : 
Yet  could  he  not  his  clofing  Eyes  withdraw, 
Tho'  lefs  and  lefs  of  Emily  he  faw, 

So,  fpeechlefs  for  a  little  Space  he  lay,  (Pal.  cjf  Arc. 

Then  grafp'd  the  Hand  he  held,  and  figh'd  his  Soul  away.  Dry* 

More fhe  was  faying,  but  Death  runYd  betwixt: 
She  half  pronounc'd  your  Name  with  her  laft  Breath, 
And  bury'd  half  within  her.  Dryd.  All  for  Love, 

Oh  fhe  is  gone  !  the  talking  Soul  is  mute  : 
She's  hufh'd  :  No  Voice,  nor  Mufick  now  is  heard: 
The  Bow'r  of  Beauty  is  more  ftill  than  Death ; 
The  Rofes  fade  ;  and  the  melodious  Bird, 
That  wak'd  their  Sweets,  has  left  'em  now  forever.  Lee  Alex. 

She's  out !  The  Damp  of  Death  has  quench'd  her  quite  ; 
Thofe  fpicy  Doors,  her  Lips,  are  fhut,  clofe  lock'd, 
Whick  never  Gale  of  Life  fhall  open  more.        LeeMithrid. 

He  breaths  fhort, 
The  Taper's  fpent,  and  this  is  his  lail  Blaze.     Lee  C<zf.  Borg. 

His  fnowy  Neck  reclines  upon  his  Breaft, 
Like  a  fair  Flow'r  by  the  keen  Share  opprefs'd : 
Like  a  white  Poppy  finking  on  the  Plain, 
Whofe  heavy  Head  is  over  charg'd  with  Rain.     Dryd.  Firg. 
Dying  of  Old  Age 

Of  no  Diftemper,  of  no  Blaft  he  dy'd, 
But  fell,  like  Autumn  Fruit,  that  mellow' d  long ; 
Ev'n  wonder'd  at,  becaufe  he  dropt  no  fooner. 
Fate  feem'd  to  wind  him  up  for  fourfcore  Years, 
Yet  frefhly  ran  he  on  ten  Winters  more  ; 
Til],  like  a  Clock,  worn  out  with  eating  Time, 
The  Wheels  of  weary  Life  at  laft  Hood  ftill.         LceOedip^ 

DEFORMITY. 
His  livid  Eyes,  retreating  from  the  Day, 
Deep  in  their  hollow  Orbits  bury'd  lay: 
His  Back-bone,  ftarting  out,  drew  in  his  Breaf: ;  *7 

This  Shoulder  elevated,  that  deprefs'd :  > 

And  his  foul  Chin  his  odious  Boiom  prefs'd.  3 

E  6  Long 
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Long  little  Legs  fuch  has  the  ftalking  Crane, 
His  fhort  ill-figur'd  Body  did  iuftain.  Blae. 

Why,  Love  renounc'd  me  in  my  Mother's  Womb, 

And  for  I  mould  not  deal  in  her  foft  Laws, 

He  did  corrupt  frail  Nature  with  fome  Bribe. 

To  fhrink  my  Arm  thus  like  a  wither'd  Shrub, 

To  make  an  envious  Mountain  on  my  Back, 

Where  fits  Deformity  to  mock  my  Body  ; 

To  fhape  my  Legs  of  an  unequal  Size  ; 

To  difproportion  me  in  ev'ry  Part, 

Like  to  a  Chaos,  or  unlick'd  Bear's  Whelp, 

■That  carries  no  rmpretfion  like  the  Dam.    Sbak.  Hen.  6  P.  3. 
Nature  herfelf  ftart  back  when  thou  wert  born, 

And  cry'd,  The  Work's  not  mine. 

The  Midwife  Hood  aghaft;  and  when  fhe  faw 

Thy  Mountain- Back,  and  thy  diftorted  Legs, 

Thy  Face  it  felf 

Half  minted  with  the  royal  Stamp  of  Man, 

And  half  o'ercome  with  Beaft,  fhe  doubted  long 

Whofe  Right  in   thee  were  more  ; 

And  knew  not,  if  to  burn  thee  in  the  Flames 

Were  not  the  holier  Work. 

Am  I  to  blame,  if  Nature  threw  my  Body 
In  fo  perverfe  a  Mould  i  Yet  when  fhe  caft 
Her  envious  Hand  upon  my  fupple  Joints, 
Unable  to  refill,  and  rumpled  them 
On  Heaps  in  their  dark  Lodging  ;  to  revenge 
Her  bungied  Work,  fhe  ftamp'd  my  Mind  more  fair  : 
And  as  from  Chaos,  huddled  and  deform'd. 
The  Gods  ftruck  Fire,  and  lighted  up  the  Lamps 
That  beautify  the  Sky  ;  fo  fhe  inform'd 
This  ill-fhap'd  Body  with  a  daring  Soul  : 
And  making  lefs  than  Man,  fhe  made  me  more. 

No  !   thou  art  all  one  Errour,  Soul  and  Body  ? 
The  firft  young  Trial  of  fome  unskill'd  Pow'r, 
Rude  in  the  making  Art,  and  Ape  of  Jove. 
Thy  Body  opens  inward  to  thy  Soul, 
And  lets  in  Day  to  make  thy  Vices  feen. 
Thy  crooked  Mind  within  hunch'd  out  thy  Back, 
And  wander'd  in  thy  Limbs :  Thou  Blot  of  Nature  \ 
Thou  Enemy  of  Eyes !  Excrefcence  of  a  Man !  Dryd.  Oedip, 
DEGENERATE. 
Thus  all  below,  whether  by  Nature's  Curfe, 
Or  fate's  Decree,  degen'rate  itill  to  worfe.         Dryd.  Vir*. 

Time 
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Time  fenfibly  all  Things  impairs, 
Our  Fathers  have  been  vvorfe  than  theirs, 
And  we  than  ours  ;  next  Age  will  fee 
A  Race  more  profligate  than  we, 
With  all  the  Pains  we  take,  have  Skill  enough  to  be.  Rofc.  Hor. 

The  Wicked,  when  compar'd  with  the  more  Wicked, 
Look  beautiful ;  and  not  to  be  the  wrorft 
Stands  in  fome  Rank  of  Praife.  Sbak.  K.  Lear. 

DELUGE. 

Mean  while  the  South- Wind  rofe,  and  with  black  Wings, 
Wide  hov'ring,  all  the  Clouds  together  drove 
From  under  Heav'n  :  The  Hills,  to  their  Supply, 
Vapour  and  Exhalation  dusk  and  moift 
Sent  up  amain  :   And  now  the^hicken'd  Sky, 
Like  a  dark  Cieling,  flood.     Down  ruih'd  the  Rain 
Impetuous,  and  continu'd  till  the  Earth 
No  more  was  feen  :  The  floating  VelTel  fwam, 
Up-lifted  ;  and  fecure,  with  beaked  Prow, 
Rode  tilting  o'er  the  Waves  :  h\\  Dwellings  cKc 
Flood  overwhelm'd,  and  them,  with  all  their  Pomp, 
Deep  under  Water  rowl'd  :  Sea  cover' d  Sea  : 
Sea  without  Shore !  and  in  their  Palaces, 
Where  Luxury  lately  reign'd,  Sea-Monilers  whelpM, 
And  ftabled:    Of  Mankind,  fo  num'rous  late, 
All  left,  in  one  fmall  Bottom  fwam  imbark'd.  Milt. 

Th' expanded  Waters  gather  on  the  Plain, 
They  float  the  Fields,  and  over- top  the  Grain  ; 
Then,  rufhing  onwards,  with  a  fweepy  Sway, 
Bear  Flocks,  and  Folds,  and  lab'ring  Hinds  away  r 
Nor  fafe  their  Dwellings  were  ;  for,  fapp'd  by  Floods, 
Their  Houfes  fell  upon  their  Houfhoid  Gods. 
The  folid  Piles,  too  ftrong'y  built  to  fall, 
High  o'er  their  Heads,  behold  a  wat'ry  Wall. 
Now  Seas  and  Earth  were  in  Confufion  loft; 
A  World  of  Waters,  and  without  a  Coaft. 
One  climbs  a  Cliff,  one  in  his  Boat  is  born, 
And  ploughs  above,  where  late  he  fow'd  his  Corn. 
Others  o'er  Chimney-Tops  and  Turrets  row, 
And  drop  their  Anchors  on  the  Meads  below  : 
Or  downward  driven,  bruife  the  tender  Vine  j 
Or  toft  aloft,  are  knock'd  againft  a  Pine. 
And  where  oi  late  the  Kids  had  cropt  the  Grafs, 
The  Mongers  of  the  Deep  now  take  their  Place. 

Infultin* 


1 1  o  Deluge.    Defpair. 

Infulting  "Nereids  on  the  Cities  ride, 

And  wond'ring  Dolphins  o'er  the  Palace  glider 

On  Leaves  and  Mafts  of  mighty  Oaks  they  browze, 

And  their  broad  Fins  entangle  in  the  Boughs. 

The  frighted  Wolf  now  fwims  among  the  Sheep, 

The  yellow  Lion  wanders  in  the  Deep  : 

His  rapid  Force  no  longer  helps  the  Boar, 

The  Stag  fwims  falter  than  he  ran  before  : 

The  Fowls,  long  beating  on  their  Wings  in  vain, 

Defpair  of  Land,  and  drop  into  the  Main. 

Now  Hills  and  Vales  no  more  Diftinction  know, 

And  level'd  Nature  lies  opprefs'd  below.  Dryd.  Virg. 

DESPAIR. 

Defpair,  whofe  Torments  no  Men  fure 
But  Lovers  and  the  Damn'd  endure.  Cowl. 

Defpair  of  Life  the  Means  of  Living  {hews.        Dryd. Virg. 
We,  when  our  Fate  can  be  no  worfe, 
Are  fitted  for  the  braveil  Caurfe ; 
Have  time  to  rally,  and  prepare 
Our  laft  and  beft  Defence,  Defpair. 
Defpair,  by  which  the  gallant'ft  Feats 
Have  been  atchiev'd  in  greateft  Streights  ; 
And  horrid'it  Dangers  fafely  wav'd, 
By  being  courageoufly  out  brav'd  : 
As  Wounds  by  other  Wounds  are  heafd, 
And  Poifons  by  themfelves  expell'd.  Hud. 

Defpair,  attended  with  her  ghaftly  Train, 

Anguijhy  Confufion,  Horrour,  howling  Pain, 

Shall  at  her  hideous  Army's  Head  advance, 

And  (hake  againft  his  Breaft  her  bloody  Lance; 

Shall  draw  hex  Troops  of  Terrour  in  Array, 

Mufter  her  Griefs,  and  horrid  War  difplay : 

As  Kings  for  Fight  their  warlike  Ranks  difpofe, 

So  /hall  fhe  range  her  thick  embattl'd  Woes.  Blac. 

He  makes  his  Heart  a  Prey  to  black  Defpair: 

He  eats  not,  drinks  not,  fleeps  not,  has  no  Ufe 

Of  any  thing  but  Thought ;  or  if  he  talks 

'Tis  to  himfelf,  and  then  'tis  perfect  raving : 

Then  he  defies  the  World,  and  bids  it  pais ; 

Sometimes  he  gnaws  his  Lips,  then  draws  his  Mouth 

Into  a  fcornful  Smile.  Dryd.  Alljor  Lovi, 

Now  cold  Defpair 

To  livid  Pahncfs  turns  the  glowing  &ed  ; 

His 
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His  Blood,  fcarce  liquid,  creeps  within  his  Veins,        (Arc. 
Like  Water  which  the  freezing  Wind  conftrains.  Dryd.  Pal.  & 

He  rav'd  with  all  the  Madnefs  of  Defpair, 
He  roar'd,  he  beat  his  Breaft,  he  tore  his  Hair; 
Dry  Sorrow  in  his  ftupid  Eyes  appears, 
For,  wanting  Nourifhment,  he  wanted  Tears. 
His  Eye-balls  in  their  hollow  Sockets  fink, 
Bereft  of  Sleep,  he  loaths  his  Meat  and  Drink ; 
He  withers  at  the  Heart,  and  looks  as  wan, 
As  the  pale  Spectre  of  a  murder'd  Man  ; 
That  pale  turns  yellow,  and  his  Face  receives 
The  faded  Hue  of  faplefs  boxen  Leaves. 
In  folitary  Groves  he  makes  his  Moan, 
Walks  early  out,  and  ever  is  alone ; 
Nor,  mix'd  in  Mirth,  in  youthful  Pieafure  fhares, 
But  fighs  when  Songs  and  Inftruments  he  hears,. 
His  Spirits  are  fo  low,  his  Voice  is  drown'd,  ^ 

He  hears  as  from  afar,  or  in  a  Swound ;  > 

Like  the  deaf  Murmurs  of  a  diftant  Sound.  j^ 

Uncomb'd  his  Locks,  and  fquallid  his  Attire  ; 
Unlike  the  Trim  of  Love,  or  gay  Defire  : 
But  full  of  mufeful  Mopings,  which  prefage 
The  Lofs  of  Reafon,  and  conclude  in  Rage.  Dryd.  Pal.  &Arc 

I'm  here!  and  thus  the  Shades  of  Night  around  me, 
I  look  as  if  all  Hell  were  in  my  Heart ! 
And  I  in  Hell !  Nay,  furely,  'tis  fo  with  me  \ 
For  ev'ry  Step  I  tread,  methinks  lome  Fiend 
Knocks  at  my  Breaft,  and  bids  it  not  be  quiet. 
I've  heard  how  defp'rate  Wretches,  like  myfelf, 
Have  wander 'd  out  at  this  dead  Time  of  Night, 
To  meet  the  Foe  of  Mankind  in  his  Walks : 
Sure  I'm  fo  curft,  that,  tho'  of  Heav'n  forfaken, 
No  Miniiter  of  Darknefs  cares  to  attempt  me.  Otzv.  Fen.  Pre/. 

Beneath  this  gloomy  Shade, 
By  Nature  only  for  my  Sorrows  made, 

1*11  fpend  this  Voice  in  Cries. 

In  Tears  I'll  wafte  thefe  Eyes, 

By  Love  fo  vainly  fed  ; 
So  Lull  of  old  the  Deluge  punifhed. 

When  Thoughts  of  Love  I  entertain, 
I  meet  no  Words  but  Never  and  hi  vain  ? 

Never  I  Alas,  that  dreadful  Name, 

Which  fuels  the  eternal  Flame ! 

Nevit 
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Never  my  Time  to  come  muft  wafle  ! 
In  vain  torments  the  Prefent  and  the  Paft  ! 

Then  down  I  laid  my  Head, 
Down  on  cold  Earth,  and  for  a  while  was  dead, 
And  my  freed  Soul  to  a  ftrange  Somewhere  fled. 

Ah  ■  fottifh  Soul,  faid  I, 
When  back  to  its  Cage  again  I  faw  it  fly  : 

Fool !  to  refume  her  broken  Chain, 
And  row  her  Galley  here  again  ! 
Fool  to  that  Body  to  return, 
Where  it  condemn'd,  and  deftin'd  is  to  burn  !  CozvL 

My  fad  Soul 
Has  form'd  a  difmal  melancholy  Scene  ; 
Such  a  Retreat  as  I  would  wifh  to  find  : 
An  unfrequented  Vale,  o'ergrown  with  Trees 
Molly  and  old,  within  whofe  lonefome  Shade 
Ravens  and  Birds  ill-omen'd-  only  dwell : 
No  Sound  to  break  the  Silence,  but  a  Brook 
That,  bubbling,  winds  among  the  Weeds:  No  Mark 
Of  any  human  Shape  that  had  been  there  ; 
Unlefs  a  Skeleton  of  fome  poor  Wretch, 
Who  had  long  fince,  like  me  by  Love  undone, 
Sought  that  fad  Place  out.to  defpair  and  die  in.  Rozve  Fair  Pen. 

Winds,  bear  me  to  fome  barren  Iiland, 
Where  Print  of  human  Feet  was  never  feen ; 
O'ergrown  with  Weeds  of  fuch  a  monftrous  Height, 
Their  balefu:  Tops  are  wafh'd  with  bellying  Clouds  : 
Beneath  whofe  ven'mous  Shade  I  may  have  vent 
For  Horrour, that  would blaft  the  barb'rous  World.  Lte.Oedip. 

There  let  me  groan  my  Horrours  on  the  Earth, 
There  bellow  out  my  utmoft  Gail; 
There  fob  my  Sorrows  till  I  burit.  with  fighing  ; 
There  gafp  and  languifh  out  my  wounded  Soul.     LeeOedip. 

This  Pomp  of  Horrour 
Is  fit  to  feed  the  Frenzy  in  my  Soul ; 
Here's  Room  for  Meditation  ev'n  to  Madnefs, 
Till  the  Mind  burit  with  Thinking.  Rozve  Fair  Pen* 

I  fancy 
I'm  now  turn'd  wild,  a  Commoner  of  Nature, 
Of  all  forfaken,  and  forfaking  all : 
Live  in  a  fhady  Forelt's  Sylvan  Scene; 
Stretch'd  at  my  Length  b:neath  fome  blafted  Oak, 
I  lean  my  Hand  upon  the  mofly  Bark, 
And  look  juft  of  a  Piece,  as  I  grew  from  it. 
My  uncomb'd  Locks,  matted  like  Miiletoe,  Hang 
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Hang  o'er  my  hoary  Face  :  The  Herd  come  jumping  by  me, 

And  fearlefs  quench  their  Thirft  while  I  look  on, 

And  take  me  for  their  Fellow  Citizen.      Dr yd.  All  for  Love. 

There  is  a  ftupid  Weight  upon  my  Senfes, 
A  difmal  fullen  Stillnefs,  that  fucceeds 
The  Storm  of  Rage  and  Grief,  like  filent  Death 
After  the  Tumult  and  the  Noife  of  Life : 
Would  it  were  Death,  (as  fure  'tis  wondrous  like  it) 
For  I  am  flck  of  living  ;  my  Soul's  pall'd ; 
She  kindles  not  with  Anger  or  Revenge; 
Love  was  th1  informing  aclive  Fire  within  : 
Now  that  is  quench'd,  the  Mafs  forgets  to  move, 
And  longs  to  mingle  with  its  Kindred  Earth.  Row.  Fair  Pert* 

For  cold  Defpair  begins  to  freeze  my  Bofom, 
And  all  my  PowVs  are  now  refolv'd  on  Death.         LeeTkeod. 
There's  nothing  in  this  World  can  make  me  joy  : 
Life  is  as  tedious  as  a  twice-told  Tale, 
Vexing  the  dull  Ear  of  a  drowfy  Man.  Shak.  K.  John. 

Oh!  I  have  caufe  to  curfe  my  Life,  my  Being; 
To  curfe  each  Morn,  each  chearful  Morn  that  dawns 
With  healing  Comfort,  on  its  balmy  Wings, 
To  ev'ry  wretched  Creature  but  my  felf: 
To  me  ir  brings  more  Pain  and  iterated  Woes.      Row.VhJf. 

My  Life's  a  Load,  encumber'd  with  the  Charge, 
I  long  to  fet  th'imprifon'd  Soul  at  large;     Dryd.  Pal.& Arc* 

For  I,  the  moll  forlorn  of  Human-kind 
Nor  Help  can  hope,  nor  Remedy  can  find ; 
But  doom'd  to  drag  my  loathfome  Life  in  Care 
For  my  Reward  muft  end  it  in  Defpair, 
Fire,  Water,  Air,  and  Earth,  and  Force  of  Fates, 
That  governs  all,  and  Heav'n  that  all  creates; 
Nor  Art,  nor  Nature's  Hand,  can  eafe  my  Grief: 
Nothing  but  Death,  the  Wretch's  lalt  .Relief. 
Then  farewell  Youth,  and  all  the  Joys  that  dwell  (Arc. 

With  Youth  and  Life  ;  and  Life  it  felf  farewell.  Dryd.  Pal.  & 

Olivia  here  in  Solitude  he  found, 
Her  down-caft  Eyes  fixt  on  the  filent  Ground; 
Her  Drefs  neglecled,  and  unbound  her  Hair, 
She  feem'd  the  mournful  fmage  of  Defpair. 

But  furious  Dido,  with  dark  Thoughts  involv'd,         Gar. 
Shook  at  the  mighty  Milchief  fhe  refolv'd  : 
With  livid  Spots  diftinguifh'd  was  her  Face  ; 
Red  were  her  rowling  Eyes,  and  difcompos'd  her  Pace  ; 

Gha% 
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Ghaftly  file  gaz'd,  with  Pain  me  drew  her  Breath; 

And  Nature  fhiver'd  at  approacing  Death.  Dryd.  Virg. 

Whither  (hall  I  fly  ? 

Where  hide  me,  and  my  Miferies  together  ? 

Oh  Behidera  f  I'm  the  wretched  Creature 

E'er  crawl'd  on  Earth.     Now,  if  thou'ft  Virtue,  help  me ; 

Take  me  into  thy  Arms,  and  fpeak  the  Words  of  Peace 

To  my  divided  Soul  that  wars  within  me, 

And  raifes  ev'ry  Senfe  to  my  Confufion. 

By  Heav'n,  I'm  tott'ring  on  the  very  Brink 

Of  Peace,  and  thou  art  all  the  Hold  I've  left: 

Do  thou,  at  leaft,  with  charitable  Goodnefs, 

Affiftme  in  the  Pangs  of  my  Afflictions.         Otzv.Ven.Pref. 
Could'ft  thou  but  think  how  I  have  fpent  the  Night, 

Dark,  and  alone,  no  Pillow  to  my  Head, 

Reft  in  my  Eyes,  nor  Quiet  in  my  Heart, 

Thou  would'lt  not,  Belvidera,  fure  thou  would'ft  not 

Talk  to  me  thus;  but,  like  a  pitying  Angel, 

Spreading  thy  Wings,  come  fettle  on  my  Breaft, 

And  hatch  warm  Comforts  there,  e'er  Sorrows  freeze  it. 
Why  then,  poor  Mourner,  in  what  baleful  Corner 

Hall  thou  been  talking  with  that  Witch,  the  Night  ? 

On  what  coM  Stone  haft  thou  been  ftretchTd  along  ? 

Gath'ring  the  grumbling  Winds  about  thy  Head, 

To  mix  with  theirs  the  Accents  of  thy  Woes  ?  Otzv.  Fen.  Pref. 
Let  us  embrace,  and,  from  this  very  Moment, 

Vow  an  eternal  Mifery  together. 

And  wilt  thou  be  a  very  faithful  Wretch  ? 

Never  grow  fond  of  chearful  Peace  again  ? 

Wilt  thou  with  me  ftudy  to  be  unhappy, 
And  find  out  Ways  how  to  increafe  Afflictions  ? 

We'll  inftitute  new  Arts,  unknown  before, 
To  vary  Plagues,  and  make 'em  look  like  new  ones. 

Then  let's  together, 
full  of  our  Guilt,  diftracled  where  to  roam, 
Like  the  firft  wretched  Pair,  expell'd  their  Paradiie: 
Let's  find  fome  Place  where  Adders  neft  in  Winter, 
Loathfome  and  venomous;  where  Poiibns  hang, 
Like  Gums,  againft  the  Walls ;  Where  Witches  meet 
By  Night,  and  feed  upon  fome  pamper'd  Imp, 
Fat  with  the  Blood  of  Babes  :  There  we'll  inhabit. 
And  live  up  to  the  Height  of  Defperation  : 
Defire  mail  languifh,  like  a  with'ring  Flow'r  ; 
And  no  Diltin&ion  of  the  Sex  be  thought  of; 

Horror? 
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Horrors  (hall  fright  me  from  thofe  pleafing  Harms ;  *> 

And  I'll  no  more  be  caught  with  Beauty's  Charms  ?  S 

But,  when  Tin  dying,  take  me  in  thy  Arms.     Otzv.  Or  ph.  3 

All  Hope  of  Succour  but  from  thee  is  pall. 
As  when  upon  the  Sands  the  Traveller 
Sees  the  high  Sea  come  rouling  from  afar, 
The  Land  grow  fbort,  he  mends  his  weary  Pace, 
While  Death  behind  him  covers  all  the  Place : 
So  I  by  fwift  Misfortunes  am  purfu'd, 
Which  on  each  other  are  like  Waves  renew'd.  Dry  J.  Ind.Emp. 

DEVIL.     See  Hell.  Rage. 
DEVOTION. 

Devotion  is  the  Love  we  pay  to  Heav'n.     Dryd.  Ind.  Emp. 

Devotion !  that  oft  binds  the  Almighty's  Arms,  "7 

And  with  her  Prayers  and  Tears,  her  pow'rful  Charms,       > 
Of  all  its  Thunder  his  right  Arm  difarms.  3 

She  pafTes  quick  Heav'ns  lofty  cryflal  Walls, 
And  the  high  Gates  fly  open  when  me  calls ; 
Her  Pow'r  can  fentene'd  Criminals  reprieve, 
Judgment  arreft,  and  bid  the  Rebel  live. 
Her  Voice  did  once  the  Sun's  fwift  Chariot  flay,    . 
And,  on  the  Verge  of  Heav'n,  held  back  the  filling  Day. 
She  makes  contentious  Winds  forget  their  Strife: 
And,  calls  back  to  the  Dead  departed  Life. 
Charm'd  by  her  Voice,  Rivers  have  ftop'd  their  Courfe, 
And  the  chill'd  Fire  laid  down  its  burning  Force.  B/ac 

Devotion  in  Diflrefs 
Is  born,  butvan-imes  in  Happinefs.  Dryd.  Tyr.. Love. 

Thofe,  who  revere  the  Gods,  the  Gods  will  blefs.   Pope  Horn. 

DIANA. 

Such  on  Eurotas  Banks,  or  Cynthus*  Height, 
Diana  feems,  and  fo.  fhe  charms  the  Sight, 
When  in  the  Dance  the  graceful  Goddefs  leads 
The  Choir  of  Nymphs,  and  over-tops  their  Heads. 
Known  by  her  Quiver,  and  her  lofty  Mien, 
She  walks  majeftic,  and  me  looks  their  Queen  : 
Latona  fees  her  ihine  above  the  reft, 
And  feeds  with  fecret  Joy  her  filer. t  Breafl.  Dryd.  Virg. 

Diana  thus  on  Cyntba\  fhady  Top, 
Or  by  Eurotas  Stream,  leads  to  the  Chace 
Her  Virgin  Train:   A  thoufand  lovely  Nymphs, 
Of  Form  cekftial  all,  troop  by  hsr  Side  ; 

Amidfr 
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Amidfta  thoufand  Nymphs  the  Goddefs  fhnds  confeft, 

In  Beauty,  Majerty,  and  Port  Divine, 

Supream  and  eminent.  Row.  UlsJT. 

The  graceful  Goddefs  was  array M  in  Green ;  ~~} 

-About  her  Feet  were  little  Beagles  feen,  ^ 

That  watch'dwith  upward  Eyes,theMotions  of  their  Queen.  \ 
Her  Legs  were  buskin'd,  and  the  Left  before,  ^ 

In  Aft  to  fhoot :  A  filver  Bow  me  bore,  S. 

And  at  her  Back  a  painted  Quiver  wore.  \ 

She  trod  a  wexing  Moon,  that  foon  would  wane, 
And,  drinking  borrow'd  Light,  be  fill'd  again. 
With  down-caft  Eyes,  as  fecming  to  furvey 
The  dark  Dominions,  her  alternate  Sway.  Dryd.  Pal.  &  Arc. 

O  Goddefs,  Haunter  of  the  Wood-land  Green, 
To  whom  both  Heav'n,  and  Earth,  and  Seas  are  feen ; 
Queen  of  the  nether  Skies,  where  half  the  Year 
Thy  filver  Beams  defcend,  and  light  the  gloomy  Sphere; 
Goddefs  of  Maids,  and  confcious  of  our  Hearts  : 
Thy  Vot'refs  from  my  tender  Years,  I  am, 
And  love,  like  thee,  the  Woods  and  Sylvan  Game. 
Thou  Goddefs,  by  thy  triple  Shape- art  feen  fig  Are. 

In  Heav'n,  Earth,  Hell,  and  er'ry  where  a  Queen.  Dryd.  PaL 

DISCORD. 

Far  on  th'  infernal  Frontiers,  near  the  Shore 
On  which  th'  infulting  Waves  of  Chaos  roar  : 
There  ftands  a  high  and  craggy  Cliff,  that  braves 
The  neighb'ring  Tempefts  and  tumultuous  Waves. 
On  this  fharp  Rock  do^s  the  dire  Fiend  remain, 
Bound  with  a  vaft,  unwieldy,  brazen  Chain. 
Her  hideous  Yells  the  gloomy  Deep  affright, 
And  interrupt  the  Peace  of  lonefome  Night. 
A  thoufand  horrid  Mouths  the  Monfter  fhew'd, 
And  each  had  twenty  Tongues,  all  fierce  and  loud  : 
Her  bloody  Jaws  did  her  lean  Limbs  devour, 
And  from  her  Wounds  fhe  drank  the  flowing  Gore. 
With  her  fharp  Claws  fhe  did  her  Entrails  te.ir, 
And  from  her  Head  puTd  off  her  fnaky  Hair. 
The  Breath  fhe  belch'd  did  with  a  fearful  Sound 
Makes  Storms  and  Whirlwinds  in  the  Air  around. 
Her  glaring,  fierce,  mifplacM,  diftorted  Eyes, 
Like  adverfe  Meteors  flaming  in  the  Skies, 
Their  fiery  Orbs  againft  each  other  turn'd, 
Tremendous  in  their  bloody  Circles  burn'd. 

Roufli 
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Round  her  foul  Wafte  a  thoufand  Monflers  rag'd, 

A  dreadful  Sight !  in  endlefs  Strife  engag'd. 

Thefe  all  each  other  and  their  Parent  tear, 

And  rend  her  Bowels  with  eternal  War. 

Raving  and  reftlefs  on  the  Rock  fhe  turn'd, 

And  with  her  Feet  her  maffy  Fetters  fpurn'd.  Blac, 

Difcord,  dire  Sifter  of  the  Slaughtering  Pow'r  I 
Small  at  her  Birth,  but  rifing  evVy  Hour: 
While  fcarce  the  Skies  her  horrid  Head  can  bound, 
She  ftalks  on  Earth,  and  fliakes  the  World  around: 
The  Nations  bleed  where-e'er  her  Steps  fhe  turns, 
The  Groan  ftil]  deepens,  and  the  Combate  burns.    Pcpe  Horn. 

Difcord  ever  haunts  with  hideous  Mien, 
Thofe  dire  Abodes  where  Hymen  once  has  been.  Car. 

DISDAIN.     See  Scorn. 
Difdainfu'ly  ihe  lookM,  then  turning  round, 
She  fix'd  her  Eyes  unmov'd  upon  the  Ground ; 
And  what  he  fays  and  (wears  regards  no  more 
Than  the  deaf  Rocks  when  the  loud  Billows  roar: 
But  whirl'd  away  to  fhun  his  hateful  Sight.         Dryd.  Virg, 

Difdain  and  Scorn  ride  fparkling  in  her  Eyes, 
Defpiiing  what  they  look  on.     Shak.  Much  ado  about  Nothing, 

Difdain  has  fweli'd  him  up,  and  choak'd  his  Breath, 
Sullen  and  dumb,  and  obltinate  to  Death: 
No  Signs  of  Pity  in  his  Face  appear  : 
Cramm'd  with  his  Pride,  he  leaves  no  Room  within 
For  Sighs  to  iiTue  out,  or  Love  to  enter  in.        Dry.  C/eom. 
Still  to  weep  and  ftiil  compVm, 

Does  but  more  provoke  Difdain. 

Difdain  and  Love  fucceed  by  Turns, 

One  freezes  me,  and  t'other  burns. 

Away,  fond  Love,  thou  Foe  to  Reft  I 
Give  Hate  the  full  PofTefiion  of  my  Breaft. 

Hate  is  the  nobler  Paffion  far, 

When  Love  is  ill  repaid  ; 

For  at  one  Blow  it  ends  the  War, 

And  cures  the  Love-fick  Maid.  Dryd.  Alb.  iff  Alton* 
When  Maids  are  coy,  have  manlier  Aims  in  View  ; 
Leave  thofe  that  fly,  but  tho:e  that  like  purfue.    Garth  Ovid. 

DISEASE.     See  Infirmary. 
Nigh  the  Recefs  of  Chaos  and  dull  Night, 
Where  Death  maintains  his  dread  tyrannick  Sway, 

la 
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In  the  clofe  Covert  -of  a  Cyprefs  Grove, 

Where  Goblins  frisk,  and  airy  Spectres  rove  ; 

Yawns  a  dark  Cave  moil  formidably  wide, 

And  there  the  Monarch's  Triumphs  are  defcry'd. 

Confus'd  and  wildly  huddled  to  the  Eye, 

The  Beggar's  Pouch,  and  Prince's  Purple  lye  : 

Dim  Lamps  with  iickly  Rays  fcarce  feem  to  glow, 

Sighs  heave  in  mournful  Moans,  and  Tears  o'erflow. 

Old  mouldering  Urns,  pale  Fear,  and  dark  Diltrefs 

Make  up  the  frightful  Horror  of  the  Place. 

Within  its  dreadful  Jaws  thole  Furies  wait, 

Which  execute  the  harfh  Decrees  of  Fate. 

Febris  is  firft  ;  the  Hag  relentlefs  hears 

The  Virgin's  Sighs,  and  fees  the  Infant's  Tears. 

In  her  parch1  d  Eye- balls  fiery  Meteors  reign, 

And  reftlefs  Ferments  revel  in  each  Vein. 

Then  Hydrops  next  appears  among  the  Throng, 

Bloated  and  big,  fhe  flowly  fails  along  : 

But,  like  a  Miler,  in  Excefs  fhe's  poor, 

And  pines  for  Thirfl  amidft  her  wat'ry  Store. 

Now  loathfome  Lepra,  that  ofFenfive  Spright, 

With  foul  Eruptions  itain'd,  offends  the  Sight : 

She's  deaf  to  Beauty's  foft  perfuading  Pow'r, 

Nor  can  bright  Hebe's  Charms  her  Bloom  fecure. 

Whilll  meagre  Pbtbifis  gives  a  iilent  Blow, 

Her  Strokes  are  fure,  but  her  Advances  flow  : 

No  loud  Alarms,  nor  fierce  Aflaults  are  fhewn  ; 

She  ilarves  the  Fortrefs  firlt,  then  takes  the  Town. 

Behind  flood  Crowds  of  more  inferior  Fame; 

Too  num'rous  to  repeat,  too  foul  to  name ; 

The  Vaflals  of  their  Monarch's  Tyranny, 

Who,  at  his  Nod,  on  fatal  Errands  fly.  Gar. 

When  raging  Fevers  boil  the  Blood, 
The  Handing  Lake  foon  floats  into  a  Flood  : 
And  ev'ry  holtile  Humour,  which  before 
Slept  quiet  in  its  Channel,  bubbles  o'er,  Dryi.  Abf.  &  Acbit, 

Before  the  curing  of  a  ftrong  Difeafe, 
Ev'n  in  thalnflant  of  Repair  and  Health, 
The  Fit  is  ftrongefl  :  Eviis  that  take  Leave, 
On  their  Departure  molt  of  all  fhew  Evil.        Sbak.  K.  Job*. 

And  where  the  greater  Malady  is  fixt, 
The  lefler  is  fcarce  felt :  When  the  Mind's  free, 
The  Body's  delicate.     The  Tempeii  in  my  Mind 
Does  from  my  Senfes  take  all  Feeling  elie, 

Save 
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Save  what  beats  there.  Sbak.  K.  Lear. 

Difeafe,  thou  ever  moft  propitious  Pow'r, 
Whofekind  Indulgences  we  tafte  each  Hour; 
Thou  well  canft  boaft  thy  num'rous  Pedigree, 
Begot  by  Sloth,  maintain' d  by  Luxury. 
In  gilded  Palaces  thy  Proweis  reigns, 
But  flies  the  humble  Sheds  of  Cottxge-Swains. 
To  you  fuch  Might  and  Energy  belong, 
You  nip  the  Blooming,  and  unnerve  the  Strong. 
The  purple  Conqueror  in  Chains  you  bind, 
And  are  to  us  Phyficians  only  kind. 
And  in  Return  all  Diligence  we  pay, 
To  hx  your  Empire,  and  confirm  your  Sway.  Gar. 

DISPUTE. 

'Tis  ftrange  how  fome  Mens  Tempers  fait, 
Like  Bawd  and  Brandy,  with  Difpute ; 
That  for  their  own  Opinions  ftand  fait, 
Only  to  have  them  claw'd  and  canvaft. 
That  keep  their  Confciences  in  Cafes, 
As  Fidlers  do  their  Crowds  and  Bafes, 
Ne'er  to  be  us'd,  but  when  they'r  bent 
To  play  a  Fit  for  Argument. 
Make  true  or  falfe,  unjuit  or  juft, 
Of  no  Ufe  but  to  be  difcufs'd : 
Difpute,  and  fet  a  Paradox, 
Like  a  ftrait  Boot,  upon  the  Stocks  ; 
And  llretch  it  more  unmercifully 
Than  Helmot,  Montaign,  Wbtte^  or  Tufty. 
And  when  Difputes  are  wearied  out, 
•Tis  Intereft  ftill  refolves  the  Doubt.  HuJ. 

Difputants,  like  Rams  and  Bulls, 
Do  fight  with  Arms  that  fpring  from  Sculls.  Hud. 

DISSEMBLER.    See  Women. 

Why,  I  can  fmile,  and  murther  while  I  fmile, 
And  cry  Content  to  that  which  grieves  my  Heart, 
And  wet  my  Cheeks  with  artificial  Tears, 
And  frame  my  Face  to  all  Occafions.     Sbak.  Hen.  VI.  Par.  3. 

Now  we  muft  (hew  a  Mafterpiece  indeed  ; 
To  meet  the  Man  whom  we  would  make  an  End  of, 
Ev'n  at  that  Time  when  moral  Wars  within, 
When  the  B;ood  boils  and  fluflies  to  be  at  him  5 

Yet 
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Yet  then  to  (hew  the  Signs  of  heartieft  Love,  (of  Par. 

To  cringe,  to  fawn,  to  fmile,  to  weep,  to  (wear!    Lee  Maff. 

Thou  fhalt  not  break  yet,  Heart,  nor  (hall  (he  know 
My  inward  Torment  by  my  outward  Show  : 
To  let  her  fee  my  Weaknefs  were  too  bafe ; 
Diflembled  Quiet  fits  upon  my  Face  : 
My  Sorrow  to  my  Eyes  no  Pafiage  find, 
But  let  it  inward  fink,  and  drown  my  Mind, 
Falfhood  (hall  want  its  Triumph  !  I  begin 
To  (tagger,  but  I'll  prop  my  felf  within  ; 
The  fpacious  Tow'r  no  Ruin  (hall  difclofe, 
Till  down  at  once  the  mighty  Fabrick  goes.      Dryd.Juren. 

Thefc  Words  he  fpoke,  but  fpoke  not  from  his  Heart; 
His  outward  Smiles  co  ceal'd  his  inward  Smart.   Dry  J.  Virg. 

Difiembling  Hope,  her  cloudy  Front  (he  clears, 
And  a  falfe  Vigour  in  her  Eyes  appears,  Dryd.Virg. 

In  vain  you  footh  me  with  your  foft  Endearments, 
And  fet  the  faired  Countenance  to  view  ; 
Your  g'oomy  Eyes  betray  a  Deadnefs, 
And  inward  Languifhing  :  That  Oracle 
Eats,  like  a  fubtle  Worm,  its  venom'd  Way, 
Preys  on  your  Heart,  and  rots  the  noble  Core  ; 
Howe'er  the  beauteous  Outfide  (hews  fo  lovely.     LeeOcdip* 

Unhurt,  untouch'd,  did  I  complain, 
And  terrify 'd  all  others  with  my  Pain  ; 

But  now  I  fed  the  mighty  Evil : 
Ah  !  there's  no  fooling  with  the  Devil  : 
So  wanton  Men,  while  they  would  others  fright, 
Themfelves  have  met  a  real  Spright. 
Darts,  and  WTounds,  and  Flame,  and  Heat, 
I  nam'd  but  for  the  Rhyme  or  the  Conceit ; 

Nor  meant  my  Verfe  (hould  raifed  be, 
To  this  fad  Fame  of  Prophecy. 
Truth  gives  a  dull  Propriety  to  my  Style, 
And  all  the  Metaphors  does  fpoil. 
In  things  where  Fancy  much  does  reign, 
*Tis  dangerous  too  cunningly  to  feign. 

The  Play  at  laft  a  Truth  does  grow, 
And  Cultom  into  Nature  go. 
By  this  curit  Art  of  Begging,  I  became 

Lame,  with  counterfeiting  lame. 
My  Lines  of  amorous  Defire 
I  wrote  to  kindle  and  blow  others  Fire ; 

And 
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And 'twas  a  barbarous  Delight, 
My  Fancy  promis'd  from  the  Sight : 
But  now,  by  Love,  the  mighty  Pbalaris,  J 

My  burning  Bull  the  firft.  to  try.  Com. 

Who  dares  think  one  Thing,  and  another  tell, 
My  Heart  detefts  him  as  the  Gates  of  Hell.  PcpeHom* 

DISSENSION. 

Diflenfions,  like  fmall  Streams,  at  firft  begun, 
Scarce  feen  they  rife,  but  gather  as  they  run  ; 
So  Lines  that  from  their  Parallel  decline, 
More  they  advance,  the  more  they  fliil  disjoin.        -       Gar: 

DOG.    See  Conjurer,  Hounds,  and  Hunting. 
So  faithful  Dogs  their  fleecy  Charge  maintain, 
With  Toil  protected  from  the  prowling  Train  ; 
When  the  gaunt  Lionefs,  with  Hunger  bold, 
Springs  from  the  Mountains  tow'rds  the  guarded  Fold, 
Thro1  breaking  Woods  her  ruftling  Cou'rfe  they  hear; 
Loud,  and  more  loud,  the  Clamours  ftrike  their  Ear 
Of  Hounds  and  Men;   they  ftart,  they  gaze  around, 
Watch- ev'ry  Side,  and  turn  to  ev'ry  Sound.  Pope.  Horn 

DOLPHIN. 

As  when  a  Dolphin  fports  upon  the  Tide, 
Difplays  his  Beauties,  and  his  fcaly  Pride; 
His  various-colour'd  Arch  adorns  the  Flood, 
Like  a  bright  Rainbow  in  a  wat'ry  Cloud  : 
He  from  the  Billows  leaps  with  gamefome  Strife, 
'Wanton  with  Vigour  and  immod'rate  Life.  Blac. 

The  Dolphins  in  the  Deep  each  other  chafe  (Virg. 

In  Circles,  when  they  fwim  around  the  wat'ry  Race.      Dryd. 

DOUBT. 

Doubt's  the  worfl  Tyrant  of  a  gen'rous  Mind, 
The  Coward's  ill,  who  dares  not  meet  his  Fate,  ^ 

And  ever  doubting  to  be  fortunate,  p> 

Falls  to  the  Wretchednefs  his  Fears  create.  Behn.  \ 

Oh  how  this  Tyrant  Doubt  torments  my  Bread  ! 
My  Thoughts,  like  Birds,  when  frighted  from  their  Relr, 
Around  the  Place,  where  all  was  huhYd  before, 
Flutter,  and  hardly  fettle  any  mofe.  Ot^v.  Don  Carl. 

Floating  in  a  Flood  of  Care, 

F  This 
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This  Way  and  that  he  turns  his  anxious  Mind, 
Thinks  and  rejects  the  Counfel  he  delign'd  : 
Explores  himfelf  in  vain  in  ev'ry  Part, 
And  gives  no  Reft  to  his  diitrafted  Heart.  Dryd.Virg. 

For  various  Thoughts  began  to  buftle, 

And  with  his  inward  Man  to  juftle. 

He  ftop'd  and  paus'd  upon  the  fuddain, 

And  with  a  ferious  Forehead  plodding, 

Sprung  a  new  Scruple  in  his  Head, 

Which  iirft  he  fcratch'd,  and  after  faid ; 

Quoth  he,  in  all  my  paft  Adventures 

I  ne'er  was  fet  (o  on  the  Tenters, 

Or  taken  tardy  with  Dilemma, 

That  ev'ry  Way  I  turn  does  hem  me. 

And  with  inextricable  Doubt, 

Befets  my  puzzled  Wits  about.  Hud. 

Doubt  is  fome  Eafe  to  thole  who  fear  the  worlt.  Dryd.  State 

(of  Inn. 
DOVE. 
As  when  a  Dove  her  rocky  Hold  forfakes ; 
Rowz'd  in  a  Fright  her  founding  Wings  fhe  (hakes  : 
The  Cavern  rings  with  Clatt'ring ;  out  fhe  flies, 
And  leaves  her  callow  Care,  and  cleaves  the  Skies; 
At  nrft  (lie  flutters,  but  at  length  me  fprings 
To  fmoother  Flight,  and  (hoots  upon  her  Wings.  Dryd.  Virg. 

DREAMS. 

Dreams  are  but  Interludes  which  Fancy  makes : 
When  Monarch  Reafon  fleeps,  this  Mimic  wakes; 
Compounds  a  Medley  of  disjointed  things, 
A  Mob  of  Coblers,  and  a  Court  of  Kings : 
Light  Fumes  are  merry,  gro/fer  Fumes  are  lad  j 
Both  are  the  reafonable  Soul  run  mad  ; 
And  many  monftrous  Forms  in  Sleep  we  fee, 
That  never  were,  nor  are,  nor  e'er  can  be. 
Sometimes  forgotten  Things,  long  cafl  behind, 
Ruin  forward  in  the  Brain,  and  come  to  mind  ; 
The  Nurfes  Legends  are  for  Truths  received, 
And  the  Man  Dreams  but  what  the  Boy  believ'd. 
Sometimes  we  but  rehearfe  a  former  Play,  ~> 

The  Night  reilores  our  Actions  done  by  Day  :  > 

As  Hounds  in  Sleep  will  open  for  their  Prey.  \ 

In  lhort,  the  Farce  of  Dreams  is  of  a  Piece,  (fox 

Chimera's  all,  and  more  abfurd  or  leCs.  Dryd.  The  Ctckand  the 

All 
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All  Dreams 
Are  from  Repletion  and  Complexion  bred, 
From  rifing  Fumes  of  indigefted  Food, 
Ar?d  noxious  Humours  that  infecl  the  Blood. 
When  Choler  overflows,  then  Dreams  are  bred 
Of  Flames,  and  all  the  Family  of  Red  : 
Red  Dragons,  and  red  Beafls  in  Sleep  we  view; 
For  Humours  are  diflingumYd  by  their  Hue. 
From  hence  we  dream  of  War,  and  warlike  Things, 
And  Wafps  and  Hornets  with  their  double  Wings, 
Choler  aduft  congeals  our  Blood  with  Fear, 
Then  black  Bulls  tofs  us,  and  black  Devils  tear. 
In  fanguine  airy  Dreams  aloft  we  bound; 
With  Rheums  opprefs'd, we  Hnk  in  Rivers  drown'd  :  (the  Fox. 
The  dominating  Humour  makes  the  Dream. Dry.  The  Cock  and 

When  heavy  Sleep  has  clos'd  the  Sight, 
And  fickly  Fancy  labours  in  the  Night, 
We  feem  to  run,  and  deftitute  of  Force, 
Our  finking  Limbs  forfake  us  in  the  Courfe  : 
In  vain  we  heave  for  Breath,  in  vain  we  cry,  "^ 

The  Nerves  unbrac'd  their  ufual  Strength  deny,  > 

And  on  the  Tongue  the  faul'tring  Accents  die.  Dryd.  Virg.  3 

As  one,  who  in  fome  frightful  Dream  would  fnun 
His  preiiing  Foe,  labours  in  vain  to  run  ; 
And  his  own  Slownefs  in  his  Sleep  bemoans, 
With  thick  fhort  Sighs,  weak  Cries,  and  tender  Groans.  Dryd, 
His  idle  Feet  (Cotiq.ofGran. 

Grow  to  the  Ground  ;  his  ftruggling  Voice  dies  inward.  Dryd. 

As  he,  who  in  a  Dream  with  Drought  is  curs'd,  (Troil.  cjf 
And  finds  no  real  Drink  to  quench  his  Thirlr,  Crefs. 

Runs  to  imagin'd  Lakes  his  Heat  to  ileep, 
And  vainly  fwills,  and  labours  in  his  Sleep.  Dryd.  Lucr. 

A  Dream  o'ertook  me  at  my  waking  Hour 
This  Morn;  and  Dreams  they  fay  are  then  diyine, 
When  all  the  balmy  Vapours  are  exhal'd, 
And  fome  o'erpowering  God  continues  Sleep.  Dryd,  Don  Seb. 

DRINKING.     See  Bowl  Silenus. 
Crown  high  the  Goblets  with  a  chearful  Draught; 
Enjoy  the  prefent  Hour,  adjourn  the  futureThought.Dr.^rVg-. 

They  brim  their  ample  Bowls, 
Fill  high  the  Goblets  with  a  fparkling  Flood.       Dryd.  Virg. 

Indulge  thy  Genius,  and  o'erflow  thy  Soul, 
Till  thy  Wit  fparkle  like  the  chearful  Bowl.  Dryd.  Per/. 

F  2  The 


124  Drinking. 

The  flowing  Bowl 
With  a  full  Tide  enlarg'd  his  cheerful  Soul.  Stepn.  Jhv. 

Make  hafte  to  meet  the  gen'rous  Wine, 
Whofe  piercing  is  for  thee  delay 'd  : 
The  rofy  Wreath  is  ready  made, 
And  artful  Hands  prepare 
The  fragrant  Oil,  that  Ihall  perfume  thy  Hair. 
When  the  Wine  fparkles  from  afar, 
And  the  well-natur'd  Friend  cries,  come  away  : 
Make  hafte,  and  leave  thy  Bus'nefs  and  thy  Care  ; 
No  mortal  Int'reft  can  be  worth  thy  Stay.  Dryd.  Hor. 

Here's  to  thee,  Dick,  this  whining  Love  defpife, 
Pledge  me,  my  Friend,  and  drink  till  thou  art  wife; 
It  fparkles  brighter  far  than  Hie ; 
'Tis  pure,  and  right  without  Deceit. 
And  fuch  no  Woman  e'er  will  be, 
No  !  they  are  all  fophifticate. 
Here's  to  thee  again,  thy  fenfelefs  Sorrow  drowned, 
Glafs  walk  till  all  things  too  go  round : 
Again  :  Till  thefe  two  Lights  are  four  : 
No  Errors  here  can  dang'rous  prove ; 
Thy  Paffion,  Man,  deceives  thee  more : 
None  double  fee  like  Men  in  Love.  Cuwf. 

Fill  the  Bowl  with  rofy  Wine  : 
Around  our  Temples  Rofes  twine. 
And  let  us  chearfully  awhile, 
Like  the  Wine  and  Rofes,  fmile. 
■Crown'd  with  Rofes  we  contemn 
GygeS  wealthy  Diadem. 
To-day  is  ours  !  what  do  we  fear? 
To-day  is  ours !  we  have  it  here ! 
Let's  treat  it  kindly,  that  it  may 
Wifli  at  leaft  with  us  to  ftay  : 
Let's  banifh  Bus'nefs,  lei's  banifli  Sorrow ; 
To  the  Gods  belongs  To-morrow.       Ctwli  Anac. 

Underneath  this  Myrtle  Shade, 
On  flow'ry  Beds  fupinely  laid, 
Witii  od'rous  Oils  my  Head  o'er-flowing,   « I 
And  around  it  Rofes  growing, 
What  mould  I  do,  but  drink  awny 
The  Henc  and  Trouble  of  the  Day? 
In  this  more  than  kingly  State, 
Love  himfelf  mall  on  me  wait : 
Fill  to  me,  Lcz'c,  nay  fill  it  up. 
And  mingled,  call  it  into  the  Cup.  Wit 
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Wit,  and  Mirth,  and  noble  Fires, 

Vig'rous  Health,  and  gay  Defires. 

The  Wheel  of  Life  no  lefs  will  ftay, 

In  a  fmooth  than  rugged  Way  : 

Since  it  equally  does  flee, 

Let. the  Motion  plealant  be. 

Why  do  we  precious  Ointments  ihow'r, 

Noble  Wines  why  do  we  pour, 

Beauteous  FlowYs  why  do  we  fpread 

On  the  Monuments  of  the  Dead  ? 

Nothing  they  but  Dull  can  fliow, 

Or  Bones  that  haften  to  be  fo. 

Crown  me  with  Rofes  whilft  I  live  : 

Now  your  Wines  and  Ointments  gi\ 

After  Death  I  nothing  crave, 

Let  me  alive  my  Pleafures  have  ? 

All  are  Stoicks  in  the  Grave.  Cotol. 

The  thirffy  Earth  foaks  up  the  Rain, 

And  drinks,  and  gapes  for  Drink  again. 

The  Plants  fuck  in  the  Earth,  and  are 

By  conftant  drinking,  frefh  and  fair: 

The  Sea  hfelf,  which  one  would  think 

Should  have  but  little  Need  of  Drink, 

Drinks  ten  thoufand  Rivers  up, 

So  fill'd,  that  they  o'er-flow  the  Cup. 

The  bufy  Sun,  asd  one  would  guefs 

By's  drunken  fiery  Face  no  lefs, 

Drinks  up  the  Sea,  and  when  h'as  done, 

The  Moon  and  Stars  drink  up  the  Sun  : 

They  drink  and  dance  by  their  own  Light, 

They  drink  and  revel  all  the  Night. 

Nothing  in  Nature's  fober  found, 

But  an  eternal  Health  goes  round. 

Fill  up  the  Bowl  then,  fill  it  high  : 

Fill  ail  the  Glaifes  there  ;  for  why 

Should  evYy  Creature  drink  but  I  ? 

Why,  Man  of  Morals,  tell  me  why  ?     Cowl.  Anac. 
A  thirfty  Soul  ! 
He  took  the  Challenge,  and  embrac'd  the  Bowl ; 
With  Pleafure  fwill'd  the  Gold,  nor  ceas'd  to  draw, 
Till  he  the  Bottom  of  the  Brimmer  faw.  Dryd.  Virg. 

He  crown'd  a  Bow],  unbid  ; 
The  laughing  Ne£hr  over-look'd  the  Lid  ; 
The  Reconciler- Bowl  went  round  the  Board, 
Which,  emotvyd,  the  rude  Skinker  Hill  reftor'd, 
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The  Feaft  continued  till  declining  Light, 

They  drank,  they  laugh'd,  they  lov'd,  and  then 'twas  Night. 

Drunken  at  laft,  and  drowfy,  they  depart 

Each  to  his  Houfe. 

The  thund'ring  God, 
Ev'n  he  withdrew  to  Reft,  and  had  his  Load ; 
His  fwimming  Head  to  needful  Sleep  apply'd, 
And  Juno  lay  unheeded  by  his  Side.  Dry  J.  Horn. 

The  Vapours  to  their  fwimming  Brains  advance, 
And  double  Tapers  on  the  Tables  dance.  Dryd.  Juv. 

Let  each  indulge  his  Genius,  each  be  glad, 
Jocund,  and  free,  and  fwell  the  Feaft  with  Mirth. 
The  fprightly  Bowl  fhall  chearfully  go  round; 
None  fhall  be  grave,  nor  too  feverely  wife  : 
LoiTes  and  Disappointments,  Cares  and  Poverty, 
The  rich  Man's  Infolence,  and  great  Man's  Scorn, 
Jn  Wine  fhall  be  forgotten  all.     To-morrow 
Will  be  too  foon  to  think  and  to  be  wretched.    Row.F.  Pen. 

Come  to  the  Banquet  all, 
And  revel  out  the  Day  ;  'tis  my  Command :  "V 

Gay  as  the  Pe-rfian  God  ourfelf  will  ftand,  > 

With  a  crown' d  Goblet  in  our  lifted  Hand  :  2) 

Young  Amnion  and  Statira  fhall  go  round,  O 

While  antic  Meafures  beat  the  burden'd  Ground,  > 

And  to  the  vaulted  Skies  our  Clangors  found.  3 

All  drink  it  deep,  and  while  it  flies  about, 
Mars  and  Behna  join  to  make  us  Mufick. 
A  hundred  Bulls  be  oifer'd  to  the  Sun, 
White  as  his  Beams.     Speak  the  big  Voice  of  War, 
Beat  all  our  Drums,  and  blow  our  filver  Trumpets, 
Till  we  provoke  the  Gods  to  acl  our  Pleafures 
In  Bowls  of  Neclar  and  replying  Thunder.  Lee  Alex. 

Hard  are  the  Laws  of  Love's  defpotick  Rule, 
And  ev'ry  Joy  Is  trebly  bought  with  Pain. 
Crown  we  the  Goblet  then,  and  call  on  Bacchus, 
Bacchus,  the  jolly  God  of  kughing  Pleafures. 
Bid  ev'ry  Voice  of  Harmony  awake ; 
Jpollos  Lyre,  and  Hermes''  tuneful  Shell. 
Let  Wiue  and  Mufic  join  to  fwell  the  Triumph, 
To  fmooth  uneafy  Thought,  and  lull  Defjre.      Rsw.UIyj}'- 

DRUM. 
It  is  the  Trumpet  and  the  Drum, 
That  make  the  Warriour's  Stomach  come  ; 

Whofc 
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Whofe  Noife  makes  Valour  fharp,  like  Beer 

By  Thunder  turn'd  to  Vinegar  : 

For  if  a  Trumpet  found,  or  Drum  beat, 

Who  has  not  a  Months  Mind  to  combat  ?  Hud. 

DUEL.     See  Gauntlets. 
Now  at  the  Time  and  in  th' appointed  Place,. . 
The  Challenger  and  Challeng'd,  Face  to  Face, 
Approach  :  Each  other  from  afar  they  knew, 
And  from  afar  their  Hatred  chang'd  their  Hue. 
So.ftands  xhtThracian  Herdfman  with  his  Spear, 
Full  in  the  Gap,  and  hopes  the  hunted  Bear  ; 
And  hears  him  ruftling  in  the  Wood,  and  fees 
His  Courfe  at  DHtance  by  the  bending  Trees; 
And  thinks,  here  comes  my  mortal  Enemy, 
And  either  he  mufl  fall  in  Fight  or  I. 
This  while  he  thinks,  he  lifts  aloft  his  Dart,  O 

A  gen'rous  Chillnefs  feizes  ev'ry  Part ;  > 

The  Veins  pour  back  the  Blood,  and  fortify  the  Heart.    3 
Thus  pale  they  meet,  their  Eyes  with  Fury  -burn  ; 
None  greets,  for  none  the  Greeting  will  return ; 
But  in  dumb  Surlinefs,  each  arm1d  with  Care 
His  Foe  profefs'd,  as  Brother  of  the  War. 
Then  both,  no  Moment  loft,  at  once  advance 
Againft  each  other,  arm'd  with  Sword  and  Lance: 
They  la fh,  they  font,  they  pafs,  they  ftrive  to  bore 
Their  Corflets,  and  the  thinner!:  Parts  explore. 

Thus  two  long  Hours  in  equal  Arms  they  flood; 

And  wounded  wound,  till  both  were  bath'd  in  Blood  ; 

And  not  a  Foot  of  Ground  had  either  got, 

As  if  the  World  depended  on  that  Spot, 

Fell  Arcite^  like  an  angry  Tyger,  far'd, 

And  like  a  Lyon  Palamon  appear'd ; 

Or  as  two  Boars  whom  Love  to  Battel  draws, 

With  riling  Bridles  and  with  frothy  Jaws, 

Their  adverfe  Breafls  with  Tusks  oblique  they  wound,  • 

With  Grunts  and  Groans  the  Forefl  rings  around : 

So  fought  the  Knights ; 

In  mortal  Battel  doubling  Blow  on  Blow  ; 

Like  Light'ning  flam'd  their  Fauchions  to  and  fro, 

And  (hot  a  dreadful  Gleam  :  So  ftrong  they  ilrook, 

There  feem'd  lefs  Force  requir'd  to  fell  an  Oak.  Dryd.  Pal.  cif 
Now  in  cloa'd  Field,  each  other  from  afar  (Arc. 

They  view,  and  rufhing  on  begin  the  War  : 

F  4  They 
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They  launch  their  Spears,  then  Hand  to  Hand  they  meet ; 

The  trembling  Soil  refounds  beneath  their  Feet. 

Their  Bucklers  clam,  thick  Blows  defcend  from  high, 

And  Flakes  of  Fire  from  their  hard  Helmets  fly. 

Such  was  the  Combat  in  the  lilted  Ground, 

So  clam  their  Swords,  and  fo  their  Shields  refound. 

Rais'd  on  the  Stretch,  young  Turnis  aims  a  Blow, 

Full  on  the  Helm  of  hris  unguarded  Foe, 

But  all  in  Pieces  flies  the  Traitor  Sword, 

And  in  the  middle  Stroke,  deferts  his  Lord  ; 

The  mortal-temper'd  Steel  deceiv'd  his  Hand; 

The  fhiver'd  Fragments  fhone  amid  the  Sand, 

SurprizM  with  Fear,  he  fled  along  the  Field, 

And  now  forthright,  and  now  in  Orbits  wheel'd. 

Ten  Times  already  round  the  lifted  Place, 

One  Chief  had  fled,  and  t'other  giv'n  the  Chafe, 

Once  more  erect  the  rival  Chiefs  advance, 
One  thrufls  the  Sword,  and  one  the  pointed  Lance  : 
And  both  refolv'd  alike  to  try  their  fatal  Chance. 

Turnis  then  trembling  view'd  the  thund'ring  Chief  advance, 
And  brandifhing  aloft  the  deadly  Lance : 
Amaz'd  he  cow'rs  beneath  his  conq'ring  Foe, 
Forgets  to  ward,  and  waits  the  coming  Blow  ; 
Aftonifh'd  while  he  ftands,  and  £x'd  with  Fear, 
Aim'd  at  his  Shield,  he  kcs  th'  impending  Spear. 

The  Heroe  meafurM  rlrft  with  narrow  View,  "p 

The  deflin'd  Mark  ;  and  rifing  as  he  threw,  > 

With  its  full  Swing  the  Fatal  Weapon  flew.  j) 

Not  with  lefs  Rage  the  rattling  Thunder  falls, 
Or  Stones  from  battling  Engines  break  the  Walls. 
Swift  as  a  Whirlwind,  from  an  Arm  fo  ftrong, 
The  Lance  drove  en,  and  bore  the  Death  along. 
Nought  could  his  feven-fold  Shield  the  Prince  avail, 
Nor  ought  beneath  his  Arms  the  Coat  of  Mail; 
It  piere'd  thro'  all,  and  with  a  grilly  Wound 
Transfix' d  his  Thigh,  and  doubled  him  to  Ground: 
Thus  low  on  Earth  the  lofty  Chief  is  laid, 
With  Eyes  caft  upward,  and  with  Arms  difplay'd.  Dryd.  Vug. 

DUNGEON. 
.    Then  to  a  Dungeon's  Depth  1  fent,  both  bound, 
Where,  ftow'd  with  Snakes  and  Adders,  now  they  lodge : 
Two  Planks  their  Beds,  flipp'ry  with  Ooze  and  Slime. 
The  Rats  brum  o'er  their  Faces  with  their  Tails, 
And  croaking  Paddocks  crawl  upon  their  Limbs.  Dr.  K.  Arth. 

EAGLE. 
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E. 
EAGLE.     See  Nature. 
In  the  fiery  Tracts  above, 
Appears  in  Pomp  th'  imperial  Bird  of  Jove : 
A  Plump  of  Fowl  he  fpies  that  fwim  the  Lake?, 
And  o'er  their  Heads  his  founding  Pinions  (hakes* 
Then,  ftooping  on  the  faireft  of  the  Train, 
In  his  ftrong  Talons  trufs'd  a  filver  Swan  : 
But,  while  he  lags  and  labours  in  his  Flight, 
Behold  the  daftard  Fowl  return  anew, 

'And,  with  united  Force  the  Foe  purfue  : 
Clam'rous  around  the  royal  Hawk  they  fly, 
And,  thick'ning  in  a  Cloud,  o'er-fhade  the  Sky ; 
They  cuff,  they  fcratch,  they  crofs  his  airy  Courfe, 
Nor  can  th'  incumber'd  Bird  fuftain  their  Force; 
But  vex'd,  not  vanquifh'd,  drops  the  pond'rousPrey, 
And,  lighten'd  of  his  Burden,  wings  his  Way.      Dryd.  Virg. 

Thus  on  fome  filver  Swan,  or  tim'rous  Hare, 
Jove's  Bird  comes  foufing  down  from  upper  Air; 
Her  crooked  Talons  trufs  the  fearful  Prey, 
Then  out  of  Sight  flie  foars,  and  wings  her  Way.  Dryd.  Virg, 

Jove's  Bird  on  founding  Pinions  beat  the  Skies ; 
A  breeding  Serpent  of  enormous  Size 
Hi1:  Talons  truis'd ;  alive,  and  curling  round, 
He  flung  the  Bird,  whofe  Throat  receiv'd  the  Wound  ; 
Mad  with  the  Smart  he  drops  the  fatal  Prey, 

In  airy  Circles  Wings  his  peaceful  Way, 

Floats  on  the  Winds  and  rends  the  Heav'ns  with  Cries, 

While  on  the  Earth  the  fallen  Serpent  lies.  Fdpe  tipfft. 

So  itoops  the  yellow  Eagle  from  on  high, 

And  bears  a  fpeckled  Serpent  thro1  the  Sky, 

FaiVning  his  crooked  Talons  on  the  Prey, 

The  Pris'ner  hiffes  thro'  rhe  liquid  Way"; 

Refills  the  royal  Hawk,  and  tho'  opprefs'd, 

She  fights  in  Volumes,  and  erects  her  Crcft  : 

Turn'cl  to  her  Foe,  fhe  ftiffens  ev'ry  Scale, 

And  moots  her  fork y  Tongue,  and  whisks  her  threat'ningTail. 

Againft  the  Victor  all  Defence  is  weak, 

Th'  imperial  Bird  frill  plies  her  with  his  Beak; 

He  tears  her  Bowels,  and  her  Breaft  he  gores, 

Then  claps  his  Pinions,  and  fecurely  foars.         Dryd  Virp 
So  the  Eagle,  *' 

That  bears  the  Thunder  of  our  Grandfire  Jove, 

With  Joy  beholds  his  hardy  youthful  Offspring 

F  5  Forfake 
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Forfake  the  Neft,  to  try  his  tender  Pinions 
In  the  wide  untrack'd  Air ;  till  bolder  grown, 
Now,  like  a  Whirlwind,  on  the  Shepherd's  Fold 
He  darts  precipitate,  and  gripe3  the  Prey  ; 
Or  fixing  on  fome  Dragon's  fcaly  Hide, 
Eager  of  Combat,  and  his  future  Feaft, 
Bears  him  aloft,  reluctant,  and  in  vain, 
Writhing  his  fpiry  Tail.     [Spoke  by  Uhjfts.]  Row.  Vlyff. 

As  the  bold  Bird  her  helpfefs  Young  attends, 
From  Danger  guards  them,  and  from  Want  defends ; 
3n  fearch  of  Prey  fhe  wings  the  fpacious  Air, 
And  with  th'untafted  Food  fupplies  her  Care.        PopeHotn, 
So  the  imperial  Eagle  does  not  ftay 

Till  the  whole  Carcafs  he  devour, 
That's  fall'n  into  his  Pow'r ; 

As  if  his  gen'rous  Hunger  understood, 

That  he  can  never  want  Plenty  of  Food  : 
He  only  fucks  the  tafteful  Blood, 

And  to  frcfli  Game  flies  chearfully  away;' 

To  Kites  and  meaner  Birds  he  leaves  the  mangled  Prey.    Cowl. 

EARTH  Q_U  A  K  E. 

Earth  felt  the  Wound,  and  Nature,  from  her  Seat, 
Sighing,  thro'  all  her  Works  gave  Signs  of  Woe.  Milt. 

As  when  pent  Vapours  run  their  hollow  Round, 
Earthquakes,  which  are  Convulfions  of  the  Ground, 
Break  beH'wing  forth,  and  no  Confinement  brook, 
Till  the  third  Jetties  wha-t  the  former  (hook.  Dryd. 

So  the  pent  Vapours  with  a  rumbling  Sound, 
Heave  from  below,  and  rend  the  hollow  Grund ; 
A  founding  Flaw  fucceeds,  and  from  on  high 
The  Gods  with  Hate  behoid  the  nether  Sky, 
The  Ghofts  repine  at  violated  Night, 
And  curfe  th'  invading  Sun,  and  ficken  at  the  S'ight.Dry.Firg. 

ECHO. 
Tk'd  with  the  rough  Denials  of  my  Pray'r 
From  that  hard  She  whom  I  obey, 
I  come,  and  find  a  Nymph  much  gentler  here, 
That  gives  Confent  to  all  I  fay. 
Ah !  gentle  Nymph,  who  lik'it  fo  well 
In  hollow  folitary  Caves  to  dwell, 

Her  Heart  being  fuch,  into  it  go, 
And  do  but  once  from  thence  anfwer  me  lb. 

Ccjnplaifant 
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Complaifant  Nymph !  who  doft  thus  kindly  fhare 

In  Griefs  whofe  Caufe  thou  doft  not  know  ; 

Had'ft  thou  but  Eyes  as  well  as  Tongue  and  Ear, 

How  much  Compaffion  would'ft  thou  (hew  ! 
Thy  Flame,  whilft  living,  or  a  Flow'r, 

Was  of  lefs  Beauty,  and  lefs  ravifhing  Pow'r : 
Alas  I  might  as  eafily 

Paint  thee  to  her,  as  defcribe  her  to  thee. 

By  Repercuffton  Beame  ingender  Fire  : 

Shapes  by  Refle&ion  Shapes  beget ; 

The  Voice  itfelf,  when  ftop'd,  does  back  retire, 
And  a  new  Voice  is  made  by  it. 
Thus  Things  by  Oppofition 

The  Gainers  grow :   My  barren  Love  alone 

Does  from  her  ftony  Breaft  rebound, 

Producing  neither  Image,  Fire,  nor  Sound.  Cowl. 

He  forc'd  the  Vallies  to  repeat 
The  Accent  of  his  fad  Regret  : 
And  Echo  from  the  hollow  Ground 
His  doleful  Wailings  did  refound; 
More  wiftfully  by  many  Times, 
Than  in  fmall  Poets  fplay-foot  Rhymes, 
That  make  her,  in  their  ruthful  Stories, 
To  anfwer  to  Inter'gatories, 
And  moft  unconfcionably  depofe 
To  things  of  which  me  nothing  knows : 
And  when  me  has  faid  all  me  can  fay, 
'Tis  wrefted  to  the  Lover's  Fancy.  Hud, 

Echo  in  others  Words  her  Silence  breaks, 

Speechlefs  herfelf  but  when  another  fpeaks. 

She  can't  begin,  but  waits  for  the  Rebound, 

To  catch  his  Voice,  and  to  return  the  Sound. 

Hence  'tis  (he  prattles  in  a  fainter  Tone, 

With  mimic  Sounds,  and  Speeches  not  her  own.    Add,  Ovid. 

ECLIPSE. 

The  filver  Moon  is  all  o'er  Blood  : 
A  fettling  Crimfon  Mains  her  beauteous  Face  ; 
A  vaft  Eclipfe  darkens  the  lab'ring  Planet. 
Sound  there,  found  all  pur  Inftruments  of  War, 
Clarions  and  Trumpets,  Silver,  Brafs,  and  Iron, 
And  beat  a  thoufand  Drums  to  help  her  Labour.     LeeOedip. 

Shorn  of  his  Beams,  the  Sun 
In  dim  Eclipfe  difaftrous  Twilight  fheds. 

F  6  On 


i^2  Education.     Elder  Brother. 

On  half  the  Nations,  and  with  fear  of  Change 

Perplexes  Monarchs.  Milt. 

Struggling  in  dark  Eclipfe,  and  (hooting  Day 
On  either  Side  of  the  black  Orb  that  veil'd  him.  Dry. Don.  $ei>. 

EDUCATION.     See  Religion. 

Children,  like  tender  Oziers,  take  the  Bow, 
And  as  they  firft  are  fafhion'd  always  grow  : 
For  what  we  learn  in  Youth,  to  that  alone 
In  Age  we  are  by  fecond  Nature  prone.        Dry  J.  Jun.  Juv. 

While  thy  moid  Clay  is  pliant  to  Command, 
Unwrought,  and  eafy  to  the  Potter's  Hand ; 
Now  take  the  Mold,  now  bend  thy  Mind  to  feel 
The  firft.  fharp  Motions  of  the  forming  Wheel.     Dryd.Perf. 
Soldierly  Education. 

Strong  from  the  Cradle^  of  a  fturdy  Brood, 
We  bear  our  new-born  Infants  to  the  Flood : 
There,  bath'd  amid  the  Stream,  our  Boys  we  hold, 
Writh  Winter  harden'd,  and  in-ur'd  to  Cold  : 
They  wake  before  the  Day  to  range  the  Wood, 
Kill  ere  they  eat,  nor  tafte  unconquer'd  Food. 
No  Sports  but  what  belong  to  War  they  know, 
To  break  the  ftubborn  Coir  to  bend  the  Bow  : 
Our  Youth,  of  Labour  patient,  earn  their  Bread, 
Always  at  work,  with  frugal  Diet  fed  ; 
From -Plows  and  Harrows  fent  to  feek  Renown, 
They  fight  in  Fields,  and  ftorm  thefhaken  Town. 
No  Part  of  Life  from  Toils  of  War  is  free ; 
No  Change  in  Age,  or  DifPrence  in  Degrees 
We  plough  ajid  till  in  Arms ;  oar  Oxen  feel, 
Inflead  of  Goads,  the  Spur  and  pointed  Steel* 
Th' inverted  Lance  makes  Furrows  in  the  Plain  : 
Our  Helms  defend  the  Young,  difgaife  the  Grey, 
We  live  by  Plunder,  and  delight  in  Prey.  Drydi  Virg. 

ELPER     BROTHER. 

Is  not  the  Eider 
By  Nature  pointed  out  for  Preference  ? 
Is  not  his  Right  ehrolfd  among  thole  Laws 
Which  keeps  the  World's  vaft  Frame  in  beauteous  Order  »f 
Ask  thofe  thou  nam'dft  but  new,  what  made  them  Lords? 
What  Titles  had  they  had,  if  Merit  bitty 
Could  have  conferr'd  a  Right?  if  Nature  had  not 
Strove  hard  to  thruft  the  worft-cefcrving  firfr,. 

And 
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And  ftampt  the  noble  Mark  of  Elderftiip 

Upon  their  bafer  Metal  ?  Roto.  Amb.  Sfefm* 

Birthright's  a  vulgar  Road  to  kingly  Sway  ; 
Tis  ev'ry  dull-got  elder  Brother's  Way. 
Dropt  from  above,  he  lights  into  a  Throne, 
Grows  of  a  Piece  with  that  he  fits  upon : 
HeavVs  Choice  !  a  low,  inglorious  rightful  Drone  !  Dryd. 

My  Claim  to  her  by  elderfhip  I  prove. 

Age  is  a  Plea  in  Empire,  not  in  Love.      Dryd.  lnd.  Emp. 

I  lov'd  her  firft,  and  cannot  quit  my  Claim, 
Bat  will  preferve  the  Birthright  of  my  Paffion.     Otw.Grpk. 

ELEMENTS. 

For  this  eternal  World  is  faid  of  old, 
But  four  prolifick  Principles  to  hold  ; 
Four  different  Bodies  :  Two  to  Heav'n  afcend, 
And  other  two  down  to  the  Centre  tend: 
Fire  firft  with  Wings  expanded  mounts  on  high, 
Pure,  void  of  Weight,  and  dwells  in  upper  Sky  : 
Then  Air,  becaufe  unclog'd,  in  empty  Space, 
Flies  after  Fire,  and  claims  the  fecond  Place; 
But  weighty  Water,  as  her  Nature  guides., 
Lies  on  the  Lap  of  Earth,  and  Mother  Esrth  iubiides. 
All  things  are  mix'd  of  theie,  which  all  contain, 
And  into  thefe  are  all  refolv'd  again. 
Earth  rarifies  to  Dew  ;  expanded  more, 
The  fubtil  Dew  in  Air  begins  to  foar,    • 
Spreads  as  me  flies,  and,  weary  of  her  Name. 
Extenuates  Hill,  and  changes  into  Flame. 
Thus  having  by  Degrees  Perfection  won, 
Reftlefs,  they  foon  untwift  the  Web  they  fpun  : 
And  Fire  begins  to  lofe  her  radiant  Hue, 
Mix'd  with  grofs'Air,  and  Air  defcends  to  Dew; 
And  Dew  condenfmg  does  her  Form  forego, 
And  finks  a  heavy  Lamp  of  Earth  below.  Dryd.  Ovid. 

The  Force  of  Fire  afcended  firi!  on  high, 
And  took  its  Dwelling  in  the  vaulted  Sky : 
Then  Air  fucceeds,  in  Lightnefs  next  to  Fire, 
Whofe  Atoms  from  unactive  Earth  retire  : 
Earth  finks  beneath,  and  draws  a  numerous  Throng 
Of  ponderous,  thick,  unwieldly  Seeds  along : 
About  her  Coafts  unruly  Waters  roar, 
And,  rifing  on  a  Ridge,  infult  the  Shoar.  Dry  J.  GviS. 

ELE- 
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ELEPHANT.    See  Paradift. 

E  L  O  QJJ  E  N  C  E. 

Whene'er  he  fpeaks,  Heav'n  f  how  the  lift'ning  Throng, 
Dwell  on  the  melting  Mufick  of  his  Tongue  : 
His  Arguments  are  th'  Emblems  of  his  Mien  ; 
Mild,  but  not  faint;  and  forcing,  tho'  ferene  : 
And  when  the  Pow'r  of  Eloquence  he'd  try, 
Here  Lightning  flrilces  you,  there  foft  Breezes  figh.       Gar, 

When  Atreus*  Son  harangu  d  the  lift'ning  Train, 
Juft  was  his  Senfe,  and  his  Expreffion  plain  ; 
His  Words  fuccincl:,  yet  full  without  a  Fault, 
He  fpake  no  more  than  juft  the  Thing  he  ought  : 
But  when  Uiyjjfes  rofe,  in  Thought  profound, 
His  modeft  Eyes  he  hVd  upon  the  Ground: 
As  one  unskill'd,  or  dumb,  he  feem'd  to  (land, 
Nor  rais'd  his  Head,  nor  ftretch'd  his  fceptred  Hand  : 
But  when  he  fpeaks,  what  Elocution  flows  ! 
Soft  as  the  Fleeces  of  defcending  Snows 
The  copious  Accents  fall  with  eafy  Art, 
Melting  they  fail,  and  fmk  into  the  Heart : 
Wond'ring  we  hear,  and,  fix'd  in  deep  Surprize, 
Our  Ears  refute  the  Cenfure  of  our  Eyes.  Pope  Horn. 

His  Tongue 
Dropt  Manna,  and  could  make  the  worfe  appear 
The  better  .Reafon,  to  perplex  and  dafti 
Matureft  Counfels ;  For  his  Thoughts  were  low, 
To  Vice  induftrious,  but  to  nobler  Deeds 
TimVous  and  flothful ;  yet  he  pleas'd  the  Ear.  Milt* 

Nectar  divine  flow'd  from  his  heavenly  Tongue, 
And  on  his  charming  Lips  Perfuafion  hung.  Blae. 

Words,  fweet  as  Honey,  from  his  Lips  diftill'd.  Pope  Horn. 
He  drove  them  with  the  Torrent  of  his  Tongue.  Dryd.jfuv. 
Fine  Speeches  are  the  Inftruments  of  Fools, 
Or  Knaves,  who  ufe  them  when  they  want  good  Senfe: 
But  Honefty  needs  no  Difguifc  nor  Ornament.        Otw.  Orpb. 

But  here  bright  Eloquence  does  always  fmile 
In  fucha  Choice,  yet  unaffected  Style, 
As  doth  both  Knowledge  and  Delight  impart, 
The  Force  of  Reafon  with  the  Flow'rs  of  Art : 
Clear  as  a  beautiful  tranfparent  Skin, 
Which  never  hides  the  Blood,  yet  holds  it  in. 
Like  a  delicious  Stream  it  ever  ran, 

As  fmooth  as  Woman,  but  as  ftrong  as  Man.  Norm. 

ELY- 


Ely/mm.  135 

ELYSIUM. 

The  verdant  Fields  with  thofe  of  Keav'n  may  vie, 
With  Mther  veiled,  and  a  purple  Sky. 
The  blifsfml  Seats  of  happy  Souls  below  ; 
Stars  of  their  own,  and  their  own  Sun  they  know. 
Their  airy  Limbs  in  Sports  they  exercife, 
And  on  the  Green  contend  the  Wreftler's  Prize. 
Some  in  heroic  Verfe  divinely  ling, 
Others  in  artful  JVfeafures  lead  the  Ring  : 
The  Chiefs  behold  their  Chariots  from  afar, 
Their  Ihining  Arms,  and  Courfers  train'd  to  War; 
Their  Lances  nVd  in  Earth,  their  Steeds  around, 
Free  from  their  Harnefs,  graze  the  flow'ry  Ground. 
The  Love  of  Horfes  which  they  had  alive, 
And  Care  of  Chariots,  after  Death  furvive. 
Some  chearful  Souls  were  feailing  on  the  Plain  ; 
Some  did  the  Song,  and  fome  the  Choir  maintain. 
Here  Patriots  live,  who  for  their  Countries  Good 
In  fighting  Fields  were  prodigal  of  Blood. 
Prieits  of  unblemilh'd  Lives  here  make  Abode, 
And  Poets  worthy  their  infpiring  God. 
And  fearching  Wits  of  more  mechanic  Parts, 
Who  grac'd  their  Age  with  new-invented  Arts. 
Thofe  who  to  worth  their  Bounty  did  extend, 
And  thofe  who  knew  that  Bounty  to  commend : 
The  Heads  of  thefe,  which  holy  Fillets  bound, 
And  all  their  Temples  were  with  Garlands  crown'd. 
In  no  fix'd  Place  the  happy  Souls  reude : 
In  Groves  they  live,  and  lie  on  moffy  Beds, 
By  cryftal  Streams  that  murmur  thro'  the  Meads.  Dryd.  Virg 

There  in  the  Lands  of  unexhaulted  Light, 
O'er  which  the  God-like  Sun's  unweary'd  Sight, 

Ne^er  winks  in  Clouds,  or  lleeps  in  Night, 
A^n  endlefs  Spring  of  Agz  the  Good  enjoy  : 
Where  neither  Want  does  pinch,  nor  Plenty  cloy. 

There  neither  Earth,  nor  Sea  they  plough, 

Nor  ought  to  Labour  owe 
For  Food,  that  while  it  nourifhes  does  decay, 
And  in  the  Lamp  of  Life  con  fumes  away. 
Soft-footed  Winds  with  tuneful  Voices  there 

Dance  thro'  the  perfumed  Air. 
There  illver  Rivers  thro1  enamel'd  Meadows  glide, 

And  Golden  Trees  enrich  their  Side. 

Th'illufirious 
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TV  illuftrious  Leaves  no  dropping  Autumn  fear, 
And  Jewels  tor  their  Fruit  they  bear  ; 
Which  by  the  Bieit  are  gathered  (Vint. 

For  Bracelets  to  the  Arm,  and  Garlands  to  the  Head.     Cowl. 

Loofe  Breezes  on  their  airy  Pinions  play, 
And  with  refrefhing  Sweets  perfume  the  Way  : 
Cold  Streams  thro'  flow'ry  Meadows  gently  glide, 
And  as  they  pafs,  their  painted  Banks  they  chide  : 
Thefe  blifsful  Plains  no  Blights  nor  Mildews  fear, 
The  Flow'rs  ne'er  fade,  and  Shrubs  are  Myrtles  here.     Gar. 

E  M  B  R  A  C  E.    See  Venus. 

Then  like  fome  wealthy  Ifland  thou  malt  lie, 
And  like  the  Sea  about  it,  I : 
Thou  like  fair  Albion  to  the  Sailor's  Sight, 
Spreading  her  beauteous  Bofom  all  in  White ; 

Like  the  kind  Ocean  I  will  be 
With  loving  Arms  for  ever  clafping  thee.  Cowl. 

As  the  luxuriant  Tendrils  of  the  Vine  """> 

Around  the  Elm  with  wanton  Windings  twine,       (Ovid.  > 
My  fpringing  Arms  flew  round  and  lock'd  in  thine.     Den.  3 

Eternal  Comfort's  in  thy  Arms  : 
To  lean  thus  on  thy  Breaft  is  fofter  Eaie,  ( Pref. 

Than  downy.  Pillows  deck'd  with  Leaves  of  Rofes.    Otzv.  Fen. 

Oh  my  Jocajla  !  'tis  for  this  the  wet 
Starv'd  Soldier  lies;  all  Night  on  the  cold  Ground  : 
For  this  he  bears  the  Storms 
Of  Winter  Camp,  and  freezes  in  his  Arms, 
To  be  thus  circled,  to  be  thus  embraced  ; 
That  I  could  hold»thee  ever,'  Let  me  hold  thee 
Thus  to  my  Bofom  :  Ages  Jet  me  grafp  thee, 
Life  of  my  Life  !  andTreafure  of  my  Soul  ! 
Tho'  round  my  Bed  the  Furies  plant  their  Charms, 
J'll  break  'em  with  Jocafta  in  my  Arms  : 
Clafp'd  in  the  Folds  of  Love,  I'll  wait  my  Doom  ;-• 
And  aft  my  Joys,  tho*'  Thunder -fnake  the  Room'.  LxeOc.^ 

A.  I  thought  how  thole  white  Arms' would  fold  me  in, 
And  drain  me  clofe,  and  melt  me  into  Love  ; 
So  pleas'd  with  that  fweet  Image,  I  fprung  forwards, 
And  added  all  my  Strength  to-ev'ry  Blow. 

C.  Come  to  me,  come  my  Soldier,  to  my  Arms, 
You've  been  too  long  away  from  my  Embraces; 
But  when  I  have  you  fait,  and  all  my  own, 

With 
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With  broken  Murmurs  and  tumultuous  Sighs, 
ril  fay  you  were  unkind  and  punifh  you. 
And  mark  you  red  with  many  an  eager  Kifs. 
A.  My  brighter  Venus  ! 
C.  O  my  greater  Mars ! 
A.  Thou  Join'it  us  well,  my  Love  \ 
Suppofe  me  come  from  the  Vhkgrtean  Plains, 
Where  gafping  Giants  lay,  cleft  by  my  Sword, 
And  Mountain-Tops  par'd  off  each  other  Blow, 
To  bury  thofe  1  flew.     Receive  me,  Goddefs? 
Let  Ctffar  fpread  his  fubtle  Nets,  like  Vulcan, 
In  thy  Embraces  I  would  be  beheld 
By  Heav'n  and  Earth  at  once  ; 
And  make  their  Envy  what  they  meant  their  Sport, 
Let  thofe  who  took  us  blufh  :  I  would  love  on 
With  awful  State,  regardkfs  of  their  Frown, 
As  their  fuperior  God.  Dryd.A/lfor  Lopf, 

Venus  embracing  Vulcan. 
The  Goddefs  {trait  her  Arms  of  fnowy  Hue 
About  her  unrefolving  Husband  threw. 
Her  foft  Embraces  foon  infufe  Delire, 
His  Veins,  his  Marrow,  fudden  Warmth  infpire, 
And  all  the  Godhead  feels  the  wonted  Fire. 
Not  half  fo  fwift  the  rattling  Thunder  flies, 
Or  Streaks  of  Lightning  flafh  along  the  Skies. 
The  Goddefs,  proud  of  her  fuccefsful  Wiles, 
And  confcious  of  her  Form,  in  fecret  fmiles. 

The  Power  obnoxious  to  her  Charms, 
Panting  and  half  diflblving  in  her  Arms, 

Snatch'd  the  willing  Goddefs  to  his  Breaft,  "7 

Till,  in  her  Lap  infus'd,  he  lay  poflefs'd  > 

Of  full  Defire,  and  funk  to  pleafing  Reft.       Dryd.Vtrg.y 
For  what  do  Lovers  when  they're  fafl 

In  one  ather's  Arms  embraced  j 

But  ftrive  to  plunder  and  convey 

Each  other  like  a  Prize  away  I  Hud* 

EMPIRE  and  Emperor.    See  Greatnefs. 
When  Empire  in  its  Childhood  firffc  appears, 
A  watchful  Fate  o'erfees  its  tender  Years  : 
Till,  grown  more  ftrong,  it  thrufts,  andltretches  out, 
And  elbows  all  the  Kingdoms  round  about: 
The  Place  thus  made  for  its  firft  Breathing  free, 
It  moves  again  for  Eaic  and  Luxury  : 

Till, 
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Till,  fwellmg  by  Degrees,  it  has  pofTefsM 

The  greater  Space,  and  now  crowds  up  the  reft. 

When  from  behind  there  ftarts  fome  petty  State  : 

Andpufhes  on  its  now  unwieldly  Fate: 

Then  down  the  Precipice  of  Time  it  goes, 

And  finks  in  Minutes,  which  in  Ages  rofe.  Dryd  Conq.  of  Gran, 
Haft  thou  not  feen  my  Morning  Chambers  fill'd 

With  fceptred  Slaves,  who  waited  to  falute  me  ? 

With  Eajfern  Monarchs,  who  forgot  the  Sun 

To  worfhip  my  Uprising?' Menial  Kings 

Ran  courfing  up  and  down  my  Palace- Yards, 

Stood  filent  in  my  Prefence,  watch'd  my  Eyes, 

And  at  my  leaft  Command  all  ftarted  out 

Like  Racers  for  the  Goal.  Dryd.  All for  Love \ 

Emperor !  Why  that's  the  Style  of  Victory  1 
The  conq'ring  Soldier,  red  with  unfelt  Wounds, 
Salutes  his  Gen'ral  fo  f  but  never  more 
Shall  that  Sound  reach  my  Ears. 
For  I  have  loft  my  Reafon,  have  difgrac'd 
The  Name  of  Soldier  with  inglorious  Eafe  : 
Jn  the  full  Vintage  of  my  flowing  Honours, 
Sate  ftill,  and  faw  it  prefs'd  by  other  Hands.  Dryd.  All  for  Love* 

There's  no  true  Joy  in  fuch  unwieldy  Fortune; 
Eternal  Gazers  lafting'Troubles  make  ; 
All  find  my  Spots,  but  few  my  Brightnefs  take. 
Why  was  I  born  a  Prince  ?  Proclaim'd  a  God  ? 
Yet  have  no  Liberty  to  look  abroad. 

Thus  Palaces  in  Profpecl  bar  the  Eye,  "J 

Which,  pleas'd  and  free,  would  o'er  the  Cottage  fly,  > 

O'er  flow'ry  Lawns  to  the  gay  diftant  Sky.  \ 

Parewel  then  Empire,  and  the  Racks  of  Love  I 
By  all  the  Gods  I  will  to  Wilds  remove ; 
Stretch'd  like  a  Sylvan  God,  on  Grafs  lie  down, 
And  quite  forget  that  e'er  I  wore  a  Crown.  Lee  Alex. 

Reign,  reign,  ye  Monarchs  that  divide  the  World  : 
Bufy  Ambition  ne'er  will  let  ye  know 
Tranquillity  and  Happinefs  like  mine  : 
Like  gawdy  Ships,  th'  obfequious  Billows  fall, 
And  rife  again  to  lift  you  to  your  Pride;  (Fen.  Pref. 

They  wait  but  for  a  Storm,  and  then  devour  you.       Qtzo. 

To  you  the  Drudgery  of  Pow'r  I  give. 
Cares  be  your  Lot :  Reign  you,  and  let  me  live : 
Were  I  a  God,  the  drunken  Globe  fhould  roul; 
The  little  Emmets  with  the  human  Soul 

Care 
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Care  for  themfelves,  while  at  my  Eafe  I  fate, 

And  fecond  Caufes  did  the  Work  of  Fate.        Dryd.Auren. 

Oh  that  I  had  been  born  fome  happy  Swain, 
.And  never  known  a  Life  fo  great,  fo  vain  f 
Where  I  Extreams  might  not  be  forc'd  to  chufe, 
And  bleit  with  fome  mean  Wife,  no  Crown  could  lofe; 
Where  the  dear  Partner  of  my  little  State,  "9 

While  all  her  fmiling  OfT-fpring  at  the  Gate,  V> 

Blefling  my  Labours,  might  my  Coming  wait;  3 

Where  in  our  humble  Beds  all  fafe  might  lie, 
And  not  in  curfed  Courts  for  Glory  die.  LeeTkeod* 

ENCELADUS.     SetjEtna. 

ENJOYMENT. 
I  faw  'em  kindle  to  Defire 
While  with  foft  Sighs  they  blew  the  Fire; 
Saw  the  Approaches  of  their  Joy, 
He  growing  more  fierce,  and  fhe  lefs  coy : 
Saw  how  they  mingied  melting  Rays, 
Exchanging  Love  a  thoufand  Ways: 
Kind  was  the  Force  on  either  Side,  O 

Her  new  Defire  fhe  could  not  hide ;  > 

Nor  would  the  Shepherd  be  deny'd.  3 

The  blefled  Minute  he  purfu'd, 
Till  fhe,  tranfported  in  his  Arms, 
Yields  to  the  Conq'ror  all  her  Charms : 
His  panting  Breail  to  her's  now  join'd, 
They  feaft  on  Raptures  unconfin'd: 
Vaft  and  luxuriant ;  fuch  as  prove 
Th'  Immortality  of  Love  ! 

For  who  but  a  Divinity  ~> 

Could  mingle  Souls  to  that  Degree;  5» 

And  melt  them  into  Extafy  !  2) 

Now,  like  the  Phcenix^  both  expire,  "^ 

While,  from  the  Ames  of  their  Fire,  r 

Sprung  up  a  new  and  foft  Defire.  -} 

Like  Charmers  thrice  they  did  invoke 
The  God,  and  thrice  new  Vigour  took.         Bebn» 
Thus  did  this  happy  Pair  their  Love  difpenfe, 

With  mutual  Joys,  and  gratify 'd  their  Senfe. 

The  God  of  Love  was  there  a  bidden  Gueft; 

And  prefent  at  his  own  myfterious  Feaft, 

His  azure  Mantle  underneath  he  fpread, 

And  fcatter'd  Rofes  on  the  nuptial  Bed  :  While 
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While  folded  in  each  other's  Arms  they  lay  *> 

He  blew  the  Flames,  and  furnifh'd  out  the  Play,     [Tbeoc.  > 
And  from  theirForeheads  wip'd  the  balmy  Sweat  away. Dry.  y 

Long  time  diflblv'd  in  Pleafure  thus  they  lay, 
Till  Nature  could  no  more  fuffice  their  Play.  Dr.  Sig.  &  Guifi. 
Celt  a  was  coy  and  hard  to  win  ; 
With  artful  Cunning  play'd  the  Virgin's  Part : 
But  when  fhe  once  had  try'd  the  Sin, 
She  hugg'd  the  charming  tingling  Dart ; 
Cry'd  nearer,  deareft,  to  my  Heart  j 
Thou'rt  Lord  of  all  within.  Mount  fort. 

Love  is  a  Burglarer,  a  Felon, 
That  atjhe  Window- Eye  doth  Meal  in, 
To  rob  the  Heart,  and  with  his  Prey, 
Steals  out  again  a  clofer  Way.  Hudl 

See  the  Heav'ns  in  Lightnings  break, 
Next  in  Storms  of  Thunder  (peak  : 
Then  a  kind  Show'r  from  above 
Brings  a  Calm  :  So  'tis  in  Love. 
Flames  begin  our  firft  Addrefs, 
Like  meeting  Thunder  we  embrace  r 
Then,  you  know,  the  Show'rs  that  fallr 
Quench  the  Fire,  and  quiet  all. 

How.  mould  I  thofe  Show'rs  forget  ? 
*Twas  fo  pleafant  to  be  wet : 
They  kill'd  Love,  tknow  ft  well, 
I  dy'd  as  oft  as  e'er  they  fell.  Rochi 

Phillis  has  a  gentle  Heart, 
Willing  to  the  Lover's  courting; 
Wanton  Nature,  all  Love's  Art 
To  direct  her  in  her  fporting  : 
In  th'Embrace,  the  Look,  the  Kifs,. 
All  is  real  Inclination  : 
No  falfe  Raptures  in  the  BHfs, 
No  feign'd  fighing  in  the  Paffion. 
But  oh  !  who  the  Charms  can  fpeak, 
Who  the  thoufand  Ways  of  toying  f 
When  Hie  does  the  Lover  make, 
All  a  God  in  her  enjoying  ; 
Who  the  Limbs  that  round  him  move,  •'  * 
And  conflrain  him  to  the  Blifles. ! 
Who  the  Eyes  that  fwim  in  Love, 
And  the  Lips  that  fuck  in  Kifles  ' 
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OH  the  Freaks  when  mad  me  grows, 

Raves. all  wild  with  the  pofTefling  ! 

Oh  the  filent  Trance  which  (hews 

The  Delight  above  exprefiing! 

Ev'ry  Way  fhe  does  engage, 

Idly  talking,  fpeechlefs  lying, 

She  tranfports  me  with  the  Rage, 

And  fhe  kills  me  in  her  dying. 

Ye  Gods!   the  Raptures  of  that  Night ! 

What  fierce  Convuliions  of  Delight ! 

How  in  each  other's  Arms  difiblv'd  ? 

We  lay,  confounded,  and  involv'd ! 

Bodies  mingling,  Sexes  blending, 

Which  mould  moll  be  loft  contending, 

Parting  fierce  and  flaming  Kifles, 

Plunging  into  boundlefs  BlilTes; 

Our  Bodies,  as  our  Souls,  on  Fire, 

Toft,  by  a  Tern  pell  of  Defire, 

Till  with  utmoft  Furydriv'n, 

Down  at  once  we  funk  to  Heav'n. 
Thus  when  the  youthful  Pair  more  c!orely  join,     ((wine, 
When  Arms  in  Arms  they  lock,  and  Thighs  in  Thighs  they 
full  in  the  raging  Foam  of  full  Defire, 
When  both  preis  on,  both  murmur,  both  expire : 
They  gripe,  they  fqueeze,  their  humid  Tongues  they  dart, 
As  each  would  force  their  Way  to  t'other's  Heart ; 
In  vain  :  They  only  cruize  about  the  Coall  ; 
For  Bodies  cannot  pierce,  nor  be  in  Bodies  loft  ; 
As  fure  they  ftrive  to  be,  when  both  engage 
In  that  tumultuous  momentary  Rage, 
So  tangled  in  the  Nets  of  Love  tliev  lie,  i 
Till  Man  diflblves  in  that  Excefs  of  Joy. 
Then,  when  thegather'd  Bag  has  burft  its  Way, 
And  ebbing  Tides  the  flacken'd  Nerves  betray, 
A  Paufe  enfues;  and  Nature  nods  a  while, 
Till  with  recruited  Rage  new  Spirits  boil; 
And  then  the  fame  vain  Violence  returns  ; 
With  Flames  renew'd  th' erected  Furnace  burns: 
Again  they  in  each  other  would  be  loft ; 
But  ftill  by  adamantine  Bars  are  croft.  Dryd.  Liter. 

From  ev'ry  Part,  ev'n  to  their  inmoft  Soul, 
They  feel  the  trickling  Joys,  and  run  with  Vigour  to  the  Goal. 
Stirr'd  with  the  fame  impetuous  Defire, 
Birds,  Beads,  and  Herds,  and  Marcs  their  Males  require; 

Becaufe 
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Becaufe  the  throbbing  Nature  in  their  Veins 

Provokes  them  to  aifwage  their  kindly  Pains. 

The  lufly  Leap  th'  expecting  Female  ihnds, 

By  mutual  Heat  compeli'd  to  mutual  Bands.. 

Thus  Dogs  with  lolling  Tongues  by  Love  are  ty'd, 

Nor  hooting  Boys,  nor  Blow-s,  their  Union  can  divide. 

At  either  End  they  ftrive  the  Link  to  loofe 

In  vain,  for  ftronger  Vends  holds  the  Noofe.         Dryd.  Lucr 
'Tis  with  this  Rage  the  Mother  Lyon  flung, 

Scours  oVr  the  Plain,  rcgardlefs  of  her  young  : 

Demanding  Rights  of  Love,  flie  fternly  ftalks  : 

And  hunts  her  Lover  in  his  lonely  Walks  : 

'Tis  then  the  fhapelefs  Bear  his  Den  forfafces, 

In  Woods  and  Fields  a  wild  Destruction  makes  ; 
13oars  whet  their  Tusks,  to  Battle  Tygers  move,     »- 

Enrag'd  with  Hunger;  more  enrag'd  with  Love. 
■The  Stallion  fnuffs  the  well-known  Scent  from  far; 

And  fnorts,  and  trembles  for  the  diilant  Mare: 

Nor  Bits,  nor  Bridles  can  his  Rage  reftrain; 

And  rugged  Rocks  are  interpos'd  in  vain. 

He  makes  his  Way  o'er  Mountains,  and  contemns 

Unruly  Torrents,  and  unfordcd  Streams. 

The  briftled  Boar,  who  feels  the  pleafing  Wound, 

New  grinds  his  arming  Tusks,  and  digs  the  Ground: 

The  ileepy  Letcher  fhuts  his  little  Eyes, 

About  his  churning  Chaps  the  frothy  Bubbles  rife  • 

He  rubs  his  Sides  againft  a  Tree,  prepares, 

And  hardens  both  his  Shoulders  for  the  Wars. 

The  youthful  Bull  is  oft  with  Love  poflefs'd  ; 

With  two  fair  Eyes  his  Miltrefs  burns  his  Breaft, 

He  looks,  and  languifhes,  and  leaves  his  Reft, 

Forfakes  his  Food,  and,  pining  for  the  Lafs, 

Js  joylefs  of  the  Grove,  and  fpurns  the  growing  Grafs, 

The  foft  Seducer,  with  enxicing  Looks, 

The  beli'wing  Rivals  to  the  Fight  provokes ; 

A  beauteous  Heifer  in  the  Woods  is  bred  ; 

The  {looping  Warriors,  aiming  Head  to  Head, 

Engage  their  clafhing  Horns  with  dreadful  Sound; 

The  Forreft  rattles,  and  the  Rocks  rebound. 

They  fence,  they  pufh,  and  pufhing  loudly  roar, 

Their  Dewlaps  and  their  Sides  are  bath'd  in  Gore. 

Nor  when  the  War  is  over,  is  it  Peace, 

Nor  \Vill  the  vanquifh'd  Bull  his  Claim  releafe : 

Eut 
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But  feeding  in  his  Breaft  his  antieht  Fires, 
A«d  curfing  Fate,  from  his  proud  Foe  retires. 
Driv'n  from  his  native  Land  to  foreign  Grounds, 
He  with  a  gen'rous  Rage  refents  his  Wounds, 
His  ignominious  Flight,  the  Vigor's  Boaft 
And  more  than  both,  the  Loves,  which  unreveng'd  he  loft. 
Often  he  turns  his  Eyes,  and  with  a  Groan, 
Surveys  the  pleaiing  Kingdoms,  once  his  own  i 
And  therefore  to  repair  his  Strength  he  tries,  "!► 

Hard'ning  his  Limbs  with  painful  Exercife,  J> 

And  rough  upon  the  flinty  Rock  he  lies.  ^ 

On  prickly  Leaves,  and  on  (harp  Herbs  he  feeds  ; 
Then  to  the  Prelude  of  a  War  proceeds. 
His  Horns,  yet  fore,  he  tries  againft  a  Tree, 
And  meditates  his  ablent  Fnemy  : 

He  muffs  the  Winds,  his  Heels  the  Sand  excite  :  *p 

But  when  he  ftands  collected  in  his  Might,  S> 

He  roars,  and  promifes  a  more  fuccefsful  Fight.  3 

Then  to  redeem  his  Honour  at  a  Blow, 
He  moves  his  Camp,  to  meet  his  carelefs  Foe  : 
Nor  with  more  Madnefs,  rolling  from  afar, 
The  fpumy  Waves  proclaim  the  wat'ry  War  : 
And  mounting  upwards  with  a  -mighty  R«ar, 
March  onward,  and  infuit  the  rocky  Shore  : 
They  mate  the  middle  Region  with  their  Height, 
And  fall  no  lefs  than  with  a  Mountain's  Weight : 
The  Waters  boil,  and,  belching  from  below, 
Black  Sands  as  from  a  forceful  Engine  throw. 
I  pafs  the  Wars  that  fpotted  Linxes  make 
With  their  fierce  Rivals,  for  the  Female's  Sake  J 
The  howling  Wolves,  the  MaiiifFs  am'rous  Rage, 
When  ev'n  the  fearful  Stag  dare3  for  his  Hind  engage. 
But  far  above  the  reft  the  furious  Mare, 
Barr'd  from  the  Male,  is  frantic  withDeipair; 
Of  Love  defrauded  in  her  longing  Hour, 
She  tears  the  Harnefs,  and  (he  rends  the  Rein  : 
For  Love  fne'll  force  thro*  Thickets  of  the  Wood, 
.  And  climb  the  fteepy  Hills,  and  Item  the  Flood* 
Thus  Q\''ry  Creature,  and  of  evVy  kind, 
The  fecret  Joys  of  fweet  Coition  find  ; 
Not  only  Man's  imperial  Race,  but  they 
That  wing  the  liquid  Air,  or  fwim  the  Sea, 
Or  haunt  the  Pefart,  rufh  into  the  Flame  : 
Far  Love  is  Lord  of  all,  and  is  in  all  the  fame,  Drjd.  Virg. 

Ev'n 
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Ev'n  rugged  Lyons  love, 
And  grapple,  and  compel  their  favage  Dames.  Dr  yd.  Don.  Seb. 
Once  in  a  Seafon  Beafts  too  tafte  cf  Love; 

Only  the  Beaft  of  Reafon  is  its  Slave, 

And  in  that  Folly  drudges  all  the  Year.  Otzv.Orfh. 
Love's  Pow'r's  too  great  tc  be  withfiood 

By  feeble  humar;  Flefh  and  Blood  ; 

^Twas  he  that  brought  upon  his  Knees 

The  hearing  Kill-Cow  mrtuki  ; 

Reduc'd  his  Leaguer-Lion's  Skin 

T'a  Petticoat,  and  made  him  Spin  ; 

Seiz'd  on  his  Club,  and  made  it  dwindle 

T'a  feeble  Difhff  and  a  Spindle. 

He  made  the  beauteous  Queen" of  Crete 

To  take  a  Town-Bull  for  her  S'vcet, 

*Twas  he  made  veftal  Maids  love-fick, 

And  venture  to  be  bury'd  quick. 

'Tis  he  that  proudeft  Dames  enamours 

On  Lacquays  and  Valets  de  Chambres  ; 

1  heir  haughty  Stomachs  overcomes, 

And  makes  them  ftoop  to  dirty  Grooms ; 

To  flight  the  World,  and  to  difparage 

Claps,  IfTue,  Infamy,  and  Marriage.  Hud. 

The  Thund'rer,  who  without  the  female  Bed, 
Could  GoddefTes  bring  forth  from  out  his  Head  ; 
Chofe  rather  Mortals  this  Way  to  create, 
So  much  h'eileem'd  his  Pieafure  'bove  his  State.  C:zvl. 

When  Souls  mix:  'tis  a  Hjppinefs, 
But  not  complete  till  Bodies  too  combine, 
And  clofely  as  our  Minds  together  join; 
But  half  of  Heav'n  the  Souls  in  Glory  talle, 

Till  by  Love  in  Heav'n  at  laft 

Their  Bodies  too  are  plac'd.  Cowl. 

The  Ties  of-  Minds  are  but  imperfea  Bands, 
tlnlefs  the  Bodies  join  to  fcal  the  Contraa.     Dryd.  Don.  Seb. 

Then  hafte  to  Bed: 
There  let  me  tell  my  Story  in  thy  Arms. 
There  in  the  gentle  Pauies  of  ©ur  Love, 
Between  our  Dyings,  e'er  wc  live  again, 
Thou  (halt  be  told  the  Battel  and  Succefs  ; 
Which  I  fhall  oft  begin  and  then  break  off; 
For  Love  will  often  interrupt  my  Tale, 
And  make  (o  fweet  Confuiion  in  our  Talk^ 

That 
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That  thou  fhalt  ask,  and  I  fhall  anfwer,  things 
That  are  not  of  a  Piece  ;  but  patch'd  with  KifTes, 
And  Sighs,  and  Murmurs,  and  imperfect  Speech; 
AndNonfenfe  fhall  be  eloquent  in  Love.  Dryd.  Ampbit. 

I  fpeak  I  know  not  what. 
Speak  ever  fo,  and  .if  I  anfwer  you 
I  know  not  what,  it  fhews  the  more  of  Love. 
Love  is  a  Child  that  talks  in  broken  Language, 
Yet  then  he  fpeaks  moft  plain.  Dryd.  Troi/.  £jf  Crejf. 

Love  tunes  the  Organs  of  my  Voice,  and  fpeaks 
Unknown  to  me  within  me.  Drydi  DonSeb. 

Oh  with  what  foft  Devotion  in  her  Eyes, 
The  tender  Lamb  came  to  the  Sacrifice  ! 
Oh!  how  her  Charms  furpriz'd  me  as  I  lay  !  ~> 

Like  too.  near  Sweets,  they  took  my  Senfeaway!  > 

And  I  ev'n  loft  the  Pow'r  to  reach  at  Joy  !  ^ 

But  thofe  crofs  Witchcrafts  foon  unravel'd  were, 
And  I  was  lull'd  in  Trances  fweeter  far, 
As  anchor'd  Veflels  in  calm  Harbours  ride, 
Rock'd  on  the  Swellings  of  the  floating  Tide.  Otw.  Don  C:r. 

When  all  were  gone, 
And  none  but  I  left  with  the  charming  Maid; 
What  furious  Fires  did  my  hot  Nerves  invade  I 
With  open  Arms  upon  my  Biifs  I  ran, 
With  Pangs  I  grafp'd  her  like  a  dying  Man: 
Like  Light  and  Heat  incorporate  we  lay ; 
We  blefs'd  the  Night,  and  curs'd  the  coining  Day.  Lee  Sopbon. 

There's  no  Satiety  of  Love  in  thee  ! 
Enjoy'd  thou  Hill  art  new  :  Perpetual  Spring 
Is  in  thy  Arms ;  the  ripen'd  Fruit  but  falls, 
And  Bloiibms  rife  to  fiil  its  empty  Place; 
And  I  grow  rich  by  giving.  Dryd.  All  for  Love-, 

Your  Fruits  of  Love  are  like  eternal  Spring 
In  happy  Climes ;  where  fome  are  in  the  Bud, 
Some  green,  and  rip'ning  fome,  while  others  fall.        Dryd, 
In  thy  PofTefTion  Years  poul  round  on  Years,        (Ampbit. 
And  joys  in  Circles  meet  new  Joys  again. 
Kiifes,  Embraces,  Languifhings,  and  Deaths, 
Still  from  each  other  to  each  other  move, 
To  crown  the  various  Seafons  of  our  Love.     Dryd.  Span  Fry. 

Our  Life  fhall  be  but  one  long  nuptial  Day, 
And  like  chaf'd  Odours  melt  in  Sweets  away  :   • 
Soft  as  the  Night  our  Minutes  lhall  be  worn,       (Sec.  Love. 
And  chearful  as  the  Birds  that  wake  the  Morn.  Dryd. 

G  Immortal 
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Immortal  Pleafnres  fhall  our  Senfes  drown, 
Thought  fhall  be  loft,  and  eVry  Pow'r  diffolvM.  Oizo.  Qrph. 

Let  me  not  live,  but  thou  art  all  Enjoyment ; 
So  charming  and  To  fweet,  that  not  a  Night, 
But  whole  Eternity  were  well  employ'd,  [Spokev by  Jupiter.] 
To  love  thy  each  Perfection  as  it  ought.  Dryd.  ArnfbU. 

They  took  their  full  Delight, 
'Twas'reftlefs  Rage  and  Tempeft  all  the  Night; 
For  greedy  Love  each  Moment  would  employ, 
And  grudg'd  the  fhorteft  Paufes  of  their  Joy. 
Love  rioted  fecure,  and  long  enjoy'd, 
Was  ever  eager,  and  was  never  cloy'd: 
The  Stealth  it  felf  did  Appetite  reftore,  (Guifc. 

And  look'd  fo  like  a  Sin,  it  pleasM  the  /nore.  Dryd.  Sig.  iff 

How  dear,  how  fweet  his  firft  Embraces  were ! 
"With  what  a  Zeal  he  join'd  his  Lips  to  mine! 
I  thought !  oh  no !  'tis  falfe,  I  could  not  think : 
*Twas  neither  Life  nor  Death,  but  both  in  one^. 
And  fure  his  Tranfports  were  not  lefs  than  mine ; 
For  by  the  high- hung  Taper's  Light, 
I  could  difcern  his  Cheeks  were  glowing  red; 
His  very  Eye-balls  trembled  with  his  Love, 
And  fparkled  thro5  their  Cafements  humid  Fires  : 
lie  figh'd  and  kifs'd,  breath'd  fhort,  and  would  have  fpoke, 
but  was  too  fierce  to  throw  away  the  Time  ; 
All  he  could  fay  was,  Love  and  Leonora.      Dryd.  Span.  Fry. 

What  faid  he  not,  when  in  the  bridal  Bed 
He  clafp'd  my  yielding  Body  in  his  Arms? 
When  with  his  fiery  Lips  devouring  mine, 
And  moulding  with  his  Hands  my  throbbing  Breafts, 
He  fwore  the  Globes  of  Heav'n  and  Earth  were  vile 
To  thofe  rich  Worlds  ;  and  talk'd,  and  kifs'd,  and  lov'd, 
Andmademefhame  the  Morning  with  my  Blufhes.    UeJkx. 

A  doubtful  Trembling  feiz'd  me  firft  all  o'er, 
Then  Wimes,  and  a  Warmth  unknown  before  j 
What  follow'd  was  all  Ecftacy,  all  Trance  1 
Immortal  Pleafures  round  my  fwimming  Eyes  did  dance, 
And  fpeechlefs  Joys,  in  whofe  fweet  Tumult  toft,         (hnu 
1  thought  my  Breath  and  Being  both  were  loft.    Dryd.  State  of 

Oh  how  I  flew  into  your  Arms, 
And  melted  in  your  warm  Embrace  ! 
Did  not  my  Soul  ev'n  fparkle  at  my  Eyes, 
And  Ihoo;  it  {elf  into  your  much  lov'd  Bofom  ? 

Did 
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Did  1  not  tremble  with  Excefs  of  Joy, 

Nay,  agonize  with  Pleafure  at  your  Sight, 

With  fuch  inimitable  Proofs  of  Palfion, 

As  no  falfe  Love  could  feign  ?  Dry&  AmphiU 

Her  Hands  he  feiz'd,  and  to  a  fhady  Bank, 

Thick  over  Head,  with  verdant  Roof  embowYd, 

He  led  her  nothing  loth :  Flow'rs  were  the  Couch, 

Panfies,  and  Violets,  and  Afphodel, 

And  Hyacinth;  Earth's  frefheft,  fofteft  Lup  : 

There  they  their  Fill  of  Love  and  Love's  Difport 

Took  largely ; 

Till  dewy  Sleep 

Opprefs'd  them,  wearied  with  their  am'rous  Play.         MilU 
Unhappy  Mortals  !  whofc  fublimeft:  Joy 

Preys  on  it  felf,  and  does  it  felf  deflroy.  Rocb. 

I  hate  Fruition  now  'tis  paft, 
'Tis  all  but  Naftinefs  at  beft  ; 
The  homelieft  thing  lhat  we  can  do  : 
Befides  'tis  fhort  and  fleeting  too. 
A  Squirt  of  flippery  Delight, 
That  with  a  Moment  takes  its  Flight ; 
A  fulfom  Blifs  that  foon  does  cloy, 
And  makes  us  loath  what  we  enjoy. 
Then  let  us  not  too  eager  run, 
By  Paffion  blindly  hurry'd  on, 
Like  Beafts,  who  nothing  better  know, 
Than  what  mere  Lufts  incites  them  to; 
For  when  in  Floods  of  Love  we're  drench'd, 
The  Flames  are  by  Enjoyment  quench'd.         Old. 
And  why  this  Nicenefs  to  that  Pleafure  fhown, 

Where  Nature  fums  up  all  her  Joys  in  one  ? 

Gives  all  (he  can,  and  lab'ring  Mill  to  give, 

Makes  it  To  great,  we  can  but  taile  and  live  4 

So  fi'.Is  the  Senfes  that  the  Soul  feems  fled, 

And  Thought  it  felf  does  for  the  Time  lie  dead: 

Till,  like  a  String  fcrew'd  up  with  eager  Halle, 

Jt  breaks,  and  is  too  exquifite  to  laft.  Dryd.Auren* 

And  full  Fruition  will  but  raife  Defire ; 

As  Henv'n  poffefs'd  exalts  the  Zealot's  Fire.  Den. 

For  Love,  and  Love  alone,  of  all  our  Joys, 

By  full  Pofleflion  does  but  fan  the  Fire  ; 

The  more  we  Hill  enjoy,  the  more  we  full  defire.       Dry  J. 

{Lucr. 

G  2  ENTHU- 


1 48  Efithufiafm . 

ENTHUSIASM.    See  Sibyl. 
He  comes :  Behold  the  Gcd  !  Thus  while  fhe  laid, 
Her  Colour  chang'd,  her  Face  was  not  the  fame, 
And  hollow  Groans  from  her  deep  Spirit  came : 
Her  Hair  Hood  up  ;  convulfive  Rage  pofTefsM 
Her  trembling  Limbs,  and  heav'd  her  lab'ring  Bread.: 
Greater  than  Human-kind  fhe  fee.m'd  to  look, 
And  with  an  Accent,  more  than  mortal,  fpoke  : 
Her  flaring  Eyes  with  fparkling  Fury  roul, 
When  all  the  God  came  ruffling  on  her  Soul. 
Thus  full  of  Fate  fhe  grew,  and  of  the  God ; 
Struggling  in  vain,  impatient  of  her  Load, 
And  lab'ring  underneath  the  pond'rous  God, 
The  more  fhe  drove  to  make  him  from  her  Bread, 
With  more  and  far  fuperior  Force  he  prefs'd; 
Commands  his  Entrance,  and  without  Controul 
Uiurps  her  Organs  and  infpires  her  Soul. 
At  length  her  Fury  fell,  her  Foaming  ceas'd, 
And,  ebbing  in  her  Soul,  the  God  decreas'd.      Dryd.  Virg, 
Something  I'd  unfold, 

If  that  the  God  would  'wake ;  for  fomething  dill  there  lies 

In  Heav'ns  dark  Volume,  which  I  read  thro'  Mifls; 

*Tis  great,  prodigious!  'tis  a  dreadful  Birth 

Of  wond'rous  Fate  !  and  now,  judnow,  difclofin.g! 

I  fee,  I  fee  !  how  terrible  it  dawns, 

And  my  Soul  lickens  with  it! 

Now  the -God  fhakes  me!  He  comes,  he  comes !  Dryd.  Oedip. 
I  feel  him  now 

Like  a  drong  Spirit,  charm'd  into  a  Tree, 

That  leaps,  and  moves  the  Wood  without  a  Wind. 

The  rowzed  God,  as  all  this  while  he  lay 

Intomb'd  alive,  darts  and  dilates  himfelf: 

He  druggies,  and  he  tears  my  aged  Trunk 

With  holy  Fury  ;  my  old  Arteries  burd ; 

My  rivell'd  Skin, 

Like  Parchment,  crackles  at  the  hallow'd  Fire  : 

I  fhall  be  young  agen !  Manto>  my  Daughter, 

Thou  had  a  Voice  that  might  have  fav'd  the  Bard 

Of  Thrace,  and  fore'd  the  raging  Bacchanals, 

With  lifted  Prongs,  to  lilten  to  thy  Airs  : 

O  charm  this  God,  this  Fury  in  my  Bofom ; 

Lull  him  with  tuneful  Notes  and  artful  Strings, 

With 
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With  pow'rful  Strains :  Manto,  my  lovely  Child, 
Sooth  the  unruly  Godhead  to  be  mild.  Lee. 

[Spoken  by  7irefias  inOedipus.'] 
The  God  of  Battel  rages  in  my  Bread; 
And  as  at  Delphos,  when  the  glorious  Fury 
Kindles  the  Blood  of  the  prophetick  Maid) 
The  bounded  Deity  does  moot  her  out, 
Draws  ev'ry  Nerve  thin  as  a  Spider's  Thread; 
And  beats  the  Skins  out  like  expanded  Gold : 
So  with  the  Meditation  of  the  Work 
Which  my  Soul  bears*  I  fwell  almoft  to  burfling.    Lee  Uithr. 

PUB  LICK    ENTRIES. 

Great  Bullingbroek 
Mounted  upon  a  hot  and  fiery  Steed, 
Which  his  afpiring  Rider  feem'd  to  know, 
With  flow,  .but  ftately  Pace,  kept  on  his  Courfe. 
You  would  have  thought  the  very  Windows  fpoke, 
So  many  greedy  Looks  of  young  and  old 
Thro'  Cafements  darted  their  defiring  Eyes 
Upon  his  Vifage  ;  and  that  all  the  Walls, 
With  painted  Imag'ry,  had  faid  at  once, 
God  fave  thee,  Bullingbrook. 
But,  as  in  a  Theatre,  the  Eyes  of  Men, 
After  a  well-grac'd  Actor  leaves  the  Stage, 
Are  idly  bent  on  him  that  enters  next, 
Thinking  his  Prattle  to  be  tedious ; 
Ev'n  (o,  or  with  much  more  Contempt,  Mens  Eyes 
Did  fcowle  on  Richard :  No  Mancry'd,  God  fave  him," 
No  joyful  Tongue  gave  him  his  Welcome  home  ; 
But  Dull  was  thrown  upon  his  facred  Head, 
Which  with  fuch  gentle  Sorrow  he  (hook  off, 
His  Face  ftill  combating  with  Tears  and  Smiles, 
(The  Badges  of  his  Grief  and  Patience) 
That  had  not  God,  for  feme  ftrong  Purpofe  fteel'd 
The  Hearts  of  Men,  they  mufl  perforce  have  melted, 
And  Barbarifm  it  felf  have  pity'd  him.        *■    Sbak.Ricb.lh 

Your  glorious  Father,  my  victorious  Lord, 
Loaden  with  Spoils  and  ever-living  Laurel, 
Is  entring  now  in  martial  Pomp  the  Palace  : 
Five  hundred  Mules  precede  his  folemn  March, 
Which  grean  beneath  the  Weight  of  Moorijb  Wealth  ; 
Chariots  of  War,  adorn'd  with  glitt'ring  Gems, 
Succeed ;  and  next  a  hundred  neighing  Steeds, 

G  3  White 
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White  as  the  fleecy  Rain  on  Alpine  Hills, 

That  bound  and  foam,  and  champ  the  golden  Bit, 

As  they  difdain'd  the  Victory  they  grace  : 

Prisoners  of  War  in  mining  Fetters  follow, 

And  Captains  of  the  nobleft  Blood  of  Africk 

Sweat  by  his  Chariot- Wheels,  and  lick  and  grind, 

With  gnafliing  Teeth,  the  Duft  his  Triumphs  raife. 

The  fwarming  Populace  fpread  ev'ry  Wall, 

And  cling,  as  if  with  Claws  they  did  enforce 

Their  Hold  thro'  clifted  Stones,  ftretehing  and  flaring 

As  they  were  all  of  Eyes,  and  ev'ry  Limb 

Would  feed  its  Faculty  of  Admiration.  Congr.  Mourn*  Bride. 

What  Tributaries  follow  him  to  Rome, 
To  grace  in  captive  Bands  his  Chariot-Wheels  \ 
Have  you  climb'd  up  to  Walls  and  Battlements, 
To  Towers  and  Windows,  yea  to  Chimney-Tops, 
Your  Infants  in  your  Arms,  and  there  have  fate 
The  live-long  Day  with  patient  Expectation, 
To  fee  great  Pompey  pafs  the  Streets  of  Rome  ? 
And  when  you  farv  his  Chariot  bat  appear 
Have  you  not  made  a  univerfal  Shout, 
That  Ty&er  trembled  underneath  her  Banks, 
To  hear  the  Replication  of  your  Sounds, 
Made  in  her  concave  Shores  ?  Sbak.  Jul.  Cafl 

Loud  Acclamations  to  the  Clouds  arife, 
.And  propagate  the  Triumph  to  the  Skies. 
The  confluent  Tides  to  a  high  Deluge  grow, 
And  Waves  of  thronging  Heads  roll  to  and  do  : 
The  gazing  Gutters  to  the  Windows  clung, 
And  on  the  Roofs  fublime  and  Ridges  hung ; 
Whence  with  luxurious  Pomp  they  feed  the  Sight, 
And  with  their  greedy  Looks  devour'd  Delight ; 
Their  Parting  Eyes  the  Multitude  did  ftrain, 
And  from  their  eager  Pleafure  fuffer  Pain.  Blac, 

ENVY. 

She  fought  out  Envy  in  her  dark  Abode, 
DehTd  with  ropy  Gore,  and  Glots  of  Blood: 
Shut  from  the  Winds,  and  from  the  wholefome  Skies 
In  a  deep  Vale  the  gloomy  Dungeon  lies, 
Difmal  and  cold,  where  not  a  Beam  of  Light 
Invades  the  Winter  or  difturbs  the  Night.  Add.  Ovid. 

The  Fury  ftrait 
Crawl'd  in,  her  Limbs  cou'd  fcarce  fupport  her  Weight : 

A  noifomc 
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A  noifome-  Rig  her  penfive  Temples  bound, 

And  faintly  her  parch'd  Lips  her  Accents  found.  Gar. 

A  pois'nous  Morfel  in  her  Teeth  ihe  chew'd, 
And  gorg'd  the  Flefh  of  Vipers  for  her  Food. 
Minerva,  loathing,  turnM  away  her  Eye  : 
The  hideous  Monfter,  "riling  heavily, 
Came  ftalking  forward  with  a  fallen  Pace, 
And  left  her  mangled  OfFals  on  the  Place. 
Soon  as  me  faw  the  Goddefs  gay  and  bright, 
She  fetch'd  a  Groan  at  fuch  a  cheerful  Sight, 
Livid  and  meagre  were  her  Looks,  her  Eye 
hi  foul  diftorted  Glances  turn'd  awry  ; 
A  Hoard  of  Gall  her  inward  Parts  poffeiVd, 
And  fpread  a  Greenefs  o'er  her  canker'd  Bread  ; 
Her  Teeth  were  brown  with  Rufl;  and,  from  her  Tongue, 
In  dangling  Drops,  the  ftringy  Poifon  hung. 
She  never  fmiles  but  when  the  Wretched  weep, 
Nor  lulls  her  Malice  with  a  Moment's  Sleep, 
Reftlefs  in  Spite!  while,  watchful  to  deftroy, 
She  pines  and  fickens  at  another's  Joy; 
Foe  to  her  felf,  diftreffing  and  diflrefs'd, 
She  bears  her  own  Tormentor  in  her  Breafl  , 
She  takes  her  Staff,  hung  round  with  Wreaths  of  Thorn, 
And  fails  along  in  a  black  Whirlwind  born 
O'er  Fields  and  flow'ry  Meadows,  where  Ihe  fleers 
Her  baneful  Courfe,  a  mighty  Blair,  appears, 
Mildews  and  Blights ;  the  Meadows  are  defae'd, 
The  Fields,  the  Flow'rs,  and  the  whole  Year  laid  wafte  ; 
On  Mortals  next  and  peopled  Towns  Ihe  falls, 
And  breathes  a  burning  Plague  among  their  Walls. 
When  Athens  fhe  beheld,  for  Arts  renown'd, 
With  Peace  made  happy,  and  with  Plenty  crownM, 
Scarce  could  the  hideous  Fiend  from  Tears  forbear, 
To  find  out  nothing  that  deferv'd  a  Tear. 
To  execute  Minerva's  dire  Command, 
She  ftroak'd  Aglauros  with  her  canker'd  Hand  ; 
Then  prickly  Thorns  into  her  Breaft  convey'd, 
That  Hung  to  Madnefs  the  devoted  Maid : 
Her  fubtle  Venom  ftill  improves  the  Smart, 
Frets  in  the  Blood,  and  fellers  in  the  Heart.         Add.  Ovid. 

Beneath  the  gloomy  Covert  of  an  Eugh,. 
That  taints  the  Grafs  with  fickly  Sweats  of  DflT.v  u 
No  verdant  Beauty  entertains  the  Sight, 
But  baneful  Hemlock  and  cold  Aconite  t 
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In  a  dark  Grot  the  baneful  Haggard  lay, 

Breathing  black  Vengeance,  aad  infe&ing  Day  ; 

Meagre,  deform'd,  and  worn  with  fpightful  Woes: 

The  chearful  Blood  her  livid  Eyes  forfook, 

And  Bafilisks  Tate  brooding  in  her  Look. 

A  bald  and  bloated  Toad-ftool  rais'd  her  Head, 

And  Plumes  of  boding  Ravens  were  her  Bed  : 

From  her  chapp'd  Noftrils  fcalding  Torrenfl  fall, 

And  her  funk  Eyes  boil  o'er  in  Floods  of  Gall. 

Volcanos  labour  thus  with  inward  Pains, 

While  Seas  of  melted  Ore  lay  wafte  the  Plains. 
Around  the  Fiend  in  hideous  Order  fate 

Foul  bawling  Infamy  and  bold  Debate : 

Gruff  Difcontent,  thro*  Ignorance  milled, 

And  clam'rous  Fafiion  at  her  Party's  Head  : 

Reillefs  Sedition,  Hill  diifembling  Fear, 

And  fly  Hypocrify  with  pious  Leer. 

Glouting  with  Allien  Spight  the  Fury  fhook 

Her  clotted  Locks,  and  blafted  with  each  Look. 

Then  tore  with  canker' d  Teeth  the  pregnant  Scrolls, 

Where  Fame  the  Acts  of  Demi-Gods  enrolls. 

She  blazons  in  dread  Smiles  her  hideous  Form  ; 

So  Lightning  gilds  the  unrelenting  Storm.  Gar, 

Envy  at  laft  crawls  forth  from  Hell's  dire  Throng 

Of  all  the  direfull'lt !  her  black  Locks  hung  long, 

Attir'd  with  curling  Serpents  ;  her  pale  Skin 

Was  almoft  dropt  from  her  fliarp  Bones  within  ; 

And  at  her  Bread:  ftuck  Vipers,  which  did  prey 

Upon  her  panting  Heart  both  Night  and  Day, 

tucking  black  Blood  from  thence,  which  to  repair, 

Both  D?.y  and  Night  they  left  frem  Poifons  there. 

Her  Garments  were  deep  ftain'd  in  human  Gore, 

And  torn  by  her  own  Hands,  in  which  fhe  bore 

A  knotted  Whip  and  Bowl,  which  to  the  Brim 

Did  with  green  Gall  and  Juice  of  Wormwod  fwim  ; 

With  which  when  fhe  was  drunk  me  furious  grew, 

And  lafh'd  her  felf.     Envy*  the  worft  of  Fiends; 

Envy  good  only  when  fhe  her  felf  torments.  Cozvl. 

Afide  he  turn'd 
For  Envy,  and  with  jealous  Leer  malign 
Ey'd  them  askaunce.  Milt, 

Envy  never  dwells  in  nobTe  Hearts.  Dryd.  Pal.  &  Arc 

Envy,  like  the  Sun,  does  beat 
With  fcorching  Rays  on  all  that's  high  and  great.         Wall. 

For 
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For  Envy' magnifies  whate'er  fhe  fhews.  Add. Ovid. 

ETERNITY. 

Eternity  no  Parent  does  admit, 
But  on  it  felf  did  firft  it  felf  beget : 
A  Gulph  whofe'large  Extent  no  Bounds  engage, 
A  Hill-beginning,  never-ending  Age. 
Eternity  that  boundlefs  Race, 
Which  Time  himfelf  can  never  run, 
(Swift  as  he  flies  with  an  unweary'd  Pace;) 
Which  when  ten  thoufand  thoufand  Years  are  done, 
Is  ftill  the  fame,  and  ftill  to  be  begun.  Cong. 

EVENING. 
The  Approach  of  Night, 
The  Skies  yet  blufhing  with  departing  Light, 
When  falling  Dews  with  Spangles  deck'd  the  Glade, 
And  the  low  Sun  had  lengthen'd  ev'ry  Shade.  Pope. 

While  lab'ring  Oxen,  fpent  with  Toil  and  Heat, 
In  their  loofe  Traces  from  the  Field  retreat; 
While  curling  Smokes  from  Village- Tops  are  feen, 
And  the  fleet  Shades  glide  o'er  the  dusky  Green.  Pope. 

Now  to  the  Alain  the  burning  Sun  defcends, 
And  Qcred  Night  her  gloomy  Veil  extends,  Pope  Horn. 

The  weflern  Sun  now  fhot  a  feeble  Ray, 
And  faintly  fcatter'd  the  Remains  of  Day.  Add. 

The  Sun 
Declin'd,  was  hailing  now  with  prone  Career 
To  th'Ocean  Ifles,  and  in  th'afcending  Scale 
Of  Heav'n,  the  Stars  that  uflier  Ev'ning  rofe.  Milt. 

Now  came  ftill  Ev'ning  on,  and  Twilight  grey 
Had  in  her  fober  Liv'ry  all  things  clad.  Milt. 

And  fee,  yon  funny  Hill  the  Shade  extends, 
And  curling  Smoke  from  Cottages  afcends.       Dryd.Virg. 

The  fetting  Sun  defcends 
Swift  to  the  weflern  Waves;  and  guilty  Night 
Hafty  to  fpread  her  Horrors  o'er  the  World, 
Rides  on  the  dusky  Air.  Rozve  U/yf. 

See  from  afar  the  Hills  no  longer  frnoke. 
The  fweating  Steers,  unharnefs'd  from  the  Yoke, 
Bring,  as  in  Triumph,  back  fhe  crooked  Plough  : 
The  Shadows  lengthen,  and  the  Sun  goes  low  ; 
Cold  Breezes  row  the  raging  Heats  remove.      Dryd.  Virg. 

Night  ruihes  down,  and  headlong  drives  the  Day.     Dryd. 
G  5  The 


154  Evening.     Eunuch. 

The  EvVing  now  with  Blufhes  warms  the  Air, 
The  Steer  refigns  his  Yoke,   the  Hind  his  Care; 
The  Clouds  aloft  with  golden  Edgings  glow, 
And  falling  Dews  refrefh  the  Flow'rs  below. 
The  Bat  with  footy  Wings  flits  thro'  the  Grove, 
The  Reeds  fcarce  ruffle,  nor  the  Afprne  move: 
And  all  the  feather'd  Folks  forbears  their  Lays  of  Love.Gar 

When  the  low  Sun  is  finking  to  the  Main, 
Wheu  rifing  Cynthia  fheds  her  fitver  Dews, 
And  the  cool  Ev'ning  Breeze  the  Meads  renews : 
"W  :  en  1  innets  fill  the  Woods  with  tuneful  Sound, 
And  hollow  Shores  the  Halcyon's  Voice  rebound.  Dryd.  Virg. 

Now  the  Day  wears,  the  Sun-beams  faintly  bound, 
And  taller  Shadows  ftretch  along  the  Ground.  Blac. 

The  gilded  Planet  of  the  Day, 
In  his  gay  Chariot,  drawn  by  Fire, 
Was  now  defcending  to  the  Sea, 
And  left  no  Light  to  guide  the  WorJd, 
Bnt  what  from  Chloric  brighter  Eyes  was  hurl'd.  Bebn. 

As  when  from  Mountain-Tops  the  dusky  Clouds 
Afcending,  while  the  North- wind  fleeps,  o'eri'pread 
Heav'ns  chearful  Face,  the  low'rir.g  Element 
Scowls  o'er  the  darken'd  Snow,  or  Show'r  ; 
If  chance  the  radiant  Sun,  with  Farewel  Sweet, 
Extend  his  Ev'ning  Beams,  the  Fields  revive, 
The  Birds  their  Notes  renew,  and  bleating  Herds 
Attcft  their  Joy,  that  Hill  and  Valley  rings.  Mil:. 

EUNUCH. 
Pleafure  forfook  his  earlieft  Infancy  ; 
The  Luxury  of  others  robb'd  his  Cradle, 
And  ravifhM  thence  the  Promife  of  a  Man  : 
Caft  out  from  Nature,  disinherited  (Lwe. 

Of  what  her  meaneft  Children  claim  by  Kind,    Dry.  All  fir 
Quoth  he,  it  itands  me  much  upon 
T'  enervate  this  Objection  ; 
And  prove  my  felf  by  Topick  clear, 
No  Gelding,  as  you  would  infer. 
Lofs  of  Virility's  averr'd 
To  be  the  Caufe  of  Lofs  of  Beard. 
That  does,  like  Embryo  in  the  Womb, 
Abortive  in  the  Chin  become. 
This  firii  a  Woman  did  invent, 
In  Envy  of  Man's  Ornament ; 

SemU 
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Semi  ram  is  of  Babylon, 

Who  firft  of  all  cut  Men  o'th'Stone, 

To  mar  their  Beards,  and  laid  Foundation 

Of  the  Sow-geld'ring  Operation  : 

Look  on  this  Beard,  and  tell  me  whether 

Eunuchs  wear  fuch,  or  Geldings  either.  Hud. 

EXAMPLE. 
Example  is  a  living  Law,  whofe  Sway 
Men  more  than  all  the  written  Laws  obey.    Sed.  Ant.  cif  Cleopi 

The  Wife  new  Prudence  from  the  Wife  acquire, 
And  one  brave  Hero  fans  another's  Fire.  Pope  Horn. 

Since  great  Example's  julHfy  Command, 
Let  glorious  Acts  more  glorious  Acts  infpire, 
And  catch  from  Breaft  to  Breaft  the  noble  Fire.       Pope  Em* 
Quoth  Hudibras,  the  Cafe  is  clear, 
As  thou  haft  prov'd  it  by  their  Practice, 
No  Argument  like  Matter  of  Fa<5t  is ; 
And  we  are  belt  of  all  led  to 
Mens  Principles  by  what  they  do.  Hud. 

EXPERIENCE 
Sixty  Years  have  fpread 
Their  grey  Experience  o'er  thy  hoary  Head.  Cree.  Juv, 

Some  Truths  are  not  by  Reafon  to  be  try'd,  (and  the  Fox,. 
But  we  have  fure  Experience  for  our  Guide.    Dryd.  The  Cock 

Beft  Guide  !  thou  open'ft  Wifdom's  Way, 
And  giv'ft  Accefs,  tho'  fecret  fhe  retire.  Milt. 

The  Confident  of  Age,  the  Youth's  fcorn'd  Guide.    Dav. 

EYES.     See  Beauty,  Hell,  Looks. 
He  ftar'd,  and  rouFd  his  haggard  Eyes  around.        Dryd, 
Thus  did  his  Fury  rife, 
And  Streaks  of  Fire  flafh'd  from  his  raging  Eyes.         Blac. 

Fate  is  in  thy  Face, 
And  from  thy  haggard  Eyes  looks  wildly  out, 
And  threatens  e're  thou  fpeak'ft.:  •  Dryd.  All  for  Love. 

Who  knows  how  eloquent  thefe  Eyes  may  prove, 
Begging  in  Floods-of  Tears  and  Flames  of  Love  ?  Rocb.Vaknt. 

Then  only  hear  her  Eyes; 
Tho' they  are  mute,  they  plead,  nay  more,  command: 
For  beauteous  Eyes  have  arbitrary  Pow'r.        Dryd.  Don  Seb. 

Our  glorious  Sun,  the  Source  of  Light  and  Heat, 
Whofe  Influence  chears  the  World  he  did  create, 
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Shall  fmile  on  thee  from  his  meridian  Skies, 

And  blefs  the  Kindred  Beauties  of  thy  Eyes. 

Thy  Eye?,  which,  could  his  own  fair  Beams  decay,    (Stepm. 

Might  mine  for  him,  and  blefs  the  World  with  Day.  Rowe  Am. 

So  when  the  Night  and  Winter  difappear, 
The  purple  Morning  rifing  with  the  Year, 
Salutes  the  Spring;  as  her  celeftial  Eyes 
Adorn  the* World,  and  brighten  all  the  Skies,     Dryd.Tbeoc- 

Crown'd  with  Charms, 
She  fhew'd  her  heav'nly  Form  without  Difguife, 
And  gives  her  felf  to  his  defiring  Eyes  : 
Proud  of  the  Gift,  he  roll'd  his  greedy  Sight 
Around  the  Work,  and  gaz'dwith  vaft  Delight.   Dryd.Virg. 
Soft  am'rousSishs,  and  filent  Love  of  Eyes.  Dryd.  Pal.  iff 
F.  (Arc. 

FACTIOUS. 
Avoid  the  politick,  the  factious  Fool, 
The  bufy,  buzzing,  talking,  harden'd  Knave ; 
The  quaint  fmooth  Rogue,  that  fins  againfl  his  Reafon, 
Calls  fawcy  loud  Sedition  publick  Zeal, 
And  Mutiny  the  Dictates  of  his  Spirit.  Oiw.  Or  ph. 

FAIR.     See  Bsauiy. 
Fair  as  the  Face  of  Nature  did  appear, 
When  Flow'rs  firft  peep'd,  and  Trees  did  BloiToms  bear, 
And  Winter  had  not  yet  deform'd  th'inverted  Year.Z>ry.^m/, 

Lefs  fair  are  Orchards  in  their  Autumn  Pride, 
Adorn' d  with  Trees,  on  fome  fair  River's  Side, 
Lefs  fair  are  Valleys,  their  green  Mantles  fpread, 
Or  Mountains,  with  tall  Cedars  on  their  Head.  Cowl. 

As  fair 
As  Winter  Stars,  or  Summer  fetting  Suns.  LeeTheod. 

Fair  as  the  new-born  Star  that  gilds  the  Mora.     Pope  Ho?n. 
Fairer  to  be  feen 
Than  the  fair  Lily  on  the  flow 'ry  Green; 
More  frefh  than  May  her  felf  in  Blofibms  new  : 
For  w  ith  the  rofy  Colour.ftrove  her  Hiew.  Dryd.  Pal.  &  Are, 

Form  joined  with  Virtue  is  a  Sight  too  rare: 
Chaile  is  no  Epithet  to  fuit  with  Fair.  Dryd.  Jui\ 

FAIRIE  S. 
About  this  Spring,  if  antient  Fame  fay  true, 
The  dapper  Elves,  their  Moon- light  Sports  renew  J 
The]r  Pigmy  King  aud  little  Fairy  Queen 
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In  circling  Dances  gambol' d  on  the  Green, 

While  tuneful  Sprites  a  merry  Contort  made, 

And  airy  Mufick  warbled  thro'  the  Shade.  Pope  Jan.  cif  May. 

Like  Fairy  Elves, 
Whofe  midnight  Revels,  by  a  Foreft-Side, 
Or  Fountain,  fome  belated  Peafant  fees, 
Or  dreams  he  fees,  while  over  head  the  Moon 
Sits  Arbitrefs,  and  nearer  to  the  Earth 
Wheels  her  pale  Courfe  ;  they,  on  their  Mirth  and  Dance 
Intent,  with  jocund  Mufick  charm  his  Ear.  Milt. 

They  dance  their  Ringlets  to  the  whittling  Wind  : 
The  Honey-Bags  Ileal  from  the  Humb'e-Bees, 
And  for  Night-Tapers  crop  their  waxen  Thighs. 
And  light  them  at  the  fiery  Glow-worms  Eyes  ; 
And  pluck  the  Wings  from  painted  Butterflies, 
To  fan  the  Moon- Beams  from  their  fleeping  Eyes.       Shak. 

(Midfutnmer  Night's  Dream. 

In  Days  of  old,   when  Arthur  fili'd  the  Throne, 
Whofe  Acts  and  Fame  to  foreign  Lands  were  blown, 
The  King  of  Elfs  and  little  Fairy  Queen, 
GamboFd  on  Heaths,  and  danc'd  on  ev'ry  Green  : 
And  where  the  jolly  Troop  had  led  the  Round, 
The  Grafs  unbidden  role,  and  mark'd  the  Ground. 
Nor  darkling  did  they  dance,  the  filver  Light 
Of  Phcebe  ferv'd  to  guide  their  Steps  aright, 
And,  with  their  Tripping  pleas'd,  prolong' d  the  Night 
Her  Beams  they  folio w'd,  where  at  full  fhe  play'd, 
Nor  longer  than  fhe  flicd  her  Horns  they  flay 
From  thence  with  airy  Flight  to  foreign  Lands 
Above  the  reft,  our  Britain  held  they  dear, 
More  folemnly  they  kept  their  Sabbaths  here, 
And  made  more  fpacious  Rings,  and  revel'd  half  the  Year 
I  fpeak  of  antient  Times,  for  now  the  Swain 
Returning  late,  may  pafs  the  Wocds  in  vain, 
And  never  hope  to  fee  the  nightly  Train. 
In  vain  the  Dairy  now  with  Mints  is  drefs'd, 
The  Dairy-Maid  expects  no  Fairy  Gueit,  S 

To  skim  the  Bowls,  and  after  pay  the  Feafr.  \ 

She  fighs,  and  (hakes  her  empty  Shoes  in  vain, 
No  filver  Penny  to  reward  her  Pain  : 
For  Priefts  with  Pray'rs,  and  other  godly  Geer, 
Have  made  the  merry  Goblins  difappear ; 
And  wheie  they  play'd  their  merry  Pranks  before, 
Have  fprinkled  Holy  Water  on  the  Floor: 

And 
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And  Fry'rs  that  thro'  the  wealthy  Regions  run, 
Thick  as  the  Motes  that  twinkle  in  the  Sun, 
Refort  to  Farmers  rich,  and  blefs  their  Halls, 
And  exorcife  the  Beds,  and  crofs  the  Walls, 
This  makes  the  Fairy  Quires  forfake  the  Place, 
When  once  'tis  hallow'd  with  the  Rites  of  Grace. 
But  in  the  Walks  where  wicked  Elves  have  been,  O 

The  Learning  of  the  Pari/h  now  is  feen,  > 

The  midnight  Parfon,  potting  o'er  the  Green,  ^ 

With  Gown  tuck'd  up,  to  Wakes  ;  for  Sunday  next,        '? 
With  humming  Ale  encouraging  his  Text,  > 

Nor  wants  the  holy  Leer  to  Country  Girl  betwixt.  3 

From  Fiends  and  Imps  he  fets  the  Village  free, 
There  haunts  not  any  Incubus,  but  he. 
The  Maid  and  Women  need  no  Danger  fear 
To  walk  by  Night,  and  Sanctity  fo  near  : 
For  by  fome  Hay-cock,  or  fome  fhady  Thorn 
He  bids  his  Beads  both  Even-Song  and  Morn.  Drxd.  Wife  of 

(Bath's  Tale. 
Robin-Goodfellow. 
I  fright  the  Maidens  of  the  Villages, 
Skim  Milk,  and  fometimes  labour  in  the  Quern  ; 
And  bootlefs  make  the  breathlefs  Houfewife  churn  : 
And  fometimes  make  the  Drink  to  bear  no  Barm  ; 
Miflead  Night- wand'rers,  laughing  at  their  Harm  : 
And  fometimes  lurk  I  in  a  Goflip's  Bowl, 
And  when  (he  drinks,  againft  her  Lips  I  bob, 
And  on  her  wither'd  Dewlap  pour  the  Ale. 
The  wifefc  Aunt,  telling  the  faddeit  Tale, 
Sometimes  for  three- foot  Stool  miftaketh  me, 
Then  flip  I  from  her  Bum,  down  topples  fhe ; 
And  Taylor  cries,  and  fails  into  a  Cough, 
And  then  the  whole  Quire  hold  their  Hips  and  laugh, 
And  waxen  in  their  Mirth,  and  fneeze  and  fwear 
A  merrier  Hoer  never  was  wafted  there.     Sh.ik.Midfummer 

Night's  Dream. 

FALCON. 

The  Falcon  from  above, 
Trufies  in  middle  Air  the  trembling  Dove: 
Then  plumes  th«  Prey,  in  herftrong  Pounces  bound  ; 
The  Feathers, foul  with  Blood,  come  tumbling  to  the  Ground 

(Dryd.  Virg. 

As 
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As  when  a  Falcon,  pinch'd  with  Hunger,  fpies 
A  long-neck'd  Hern,  that  traverfes  the  Skies  ; 
Eager  of  Blood,  and  meditating  Death, 
With  vig'rous  Wings  he  rifes  from  beneath; 
With  wond'rous  Swiftnefs  cuts  his  airy  way, 
And  foon  in  diihnce  loft,  purfues  his  tim'rous  Prey.     Bloc 

Complaints  of  F  A  L  S  H  O  O  D.     See  Ingratitude. 

She  has  a  Tongue  that  can  undo  the  World; 
She  eyes  me  juft  as  when  file  firft  inflam'd  me  ; 
Such  were  her  Looks,  fo  melting  was  her  Language, 
Such  falie  foft  Sighs,  and  fuch  deluding  Tears, 
When  from  her  Lips  I  took  the  lufcious  Poifon, 
When  with  that  pleafing  perjur'd  Breath  avowing. 
Her  Whifpers  trembled  thro'  my  cred'ious  Ears, 
And  told  the  Story  of  my  utter  Ruin.  LeeMlthrid* 

Cajlalio  !  Oh  !  how  often  has  he  fworn, 
Nature  mould  change,  the  Sun  and  Stars  grow  dark, 
E're  he  would  falfify  his  Vows  to  me  : 
Make  hafte  Confufion  then!  Sun,  lofe  thy  Light! 
And  Stars,  drop  dead  with  Sorrow  to  the  Earth! 
For  my  Cafalio's  falie  ! 
Falfe  as  the  Wind,  the  Water,  or  the  Weather 
Cruel  as  Tygers  o'er  their  trembling  Prey  \ 
I  feel  him  in  my  Heart,  he  tears  my  Bread, 
And  at  each  Sigh  he  drinks  the  gufhing  Blood.     Otw.  Orpb. 

He  hates,  he  loaths  the  Beauties  that  he  has  enjoy 'd; 
Oh  he  is  falfe,  that  great,  that  glorious  Man, 
Is  Tyrant  'midft  of  his  triumphant  Spoils, 
Is  bravdy  falfe,  to  all  the  Gods  forfworn  ! 
He  that  has  warmM  my  Feet  with  thoufand  Sighs; 
Then  cool'd  'em  with  his  Tears!  Dy'd  on  my  Knees; 
Outwept  the  Morning  with  his  dewy  Eyes, 
And  groan'd,  and  fworn  the  wond'ring  Stars  away  f 
Falfe  to  Statira!  Falfe  to  her  that  lov'd  him  ! 
That  lov'd  him,  cruel  Victor  as  he  was, 
And  took  him  bath'd  all  o'er  in  Perfia?>  Blood; 
Kifs'd  the  dear  cruel  Wounds,  and  wafli'd  'em  o'er 
And  o'er  in  Tears,  then  bound  'em  with  my  Hair; 
Laid  him  all  night,  upon  my  panting  Bofom, 
Lull'dlike  a  Child,  andhuuYd  him  with  my  Songs !  Lee  At  ex. 

Yet  this  was  fhe,  ye  Gods,  the  very  flie, 
Who  in  my  Arms  lay  panting  ail  the  Night; 
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Who  kifs'd  and  figh'd,  and  figh'd  and  kifs'd  again, 

As  if  her  Soul  flew  upwards  to  her  Lips 

To  meet  mine  there,  and  panted  at  the  PafTage  ; 

Who,  loth  to  find  the  breaking  Day,  look'd  out, 

Then  (hrunk  into  my  Bofom,  there  to  make 

A  little  longer  Darknefs.  Sbak.  Toil.  cif  CreJJiL 

There  was  a  time, 
When  Behiderefs  Tears,  her  Cries  and  Sorrows 
Were  not  defpis'd  :  When  if  fhe  chanc'd  to  figh, 
Or  but  look  fad,  there  was  indeed  a  time, 
When  Jaffier  wouM  have  ta'en  her  in  his  Arms, 
Eas'd  her  declining  Head  upon  his  Breaft, 
And  never  left  till  he  had  found  the  Caufe. 
But  now*,  let  her  weep  Seas, 
Cry  till  fhe  rend  the  Earth,  figh  till  fhe  burfl 
Her  Heart  afnnder  ;  ftill  he  bears  it  all, 
Deaf  as  the  Winds,  and  as  the  Rocks  unfhaken.  Otw.  Ven.  Pref. 

Laft  Night  he  flew  not  with  a  Lover's  hafie : 
Which  eagerly  prevents  thV.ppointed  Hour  : 
I  told  the  Clocks,  and  watch'd  the  wafting  Light, 
And  liften'd  to  each  foftly- treacling  Step, 
In  hopes  'twas  he;  but  ftill  it  was  not  he. 
At  laft  he  came,  but  with  fuch  alter'd  Looks, 
So  wild,  (o  ghaftly,  as  fome  Ghoft  had  met  him  : 
All  pale  and  fpeechlefs,  he  furvey'd  me  round ; 
Then  with  a  Groan  he  threw  himfelf  a-bed. 
But  far  from  me,  as  far  as  he  could  move  ; 
And  figh'd,  and  tofs'd,  and  turn'd,  but  ftill  from  me. 
At  laft  J  prefs'd  his  Hand,  and  laid  me  by  his  fide  ; 
He  pulPd  it  back,  as  if  he'ad  touch'd  a  Serpent : 
With  that  I  burft  into,  a  Flood  of  Tears, 
And  ask'd  him  how  I  had  offended  him  : 
He  anfwer'd  nothing,  but  with  Sighs  and  Groans. 
So  reftlefs  pafs'd  the  Night,  and  at  the  Dawn, 
Leap'd  from  the  Bed,  and  vanifh'd.  Dryd.  Span.  Fry, 

What  have  I  done,  ye  Pow'rs  !  what  have  J  done, 
To  fee  my  Youth,  my  Beauty,  and  my  Love, 
No  fooner  gain'd,  but  flighted  and  betray'd? 
And,  like  a  Rofe,  juft  gather'd  from  the  Stalk, 
But  only  fmeJtj  and  cheaply  thrown  a(ide, 
rIo  wither  on  the  Ground  !  Tell  me,  Heaven  f 
Why  name  I  Heaven  ?  There  is  noHeav'n  for  me: 
Dcfpair,  Death,  Hell,  have  ieiz'dmy  tortur'd  toel. 

When 
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When  T  had  rais'd  his  grov'Hrg  Fate  from  Grounu, 

To  Pow"r  and  Love,  to  Empire,  and  to  me, 

When  each  Embrace  was  dearer  than  the  firft  ; 

Then,  then  to  be  contemn'd;  then,  then  thrown  off; 

It  calls  me  old,  and  wither'd,  and  deform'd, 

And  loathfome ■! 

The  Turtle  flies  not  from  his  billing  Mate, 

He  bills  the  clofer  :    But  ungrateful  Man, 

Bafe  bar'brousMan,  the  more  we  raife  our  Love, 

The  more  we  pall,  and  cool,  and  chill  his  Ardour. 

Racks,  Poifons,  Daggers,  rid  me  but  of  Life, 

And  any  Death  is  welcome.  DryJ.  Span.  Ft}. 

Nothing  fo  kind  as  he,  when  in  my  Arms; 
In  thoufand  KifTes,  tender  Sighs,  and  Joys, 
Not  to  be  thought  again,  the  Night  was  wafted  ; 
At  Dawn  of  Day  he  rofe,  and  left  his  Conqueft. 
But  when  we  met,  and  I  with  open  Arms 
Ran  to  embrace  the  Lord  of  all  my  Wifhes, 
Oh  then  !  he  threw  me  from  his  Breaft, 
Like  a  detefted  Sin.     As  I  hung  too 
Upon  his  Knees,  and  begg'd  to  know  the  Caufe, 
He  dragg'd  me  like  a  Slave  upon  the  Earth, 
And  had  no  Pity  on  my  Cries  ; 
Dafli'd  me  difdainfully  away  with  Scorn. 
He  did  :  And  more,  I  fear  will  ne'er  be  Friends, 
Tho'  I  ftill  love  him  with  unbated  Paflion  : 
Alasf    I  love  him  fiill,  and  tho'  I  ne'er 
Clafp  him  again  within  thefe  longing  Arms, 
Yet  blefs  him,  blefs  him  Gods,  where-e'er  he  goes.  Qtzo\  Orpb» 

My  mortal  Injuries  have  turn'd  my  Mind,. 
And  I  could  hate  my  felf  for  being  kind  i 
If  there  be  any  Majeily  above, 
That  has  Revenge  in  ftore.for  perjur'd  Love, 
Send,  Heav'n,  the  fwifteft  Ruin  on  his  Head, 
Strike  the  Deitroyer,  lay  the  Victor  dead, 
Kill  the  Triumpher,  and  avenge  my  Wrong, 
In  height  of  Pomp,  when  he  is  warm  and  young, 
Bolted  with  Thunder  let  him  rufh  along  : 
And  when  in  the  laft  Pangs  of  Life  he  lies, 
Grant  I  may  Hand  to  dart  him  with  my  Eyes : 
Nay,  after  Death 
Purfue  his  fpotted  Soul,  and  fhoot  him  as  he  flies.  Lee  Alex.  J 

I  could  tear  out  thefe  Eyes  that  gain'd  his  Heart, 

And 
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And  had  not  pow'r  to  keep  it.     Oh  the  Curfe 

Of  doting  on,  ev'n  when  I  find  it  Dotage  I 

Bear  witnefs,  Gods !  you  heard  him  bid  me  go  ; 

You,  whom  he  mock'd  with  imprecating  Vows 

Of  promis'd  Faith  :  I'll  die,  I  will  not  bear  it  ; 

I  can  keep  in  m v  Breath,  I  can  die  inward, 

And  choak  this  Love.  Dry  J.  All  for  Love. 

Oh  I  could  tear  my  Flefh, 
Or  him,  or  you,  or  all  the  World  to  pieces. 
My  Soul  is  pent,  and  has  not  Elbow-room  ; 
'Trs  fwell'd  with  this  laft  Slight  beyond  all  Bounds, 
Oh  that  it  had  a  Space  might  anfwer  to 
Its  infinite  Defire,  where  I  might  Hand, 
And  hurl  the  Spheres  about,  like  fportive  Balls.     Lee  Alex* 

Drive  me,  O  drive  me  from  that  Traitor,  Man  I 
So  I  might  'fcape  that  Monfter,  let  me  dwell 
In  Lions  Haunts,  or  in  fome  Tyger's  Den  ! 
Place  me  on  fome  fteep,  craggy,  ruin'd  Rock, 
That  bellies  out,  juft  dropping  in  the  Ocean : 
Bury  me  in  the  Hollow  of  its  Womb : 
Where  ftarving  on  my  cold  and  flinty  Bed, 
I  may  from  far,  with  giddy  Apprehenfion, 
See  infinite  Fathoms  down  the  rumbling  Deep  : 
Yet  not  e'en  there,  in  that  vaft  Whirl  of  Death 
Can  there  be  found  fo  terrible  a  Ruin, 
As  Man!  falfe  Man!  fmilirtg  deftruclive  Man!     LeeTbeed. 

Oh  !  my  hard  Fate !  why  did  I  truft  her  ever  ? 
What  Story  is  not  full  of  Woman's  Falfhood  ? 
The  Sex  is  all  a  Sea  of  wide  Deftruttion  : 
We  are  the  vent'rous  Barks  that  leave  our  Home, 
For  thofe  fure  Dangers  which  their  Smiles  conceal, 
At  firft  they  draw  us  in  with  flattering  Looks 
Of  Summer  Calms,  and  a  foft  Gale  of  Sighs ; 
Sometimes  like  Sirens,  charm  us  with  their  Sosgs, 
Dance  on  the  Waves,  and  mew  their  golden  Locks ; 
But  when  the  Tempeft  comes,  then,  then  they  leave  us. 
Or  rather  help  the  new  Calamity ; 
And  the  whole  Storm  is  one  injurious  Woman  ? 
The  Lightening  follow'd  with  a  Thunderbolt 
Is  marble-hearted  Woman  !  All  the  Shelves, 
The  faithlefs  Winds,  blind  Rocks,  and  finking  Sands. 
Are  Woman  all !  the  Wrecks  of  wretched  Men  !  Lee  Mitbrid. 
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F  A  M  E. 

F*mt  the  great  Til,  from  fmall  Beginnings  grows  ; 
Swift  from  the  firft,  and  every  mornest  brings 
New  Vigour  to  her  Flights,  new  Pinions  to  her  Wings : 
Soon  grows  the  Pigmy  to  gigantick  Size ; 
Her  Feet  on  Earth,  her  Forehead  in  the  Skies-. 
Inrag'd  againft  the  Gods,  revengeful  Earth 
Produced  her  laft  of  the  Titanian  Birth  : 
Swift  is  her  Walk,  more  fwift  her  winged  Ha-fte, 
A  moH.ftrous  Phantom,  horrible  and  vaft. 
As  many  Plumes  as  raife  her  lofty  Flight, 
£0  many  piercing  Eyes  enlarge  her  Sight. 
Millions  of  opening  Mouths  to  Fame  belong,  *2 

Andev'ry  Mouth  is  furnifh'd  with  a  Tongue,  > 

And  round  with  lifl'ning  Ears  the  flying  Piague  is  hung.      3 
She  fills  the  peaceful  Univerfe  with  Cries, 
No  Slumbers  ever  clofe  her  wakeful  Eyes : 
By  Day  from  lofty  TowVs  her  Head  fhe  (hews, 
And  fpreads  thro'  trembling  Crouds  difaft'rous  News. 
With  Court-Informers  haunts,  and  Royal  Spies ; 
Things  done  relates,  not  done  fhe  feigns,  and  mingles  Truth 
Talk  is  herBus'nefs,  and  her  chief  Delight,         (with  Lyes. 
To  tell  of  Prodigies,  and  caufe  Affright.  Dryd.  Virg. 

There  is  a  tall  long-fided  Dame, 

But  wondrous  light,  ycleped  Fame, 

That,  like  a  thin  Gamelion,  boards 

Her  felf  on  Air,  and  eats  her  Wards. 

Upon  her  Shoulders  Wings  fhe  wears, 

Like  Hanging-Sieves,  lin'd  thro'  with  Ears  ; 

And  Eyes  and  Tongues,  as  Poets  liii, 

Made  good  by  deep  Mythologift. 

With  thefe  fhe  thro'  the  Welkin  flies, 

And  fometimes  carries  Triirh,  oft  Lyes. 

About  her  Neck  a  Packet  Mail, 

Fraught  with  Advice ;  fome  frefh,  fome  flale  : 

Of  Men  that  walk'd  when  they  were  dead, 

And  Cows  of  Monfiers  brought  to  bed. 

Two  Trumpets  fhe  does  found  at  once* 

But  both  of  clean  contrary  Tones ; 

But  whether  both  with  the  fame  Wind, 

Or  one  before,  and  one  behind, 

We  know  not  j  only  this  can  tell, 

The  one  founds  vilely,  th'other  well ; 

And 
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And  therefore  vulgar  Authors  name 

Th'one  Good,  the  other  Evil  Fame.  Hu£ 

Fame,  the  loofe  Breathings  of  a  clam'rous  Croud, 
Ever  in  Lyes  moll  confident  and  loud.  Koch.  Vaknt- 

While  Fame  is  young,  too  weak  to  fly  away, 
Jznpy  purfues  her  like  fome  Bird  of  Prey  ; 
But  once  on  wing,  then  all  the  Dangers  ceafe, 
Envy  her  felf  is  glad  to  be  at  peace ; 
Gives  over,  weary'd  with  fo  high  a  Flight, 
Above  her  Reach,  and  fcarce  within  her  Sight. 
But  fuch  the  Frailty  is  of  human  Kind, 
Men  toil  for  Fame,  which  no  Man  lives  to  find. 
Long  rip'ning  under  Ground  this  China  lies ; 
Fame  bears  no  Fruit  till  the  vain  Planter  dies.  Nortfc- 

How  much  the  Thirfl  of  Honour  fires  the  Blood ! 
How  many  would  be  great,  how  few  be  good  ! 
For  who  would  Virtue  for  her  felf  regard, 
Or  wed  without  the  Portion  of  Reward  V 
Yet  this  mad-  Chace  of  Fame,  by  few  purfu'd, 
Has  drawn  Deftruclion  on  the  Multitude: 
This  Avarice  of  Praife  in  Times  to  come, 
Thofe  long  Infcriprions  crouded  on  feKfc  Tomb, 
Should  fome  wild  Fig-Tree  take  her  native  Bent, 
And  heave  below  the  gaudy  Monument, 
Would  crack  the  Marble  Titles,  and  difperfe 
The  Characters  of  all  the  lying  VerCe. 
For  Sepulchres  themfelves  mull  crumbling  fall 
In  Time's  Aby.fs,  the  common  Grave  of  all.  Dryd.Juv, 

And  with  what  rare  Inventions  do  we  flrive 

Gur  felves  then  to  furvive  ? 
Wife  fubfle  Arts,  and  fuch  as  well  befit 

That  Nothing  Man's  no  Wit, 
Spine  with  vaft  coilly  Tombs  would  purchafe  it, 
And  by  the  Proofs  of  Death  pretend  to  live. 

Here  lies  the  Great  — -Falfe  Marble,  where-? 
Nothing  but  fmall  and  fordid  Dull  lies  there. 
Some  build  enormous  Mountain- Palaces  ; 
A  lafling  Life  in  well-hewn  Stone  they  rear : 

So  he,  who  on  tV  Egyptian  Shore 
Was  flain  fo  many  hundred  Years  ago, 
Lives  in  the  dropping  Ruins  of  his  Amphitheatre. 
His  Father-in-law  a  higher  Place  doth  claim 
In  the  feraphick  Entity  of  Fame. 

He, 
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He,  fince  that  Toy  his  Death, 
'JDoes  fill  all  Mouths,  and  breathes  in  all  Men  Breath, 
'Tis  true,  the  two  immortal  Syllables  remain; 
3ut,  Oh!  ye  learned  Men  explain, 

What  E {Fence,  what  Exigence  this, 

What  Subftance,  what  Subfiftence,  what  Hypoftafis, 

In  fix  poor  Letters  is  ? 
In  thofe  alone  does  the  Great  Csefar  live  ; 

'Tis  all  the  conqaer'd  World  could  give. 

We  Poets,  madder  yet  than  all, 
'With  a  refin'd  phantaitick  Vanity, 
Think  we  not  only  have,  but  give  Eternity. 

Fain  would  I  fee  that  Prodigal, 

Who  his  To-morrow  would  bellow 
For  all  old  Homer 's  Life,  e'er  fince  he  dy'd  till  now.    Cowl. 

PALACE    of   FAME. 

Full  in  the  midil  of  this  created  Space, 
Betwixt  Heav'n,  Earth,  and  Seas,  there  Hands  a  Place 
Confining  on  all  three,  with  triple  Bound  ;  *> 

Whence  all  things,  tho'  remote,  are  view'd  around,  > 

And  thither  bring  their  undulating  Sound.  ^ 

The  Palace  of  loud  Fame  ;  her  Seat  of  Pow'r, 
Plac'd  on  the  Summit  of  a  lofty  Tow'r  : 
A  thoufand  winding  Entries,  long  and  wide, 
Receive  of  frefh  Reports  a  flowing  Tide  ; 
A  thoufand  Crannies  in  the  Walls  are  made, 
Nor  Gates,  nor  Bars,  exclude  the  bufy  Trade. 
'Tis  built  of  Brafs,  the  better  to  difFufe 
The  fpreading  Sounds,  and  multiply  the  News: 
Where  Echoes  in  repeated  Echoes  play: 
A  Mart  for  ever  full,  and  open  Night  and  Day, 
Nor  Silence  is  within,  nor  Voice  exprefs, 
But  a  deaf  Noife  of  Sounds  that  never  ceafe : 
Confus'd  and  chiding,  like  the  hollow  Roar 
Of  Tides  receding  from  th'infulted  Shoar  : 
Or  like  the  broken  Thunder  heard  from  far, 
When  Jove  to  Diftance  drives  the  rolling  War. 
The  Courts  are  fill'd  with  a  tumultuous  Din 
Of  Crouds,  or  iffuing  forth,  or  entring  in : 
AThorow-fare  of  News ;  where  fome  devife 
Things  never  heard,  fome  mingle  Truth  with  Lyes  : 
The  troubled  Air  with  empty  Sounds  they  beat  j 
Intent  to  hear,  and  eager  to  repeat. 

Error 
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Error  fits  brooding  there,  with  added  Train 

Of  vain  Credulity,  and  Joys  as  vain  : 

Suspicion*  with  Sedition  join'd,  are  near  ; 

Aad  Rumours  rais'd,  and  Murmurs  mix'd,  and  pumck  Fear. 

Fame  fits  aloft,  and  fees  the  fubjecl  Ground,     (Dryd.  Ovid. 

.And  Seas  about,  and  Skies  above,  enquiring  all  around, 

FAMINE. 

This  Famine  has  a  (harp  and  meagre  Face ; 
'Tis  Death  in  an  Undrefs  of  Skin  and  Bone  : 
Where  Age  and  Youth,  their  Land-mark  ta'n  away, 
Look  all  one  common  Sorrow.  Dryd.  Cleom.. 

Famine  fo  fierce,  that  what's  deny'd  Man's  Uie, 
Ev'n  deadly  Plants,  and  Herbs  of  pois'nous  Juice, 
Wild  Hunger  eats  ;  and  to  prolong  our  Breath, 
We  greedily  devour  our  certain  Death. 
The  Soldier  in  th'Aflaulr,  of  Famine  falls,  (Emp. 

And  Ghoils,  not  Men,  are^watching  on  the  Walls.  Dryd.  hid. 

He  daily  dies  by  Hours  and  Moments, 
All  vital  Nouriihment  but  Air  is  wanting. 
Three  rifing  Days  and  two  defcending  Nights 
Have  chang'd  the  Face  of  Heav'n  and  Earth  by  turns, 
But  brought  no  kind  Vicimtude  to  him. 
His  State  is  ftill  the  fame,  with  Hunger  pinch'd, 
Waiting  the  flow  Approaches  of  his  Death, 
Which  halting  onwards  as  his  Life  goes  back, 
Still  gains  upon  his  Ground.  Dryd.  Cleom. 

Death,  like  a  lazy  Mailer,  ftands  aloof,  (Cleom. 

And  leaves  his  Work -to  the  flow  Hands  of  Famine.     Dryd. 

FAN. 
Ffavia,  the  lea  It  and  flighteft  Toy 
Can  with  refiftlefs  Art  employ : 
This  Fan,  in  meaner  Hands,  would  prove 
An  Engine  of  fmall  Force  in  Love  ; 
Yetfhe,  with  graceful  Air  and  Mien, 
Not  to  be  told,  or  fafely  feen, 
Directs  its  wanton  Motions  fo, 
That  it  wounds  more  than  Cupid's  Bow ; 
Gives  Coolnefs  to  the  matchlefs  Dame, 
To  ev'ry  other  Breali  a  Flame.  Jtter. 
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FANCY. 

There;  is  a  Place  which  Man  moll  high  does  rear ; 
The  fmall  World's  Heav'n,  where  Reafon  rules  tfee  Sphere  : 
Here  in  a  Robe,  which  does  all  Colours  fhow, 
Fancy,  wild  Dame,  with  much  lascivious  Pride, 
By  Twin-Camelions  drawn,  does  gaily  ride. 
Her  Coach  there  follows,  and  throngs  round  about, 
Of  Shapes  and  airy  Forms  an  endlefs  Rout. 
A  Sea  rolls  on  with  harmlefs  Fury  there; 
Strait  'tis  a  Field,  and  Trees  and  Herbs  appear  : 
Here  in  a  moment  are  vaft  Armies  made, 
And  a  quick  Scene  of  War  and  Blood  difplay'd : 
Here  (parkHrig  Wines,  and  brighter  Maids  come  in, 
The  Bawds  for  Senfe,  and  living  Baits  for  Sin  : 
Here  golden  Mountains  fwell  the  cov'tous  Place, 
^nd  Centaurs  ride  themfelves  a  painted  Race.  -Cowl. 

When  Reafon  fleeps,  our  mimick  Fancy  wakes, 
Supplies  her  Part,  and  wild  Ideas  takes 
From  Words  and  Things  ill-fuited  and  misjoin'd, 
The  Anarchy  of  Thought,  and  Chaos  of  the  Mind. 

(Dryd.  State  of  Innocence 
However,  'tis  well,  that  while  Mankind,  • 

Thro1  Fate's  fantafrick  Mazes  errs, 

They  can  imagin'd  Pleafures  find, 

To  combat  againft  real  Cares. 

Fancies  and  Notions  we  purfue, 

Which  ne'er  had  Being  but  in  Thought: 

And,  like  the  doating  Artift,  woo 

The  Image  we  ourfelves  have  wrought.  Prior. 

FATE.  See  Fortune,  Predeftination,  arid  Free-Will. 

The  Pow'r  that  miniflers  to  God's  Decrees, 
And  executes  on  Earth  what  he  forefees, 
Call'd  Providence,  or  Chance,  or  fatal  Sway, 
Comes  with  refiftlefs  Force,  and  finds  or  makes  her  Way. 
Nor  Kings,  nor  Nations,  nor  united  Pow'r, 
One  moment  can  retard  th'appointed  Hour. 
For  fure  whate'er  we  Atfortals  hate  or  love, 
Or  hope,  or  fear,  depends  on  Pow'rs  above ; 
They  move  our  Appetites  to  Good  or  111, 
And  by  Forgfight  neceffitate  the  Will.  Dryd.  Pal.  cif  Arc. 

'Tis  not  in  Man  Joves  fix'd  Decree  to  move ; 
The  Great  will  glory  to  fubmit  to  Jove.  Pcrpe  Horn. 

An 
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An  unfeen  Hand  makes  all  our  Moves : 

And  fome  are  great,  and  fome  are  fmail 

Some  climb  to  good,  fome  from  good  Fortune  fall 

Some  wife  Men,  and  fome  Fools  we  calf 

Figures,  alas!  of  Speech,  for  Defliny  plays  us  all,         Cowl, 

'Tis  Fate  that  calls  the  Dice,  and  as  flie  flings, 
Of  Kings  makes  Pedants,  and  of  Pedants  Kings.     Dryd.  Juv. 

What  Heav'n  decrees,  no  Prudence  can  prevent.  Dry.Auren. 

Predeftinated  Ills  are  never  Jolt  Dryd.  DotiSeb. 

Fate  and  the  dooming  Gods  are  deaf  to  Tears.  Dryd.  Virg. 

Let  thy  great  Deeds  force  Fate  to  change  her  Mind  ; 
He  that  courts  Fortune  boldly, makes  her  kind  How  Ind. Queen. 
'Tis  our  own  Wifdom  moulds  our  State  : 
Our  Faults  and  Virtues  make  our  Fate.  Cowl. 

Man  makes  his  Fate  according  to  his  Mind. 
The  weak  low  Spirit  Fortune  makes  her  Slave, 
But  fhe's  a  Drudge,  when  heclor'd  by  the  Brave. 
If  Fate  weave  common  Thread,  he'll  change  the  Doom, 
And  with  new  Purple  fpread  a  nobler  Loom.      Dryd.  Conq.  of 

Heav'n  has  to  all  allotted,  foon  or  late,  (Gran. 

Some  lucky  Revolutions  of  their  Fate  : 
Whofe  Motions  if  we  watch  and  guide  with  Skill, 
(For  human  Good  depends  on  human  Will) 
Our  Fortune  rolls  as  from  a  fmooth  Defcent, 
And  from  the  firft  Impreffion  takes  the  Bent: 
But  if  unfeiz'd,  (he  glides  away  like  Wind, 
And  leaves  repenting  Folly  far  behind.    Dryd.Ahfy.&Acbit. 

On  whatftrange  Grounds  we  build  our  Hopes  and  Fears ! 
Man's  Life  is  alfa  Mill,  and  in  the  Dark 
Our  Fortunes  meet  us 
If  Fate  be  not,  then  what  can  we  forefee  ? 
And  how  can  we  avoid  it,  if  it  be  ? 
If  by  Free-Will  in  our  own  Paths  we  move, 
How  are  we  bounded  by  Decrees  above  ? 
Whether  we  drive,  or  whether  we  are  driv'n, 
If  ill,  'tis  ours;  if  good,  the  A  61  of  Heav'n*     Dryd. Temp. 

Some  kinder  Pow'r,  too  weak  for  Defliny, 
Took  Pity,  and  indu'd  his  new-form'd  Mafs 
With  Temp' ranee,  Jufttce,  Prudence,  Fortitude, 
And  ev'ry  kingly  Virtue  ;  but  in  vain  : 
For  Fate,  that  fent  him  hood-wink'd  to  the  World, 
Perform'd  its  Work  by  his  miftaken  Hands.         Dryd,  Ocdip. 
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To  you,  Great  Gods,  I  make  my  Iaft  Appeal ; 
Or  clear  my  Virtues,  or  my  Crimes  reveal  : 
If  wand'ring  in  the  Maze  of  Fate  I  run, 
And  backward  trod  the  Paths  I  fought  to  fhun  J 
Impute  my  Errors  to  your  own  Decree  ; 
My  Hands  are  guilty,  but  my  Heart  is  free.       Dryd.  Oedip. 
God. !  would  you  be  ador'd  for  doing  good, 
Or  only  fear'd  for  proving  mifchievous  ? 
How  would  you  have  your  Mercy  underftood, 
Who  could  create  a  Wretch  like  Maxmus, 
Ordain'd,  tho*  guiltlefs,  to  be  infamous? 
Supreme  firft:  Caufes !  you  whence  all  things  flow, 
Whofe  Infinitenefs  does  each  Little  fill  : 
You,  who  decree  each  feeming  Chance  below, 
So  great  in  Pow'r,  were  you  as  good  in  Will, 
How  could  you  ever  have  produc'd  fuch  IH  ? 
Had  your  eternal  Minds  been  bent  on  Good, 
Could  human  Happinefs  have  prov'd  h  lame  ? 
Rapine,  Revenge,  Injuftice,  Thirft  of  Blood, 
Grief,  Anguifh,  Horror,  Want,  Defpair,  and  Shame, 
Had  never  found  a  Being  nor  a  Name  ! 
'Tis  therefore  lefs  Impiety  to  fay, 
Evil  with  you  has  Co- eternity  ; 
Than  blindly  taking  it  the  other  way 
That  merciful,  and  of  Election  free, 
You  did  create  the  Mifchiefs  you  forefee.  Roch.Vakht. 

Then  is  it  vain  in  Jove  himfelf  to  trull  ? 
And  is  it  thus  the  Gods  affift  the  Jull  ? 
When  Crimes  provoke  us,  Heav'n  Succefs  denies; 
The  Dart  falls  harmlefs,  and  the  Faulchion  flies.     Pope  Hem* 

Be  jufter,  Heav'n  !  fuch  Virtue  punifh'd  thus, 
Will  make  us  think  that  Chance  ru'es  all  above, 
Ard  fhuffles  with  a  random  Hand  the  Lots 
Which  Man  is  fore1  J  to  draw.  DryL  All  for  Love. 

Thus  with  short  Plummets  HeavVs  deep  Will  we  found, 
That  vail  Abyfs  where  human  Wit  is  drown'd  ! 
In  our  fmall  Skiff  we  mull  not  launch  too  far  : 
We  here  but  Coailers,  not  Difcoy'rcrs  are.    Dryd.  Tyr.Lwe. 

Eternal  Deities. ! 
Who  rule  the  WTorld  with  abfolute  Decrees  , 
And  write  whatever  Time  fhali  bring  to  pafs, 
With  Pens  of  Adamant  on  Plates  of  Brais : 
What  is  the  Race  of  Human-Kind  your  Care, 
Beyond  what  all  his  Fellow- Creatures  are  ? 

H  K« 
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He  with  the  reft  is  liable  to  Pain, 

And,  like  the  Sheep,  his  Brother  Beaft  rs  flaia. 

Cold,  Hunger,  Prifons,  Ills  without  a  Cure  ; 

All  thefe  he  muft,  and  guiltlefs  oft,  endure. 

Or  does  your  juftice,  Pow'r,  or  Prefcience  fail, 

When  the  Good  fuffer,  and  the  Bad  prevail? 

What  worfe  to  wretched  Virtue  could  befal, 

If  Fate  or  giddy  Fortune  govern'd  all  ? 

Nay,  worfe  than  other  Beafts  is  our  Eftate  ; 

Them,  to  purfue  their  Pleafures,  you  create;  . 

We,  bound  by  harder  Laws,  muft  curb  ourWifl, 

And  your  Commands,  not  our  Defires  fulfil. 

Then  when  the  Creature  is  unjuftly  flain, 

Yet  after  Death  at  leaft  he  feels  no  Pain  : 

But  Man,  in  Life  furcharg'd  with  Woe  before  (iff  Arc. 

Not  freed  when  dead,  is  doom'd  to  fuffer  more.   Dryd.Pal. 

Good  Heav'ns  f  why  gave  you  me 
A  Monarch's  Soul,  -» 

And  crufted  it  with  bafe  Plebeian  Clay  ? 
Why  gave  you  me  Defires  of  fuch  Extent, 
And  fuch  a  Span  to  grafp  them  ?  Sure  my  Lot, 
By  fome  o'er-hafty  Angel,  was  mifplac'd 
In  Fate's  eternal  Volume.  Dryd.  Span.  Fry. 

Tell  me  why,  good  Heaven  ( 
Thou  madTtme  what  I  am,  with  all  the  Spirit, 
Afpiring  Thoughts,  and  elegant  Defires, 
That  fill  the  happieft  Man  ?  Ah  !  rather  why 
Didft  thou  not  form  me  fordid  as  my  Fate, 
Bafe-minded,  dull,  and  fit  to  carry  Burdens  ? 
Why  have  I  Senfe  to  know  the  Curfe  that's  on  me  ? 
Is  this  juft  Dealing,  Nature  ?  Otzu.  Vcn.  Pre/. 

Was  it  for  this,  ye  cruel  Gods !  you  made  me 
Great,  like  your  felves,  and  as  a  King  to  be 
Your  facred  Image?  Was  it  but  for  this  ? 
Why  rather  was  1  not  a  Pcafant  Slave, 
Bred  from  my  Birth  a  Drudge  to  your  Creation, 
And  to  my  deftin'd  Load  inur'd  betimes  ?   Row.Amb.  Stlfm. 

Ye  cruel  Pow'rs  I 
Take  me  as  you  have  made  me,  miferable  ! 
You  cannot  make  me  guilty!  'Twas  my  Fate, 
And  you  made  that,  not  ).  Dryd.  Don.Scb. 

"Tis  thus  that  Heav'u  its  Empire  does  maintain; 
It  may  afflift,  but  Man  may  not  complain.  Otzu.  Orpb. 

Yet 
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Vet  'tis  the  Curfe  of  mighty  Minds  opprefs'd, 
To  think  what  their  State  is,  and  what  it  mould  be: 
Impatient  of  their  Lot,  they  reafon  fiercely, 
And  call  the  Laws  of  providence  unequal.  Row.UhJf. 

Bat  why,  alas!  do  mortal  Men  in  vain, 
Or  Fortune,  Fate,  or  Providence  complain  ? 
God  gives  us  what  he  knows  our  Wants  require, 
And  better  things  than  thofe  which  we  defire  : 
Some  pray  for  Riches,  Riches  they  obtain  ; 
But,  watch'd  by  Robbers,  for  their  Wealth  are  flain: 
Some  pray  from  Prifon  to  be  freed  ;  and  come, 
When  guilty  of  their  Vows,  to  h\\  at  home; 
Murder' d  by  thofe  they  trufted  with  their  Life, 
A  favoured  Servant,  or  a  Bofom  Wife. 
Such  dear-bought  BleiTings  happen  ev'ry  day, 
Becaufe  we  know  not  for  what  things  to  pray. 
Like  drunken  Sots  about  the  Streets  we  roam: 
Well  knows  the  Sot  he  has  a  certain  Home; 
Yet  knows  not  how  to  find  th'  uncertain  Place, 

But  blunders  on,  and  {taggers  ex'ry  Pace. 
Thus  a]]  leek  Happinefe,  but  few  can  find, 

For  far  the  greater  part  of  Men  are  blind.   DryJ.  Pal.  ci?  Arc i 
The  Gods  are  juft ; 

But  how  can  Finite  meafure  Infinite? 

Reafon  !  alas!  it  does  not  know  itfelf ; 

But  Man,  vain  Man,  would  with  this  fhort-lin'd  Plummet 

Fathom  the  vaft  Abyfs  of  heav'nly  Juftice. 

Whatever  is,  is  in  its  Caufes  juft  ; 

Since  all  things  are  by  Fate  :  But  purblind  Man 

Sees  but  a  part  o'th'  Chain  :  the  nearer!  Link; 

His  Eyes  not  carrying  to  that  equal  Beam 

That  poi  fes  all  above.  Dryd.  Oedifa 

Impute  not  then  to  me 

The  Fault  of  Fortune,  or  the  Fate's  Decree: 

Or  call  it  Heavens  Imperial  Pcw'r  alone, 

Which  moves  on  Springs  of  Juftice,  tho'  unknown  : 

Yet  this  we  fee,  tho'  orderM  for  the  bell. 

The  Bad  exalted,  and  the  Good  opprefs'd. 

Permitted  Laurels  grace  the  lawlefs  Brow, 

Th'Un  worthy  rais'd ,  the  Worthy  call  below.  Dry.  Sic.  fc?  Guis. 
And  therefore  wert  thou  bred  to  virtuous  Knowledge, 

And  Wifdom  early  planted  in  thy  Soul, 

That  thou  might'ft  know  to  rule  thy  fi'ry  Pallions, 

To  bind  their  Rage,  and  Hay  their  headlong  Courfe; 

H  2  To 
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To  bear  with  Accidents,  and  ev'ry  Change 

Qf  various  Life  ;  to  ftruggle  with  Adverfity  ; 

To  wait  the  leifure  of  the  righteous  Gods, 

Till  they,  in  their  own  good  appointed  Hour, 

Shall  bid  thy  better  Days  come  forth  sft  once  ; 

A  long  and  mining  Train,  till  thou,  well-pleafed,    (Roto'.Uiyff. 

Shall  bow,  and  .blefs.  thy  Fate,  and  own  the  Gods  are  juft. 

TEA  _R.     See  Runaway. 

A  deadly  Fear  o'er  all  his  Vitals  reigns* 
And  his  chill' d  Blood  hangs  curdled  in  his  Veins.         B/ac. 

Terror  froze  up  his  Hair,  and  on  his  Face 
Show'rs  of  cold  Sweat  roll' d  trembling  down  apace.     Cowl. 

Aghaft  he  wak'd,  and  ftarting  from  his  Bed, 
Cold  Sweats  in  clammy  Drops  his  Limbs  o'er- fpread.     Dry d. 

His  knocking  Knees  are  bent  beneath  the  Load,' 
And  fhiv'ring  .Cold  congeals  his  vital.  B'ood.         Dryd.  Virg, 

The  pale  Afftltants  on  each  other  llar'd, 
.With  gaping  Mouths  for  ifluing  Words  prepar!d  : 

The  ftill-bom  Sounds  upon  the  Palate  hung , 
And  dy'd  imperfect  on  the  hlt'r'mgTonguc.Dryd.Tbecd.^f  Hon. 

I  feel  my  Sinews  flacken'd  with  the  Fright, 
And  a  cold  Sweat  trills  down  all  o'er  my  Limbs, 
As  if  I  were  diffolving  into  Water.  Dryd.  Vemf. 

At  thy  dread  Anger  the  iix'd  World  mail  make, 
And  frighted  Nature  her  own  Laws  forfake  ; 
Do  thou  but  threat,  loud  Storms  fhall  make  Reply, 
And  Thunder,  echo'd  to  the  trembling  Sky ; 
While  warring  Seas  fwell  to  fo  bold  a  Height, 
As  mall  the  Fire's  proud  Element  affright  : 
1h*  old  drudging  Sun,  from  his  long-beaten  Way, 
Shall  at  thy  Voice  Hart,  and  mifguide  the  Day. 
The  jocund  Orbs  fhall  break  their  meafur'd  Pace, 
And  ilubborn  Poles  change  their  allotted  Place. 
Heav'ns  gilded  Troops  fhall  flutter  here  and  there, 
Leaving  their  boafting  Songs  tun'd  to  a  Sphere. 

Nay,  their  God  too For  fear  he  did,  when  we 

Took  noble  Arms  againft  his  Tyranny  : 
So  noble  Arms,  and  in  a  Caufe  fo  great, 
That  triumph  they  deferve  for  their  Defeat.  Cowl. 

{Spoken  by  Enzy  to  the  Devil.] 

With  that,  with  his  long  Tail  he  lafh'd  his  Breaft, 
And  horribly  ipoke  out  in  Looks  the  reft. 

The 
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The  quaking  Pow'rs  of  Night  flood  in  Amaze, 

And  at  each  other  £rft  could  only  gaze  : 

A  dreadful  Silence  filPd  the  hollow  vSpace, 

Doubling  the  native  Terror  of  Hell's  Face. 

Rivers  of  flaming  Brimilone,  which  before 

So  loudly  rag'd,  crept  foftly  by  the  Shore: 

No  Hifs  of  Snakes,  no  Clank  of  Chains  was  known, 

The  Souls  amidft  their  Tortures  durit  not  groan.  CoioL 

The  filver  Moon  with  Terror  p.Oer  grew, 
And  neighb'ring  Her?non  fweated  flow'ry  Dew.  CowU 

The  Stars,  amaz\i,  ran  backward  frem  the  Sight ; 
And,  fhrunk  within  their  Sockets,  loft  their  Light.  Dry.  Ovid. 
Who  would  believe  what  ftrange  Bugbears 

Mankind  creates  itfelf  of  Fears ! 

That  Spring,  like  Fern,  that  Infect  Weed, 

Equivocally,  without  Seed  ; 

And  have  no  poffible  Foundation, 

But  merely  in  th1  Imagination. 

And  yet  can  do  more  dreadful  Feats 

Than  Hags,  with  all  their  Imps  and  Teats: 

Make  more  bewitch  and  haunt  themfelves,- 

Than  all  their  Niirferies  of  Elves. 

For  Fear  does  things  fo  like  a  Witch, 

*Tis  hardVunridd.e  which  is  which: 

Sets  up  Communities  of  Senfes 

To  chop  and  change  Intelligences : 

As  Rojicrufion  Ftrhtefis 

Can  fee  with  Ears,  and  hear  with  Nofes  j 

And  when  they  neither  fee  nor  hear, 

Have  more  than  both  fupply'd  by  Fear  : 

That  makes  them  in  the  dark  fee  Vifions  j 

And  hag  themfelves  with  Apparitions  j 

And  when  their  Eyes  cifcover  leaft, 

Difcern  the  fubtleft  Objects  bell. 

Do  Things  not  contrary  alone 

To  th'  Force  of  Nature,  but  its  own  \ 

The  Courage  of  the  braveft  daunt, 

And  turn  Poltroons  to  Valiant : 

For  Men  as  reiolute  appear 

With  too  much,  as  too  little  Fear; 

And  when  they're  out  of  Hopes  of  flying, 

Will  run  away  from  Death  by  dying, 

Or  turn  again  to  ftand  it  out, 

And  thofe  that  fled,  like  Lions,  rout.  Hud* 

H  3  For 
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For  Fear  oft  braver  Feats  performs, 
Than  ever  Courage  dar'd  in  Arms.  Hud. 

It  is  an  Ague,  that  forfakes 
And  haunts  by  Fits  thofe  whom  it  takes.  Hud. 

Fear  ever  argues  a  degenerate  Mind.  Dryd.  Virg. 

Fear  is  the  lail  of  Ills  : 
In  time  we  hate  that  which  we  often  fear.  Sbak.  Ant.  &  Chop. 

F  E  M  A  L  E. 

All  Females  have  Prerogative  of  Sex- : 
The  She's,  ev'n  of  the  Savage  Herd,  are  fafe  ; 
All,  when  they  iharl  or  bite,  have  no  Return, 
But  Courtfhip  from  the  Male.  Dryd.  Don  Seh 

FIGHT. 

•Now  Shouts  and  Clamours  wake  the  tardy  Sun  ; 

As  with  the  Light  the  Warriours  Toils  begun. 

Ev*n  Jove,  whofe  Thunder  fpokehis  Wrath,  diflill'd 

Red  Drops  of  Blood  o'er  all  the  fatal  Field ; 

The  Woes  of  Men  unwilling  to  furvey, 

•And  all  the  Slaughters  that  mull  ftain  the  Day,       Pope  Horn. 

The  Trojans  rum  tumultuous  to  the  War, 
.Once  more  they  glitter  in  refulgent  Arms, 
'Once  more  the  Fields  are  fjll'd  with  dire  Alarms.  Pope  Horn. 

In  one  firm  Orb  the  Bands  were  rang'd  around  ; 
•A  Cloud  of  Heroes  blacken' d  all  the  Ground  : 
Thus,  from  the  lofty  Promontory's  Brow, 
•A  Swain  furveys  the  gath'ring  Storm  below: 
Slow  from  the  Main  the  heavy  Vapours  rile, 
Spread  in  dim  Streams,  and  fail  along  the  Skies, 
Till  black  as  Night  the  fwelling  Tempeit  fhows, 
The  Cloud  condenfmg  as  the  Well-Wind  blows  ; 
He  dreads  th' impending  Storm,  and  drives  his  Flock 
To  the  clofe  Covert  of  an  arching  Rock  : 
Such,  and  fo  thick,  th'  embattel'd  Squadrons  flood, 
With  Spears  erecl,  a  moving  Iron  Wood. 
A  fhady  Light  was  fhot  from  glimm'ring  Shields, 
And  their  brown  Arms  obfcur'd  the  dusky  Fields.   Pope  Horn. 

Great  Bettor,  covered  with  his  fpacious  Shield, 
Plies  all  the  Troops,  and  orders  all  the  Field  : 
As  the  red  Star  now  fhevvs  his  fanguine  Fires 
Thro'  the  dark  Clouds,  and  now  in  Night  retires; 
Thus  thro'  the  Ranks  appeir*d  the  God  like  Man, 
Plung'd  in  the  Rear,  or  blazing  in  the  Van  ; 

While 
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While  dreamy  Sparkles,  reftlefs  as  he  flies, 

Fla(h  from  his  Arms,  as  Lightning  from  the  Skies.    Pope  Horn, 

Thus  by  their  Leader's  Care  each  martial  Band 
Moves  into  Ranks,  and  flretches  o'er  the  Land.       Pope  Horn. 

As  when  the  Winds  afcending  by  Degrees, 
Firit  more  the  whit'ning  Surface  of  the  Seas ; 
The  Billows  float  in  Order  to  the  Shore  : 
The  Wave  behind  rolls  on  the  Wave  before ; 
Til],  with  the  growing  Storm,  the  Deeds  arife, 
Foam  o'er  the  Rocks,  and  thunder  to  the  Skies  : 
So  to  the  Fight  the  thick  Battalions  throng ; 
Shields  urg'd  on  Shields,  and  Men  drove  Men  along. 
Sedate  and  iilent  move  the  Grecian  Bands; 
No  Sound,  no  Whiiper,  but  their  Chief's  Commands, 
Thofe  only  heard  ;  with  Awe  the  reft  obey, 
As  if  iome  God  had  fnatch'd  their  Voice  away. 
Not  {0  the  frajans  ;  from  their  Hoft  afcends 
A  gen'ral  Shout  that  all  the  Region  rends. 
As  when  the  fleecy  Flocks  unnumber'd  ftand 
In  wealthy  Folds,  and  wait  the  Milker's  Hand; 
The  hollow  Vales  incefTant  Bleating  fills; 
The  Lambs  reply  from  all  the  neighboring  Hills, 
Such  Clamours  rofe  from  various  Nations  round  ; 
Mix'd  was  the  Murmur,  and  confus'd  the  Sound.  PopiUwu 

With  Shouts  the  Trojans,  rufiiing  from  afar, 
Proclaim  their  Motions,  and  provoke  the  War. 
So  when  inclement  Seafons  vex  the  Plain 
With  piercing  Frofts,  or  thick  defcending  R.ain, 
To  warmer  Seas  the  Cranes  embody'd  fly, 
With  Noile  and  Order  thro'  the  Mid- way  Sky; 
To  pygmy  Nations  Wounds  and  Death  they  bring, 
And  all  the  War  defcends  upon  the  Wing. 
But  iilent,  breathing  Rage,  refolv'd  and  skill'd 
By  mutual  Aids  to  fix  a  doubtful  Field, 
Swift  march  the  Greeks ;  the  rapid  Duit  around 
Dark'ning  ariies  from  the  labour'd  Ground. 
Thus  from  his  flaggy  Wings  when  Not  us  fheds 
A  Night  of  Vapours  round  the  Mountains  Heads, 
Swift- gliding  Milts  the  dusky  Fields  invade, 
To  Thieves  more  grateful  than  the  midnight  Shade." 
While  fcarce  the  Swains  their  feeding  Flocks  furvey, 
Loll  and  confus'd  amidft  the  thicken'd  Day  : 
So,  wrapt  in  gath'ring  Dull,  the  Grecian  Train, 
A  moving  Cloud,  fwept  on,  and  hid  the  Plain.     Pope  Horn. 

H  4  As 
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As  when  on  Ceres'*  facred  Floor  the  Swain 
Spreads  the  wide  Fan  to  clear  the  golden  Grain ; 
And  the  light  Chaff,  before  the  Breezes  born, 
Afcends  i.i  Clouds  from  off  the  heapy  Corn; 
The  grey  Dull,  rifing  with  collected  Winds, 
Drives  o'er  the  Barn,  and  whitens  all  the  Hinds., 
So  white  with  Dull:  the  Grecian  Hoft  appears, 
From  trampling  Steeds  and  thund'ring  Charioteers. 
The  dusky  Cloads  from  labour'd  Earth  arifc, 
And  roul  in  fmoaking  Volumes  to  the  Skies. 
Mars  hovers  o'er  them  with  his  fable  Shield, 
And  adds  new  Horrours  to  the  darken'd  Field.     Pope  Ho®, 

Now  Front  to  Front  thehoftile  Armies  ftand, 
Eager  of  Fight,  and  only  wait  Command.  Pope  Horn, 

Each  Hoft  now  joins,  and  each  a  God  infpires ; 
Thefe  Mars  incites,  and  thofe  Minerva  fires  : 
Pale  Flight  around  and  dreadful  Terrour  reign, 
And  D  if  cord  raging  bathes  the  purple  Plain. 

Embody 'd  clofe,  the  lab'ring  Grecian  Train 
The  fierceft  Shock  of  charging  Hofts  fuftain  : 
Unmov'd  and  iilent  the  whole  War  they  wait, 
Serenely  dreadful,  and  as  fix'd  as  Fate : 
So  when  th'embattl'd  Clouds,  in  dark  Array, 
Along  the  Skies  their  gloomy  Lines  difplay  : 
When  now  the  North  his  boift'rous  Rage  has /pent, 
And  peaceful  fleeps  the  liquid  Element; 
The  low-hung  Vapours,  motionlefs  and  Hill, 
Reft  on  the  Summits  of  the  fhaded  Hill  ; 
'Till  the  Mafs  fcatters  as  the  Winds  arife, 
Diiperfed  and  broken  thro'  the  ruffled  Skies.        Pope  Horn.- 

Mars,  ftern  Deftroyer  !  and  Bellona  dread, 
Flame  in  the  Front,  and  thunder  at  their  Head  ; 
This  fwells  the  Tumult,  and  the  Rage  of  Fight ; 
That  makes  a  Spear  that  cafts  a  dreadful  Light  : 
Where  Heclor  march'd  the  God  of  Battels  fhin'd, 
Now  ftorm'd  before  him,  and  now  rag'd  behind.  Pope  Bom. 

Now  Shield  with  Shield,  with  Helmet  Helmet  clos'd, 
To  Armour  Armour,  Lance  to  Lance  oppos'd  : 
Hoft  againft  Hoft  with  fhadowy  Squadrons  drew; 
The  founding  Darts  in  iron  Tempefts  flew: 
Vigors  and  VanquiuYd  join  promifcuous  Cries, 
.And  ftirilling  Shouts  and  dying  Groans  arife: 
With  ftreaming  Blood  the  flipp'ry  Fields  are  dy'd, 
And  ihuphter'd  Heroes  fwell  the  dreadful  Tide  : 

b  As 


Fight.  177 

As  Torrents  roll,  encreasM  by  numerous  Rills, 

With  Rage  impetuous  down  their  echoing  Hills; 

Bum  to  the  Vales,  and,  pour'd  along  the  Plain, 

Roar  thro'  a  thoufand  Chanels  to  the  Main  ; 

The  diftant  Shephetd  trembling  hears  the  Sound; 

So  mix  both  Hofls,  and  fo  their  Cries  rebound.     Pope  Horn, 

As  when  (harp  Boreas  blows  abroad,  and  brings 
The  dreary  Winter  on  his  frozen  Wings ; 
Beneath  the  low-hung  Clouds  the  Sheets  of  Snow 
Defcend,  and  whiten  all  the  Fields  below. 
So  faft  the  Darts  on  either  Army  pour  ; 
So  down  the  Rampires  rolls  the  rocky  Show'r, 
Heavy  and  thick  ;  refound  the  batter'd  Shields, 
And  the  deaf  Echo  rattles  round  the  Fields.         Pope  Hern. 

Dark  Show'rs  of  Jav'lins  fly  from  Foes  to  Foes ; 
Now  here,  now  there,  the  Tide  of€ombate  flows. 
While  Troy's  fam'd  Streams  that  bound  the  deathful  Plain. 
On  either  Side,  ran  purple  to  the  Main.  Pope  Horn. 

As  fweating  Reapers,  in  fome  wealthy  Field, 
Rang'd  in  two  Bands,  their  crooked  Weapons  wield, 
Bear  down  the  Furrows  till  their  Labours  meetj 
Thick  fall  the  heapy  Harvefts  at  their  Feet  : 
So  Greece  and  Troy  the  Field  of  War  divide, 
And  failing  Ranks  are  ftrewM  on  either  Side. 
None  ftoop'd  a  Thought  to  bafe  inglorious  Flight  j 
But  Horfe  to  Horfe,  and  Man  to  Man  they  fight. 
Not  rabid  Wolves  more  fierce  conteft  their  Prey, 
Each  wounds,  each  bleeds,  but  none  refign  the  Day. 
Difcord  with  Joy  the  Scene  of  Death  defcribes, 
And  drinks  large  Slaughter  at  her  fanguine  Eyes. 
D ij ( or d  alone  of  all  th'immortal  Train, 
Swells  the  red  Horrours  of  the  direful  Plain.         Pope  Horn* 

As  o'er  their  Prey  rapacious  Wolves  engage, 
Man  dies  on  Man,  and  a1!  is  Blood  and  Rage. 
With  copious  Slaughter  all  the  Fields  are  red, 
And  heap'd  with  growing  Mountains  of  the  Dead. 
So  fought  each  Hoft,  with  Thirft  of  Glory  nYd, 
And  Crouds  on  Crouds  triumphantly  expir'd. 
Fierce  Difcord  ftorms,  Apollo  loud  exclaims, 
Fame  cz\h,Mars  thunders,and  the  Field's  in  Flames.  Pope  Horn* 

As  on  the  Confines  of  adjoining  Grounds, 
Two  ftubborn  Swains  with  Blows  difpute  their  Bounds, 
They  tug,  they  fweat,  but  neither  gain  nor  yield 
One  Foot,  one  Inch  of  the  contended  Field  : 

H  5  Thus 
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Thus  obflinate  to  Death  they  fight,  they  fall.  Pope  Horn, 

As  when  two  Scales  are  charg'd  with  equal  Loads, 
From  Side  to  Side  the  trembling  Balance  nods  ; 
(While  fome  laborious  Matron,  juil  and  poor  ; 
With  nice  Exactnefs  weighs  her  woolly  Store  ) 
Till,  pois'd  aloft,  the  refting  Beam  fufpends, 
Each  equal  Weight,  nor  this,  nor  that  defcends  : 
So  flood  the  War  Pope  Horn. 

Thus,  while  the  Morning  Beams,  increafing  bright, 
O'er  Heav'ns  pure  Azure  fpread  the  growing  Light, 
Commutual  Death  the  Face  of  War  confounds, 
Each  adverfe  Battel  gor'd  with  equal  Wounds. 
Bat  now,  what  Time,  in  fome  fequeiler'd  Vale, 
The  weary  Woodman  fpreads  his  fparing  Meal, 
When  his  tiYd  Arms  refufe  the  Axe  to  rear, 
And  claim  a  Refpite  from  the  Sylvan  War ; 
But  not  till  half  the  proftrate  Forefl  lay 
Stretch'd  in  long  Ruin,  and  expos'd  to  Day  : 
Then,  not  till  then,  the  Greeks  impulfive  Might 
Pierc'd  the  black  Phalanx,  and  let  in  the  Light. 
Now  by  the  Foot  the  flying  Foot  were  flain  ; 
Horfe,  trod  by  Horie,  lay  foaming  on  the  Plain. 
From  the  dry  Fields  thick  Clouds  of  Dull  arife, 
Shade  the  black  Floft,  and  intercept  the  Skies -: 
The  brafs-hooPd  Steeds  tumultuous  plunge  and  bound; 
-And  the  thick  Thunder  beats  the  lab'ring  Ground. 

The  Driver's  Lam  refounds, 
Swift  thro*  the  Ranks  the  rapid  Chariot  bounds : 
Stung  by  the  Stroke  the  Courfers  fcour  the  Fields 
O'er  Heaps  of  Carcafles  and  Hills  of  Shields  : 
The  Horfes  Hoofs  are  bath'd  in  Heroes  Gore; 
And,  daihing  Purple  ail  the  Car  before, 
The  groaning  Axle  fable  Drops  diftills, 
And  mangled  Carnage  clogs  the  rapid  Wheels. 

Then  Hetfor,  with  a  Bound, 
Vaults  from  his  Chariot  on  the  trembling  Ground, 
In  clanging  Arms  :  He  grafps  in  either  Hand 
A  pointed  Lance,  and  fpeeds  from  Band  to  Band  ; 
Revives  their  Ardour,  turns  their  Steps  from  Flight, 
And  wakes  anew  the  dying  Flames  of  Fight. 
As  the  bold  Hunter  cheers  his  Hounds  to  tear 
The  brindled  Lion,  or  the  tusky  Bear; 
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With  Voice  and  Hand  provokes  their  doubting  Heart, 

And  fprings  the  foremoit.  with  his  lifted  Dart : 

So  Godlike  HeSior  prompts  his  Troops  to  dare; 

Nor  prompts  alone,  but  leads  himfelf  the  War. 

New  Force,  new  Spirit  to  each  Breaft  returns  : 

The  Fight  renew'd  with  fiercer  Fury  bums  : 

The  King  leads  on,  all  fix  on  him  their  Eye, 

And  learn  from  him  to  conquer  or  to  die. 

On  the  black  Body  of  the  Foes  he  pours: 

As  from  the  Clouds  deep  Bofom,  fwell'd  with  Show'rs, 

A  fudden  Storm  the  purple  Ocean  fweeps, 

Drives  the  wild  Waves,  and  tofTes  all  the  Deeps. 

Or,  as  a  Weltern  Whirlwind,  charg'd  with  Storms, 

Difpells  the  gather' d  Clouds  that  Notus  forms; 

The  Guft,  continu'd,  violent  and  ftrong, 

Rouls  fable  Clouds  in  Heaps  on  Heaps  along  ; 

Now  to  the  Skies  the  foaming  Billows  rears, 

Now  breaks  the  Surge,  and  wide  the  Bottom  bares  : 

Thus  raging  HeSior  with  refiftlefs  Hands, 

O'erturns,  confounds,  and  fcatters  all  their  Bands.  Pope  Horn* 

He  like  a  Whirlwind,  tofs'd  the  featuring  Throng, 
Mingled  the  Troops,  and  drove  the  Field  along. 
So  midlt  the  Dogs  and  Hunters  daring  Bands, 
Fierce  of  his  Might,  a  Boar  or  Lion  Hands  : 
Arm'd  Foes  around  a  dreadful  Circle  form, 
And  hilling  Jav'lins  rain  an  Iron  Storm  : 
His  Pow'rs  untam'd  the;r  bold  Aflaults  defy, 
And  where  he  turns,  the  Rout  diiperfe  or  die  : 
He  foams,  he  glares,  he  bounds  againft  them  all, 
And  if  he  falls,  his  Courage  makes  him  fall.  p0t>e  H;m> 

As  when  a  Torrent,  fwell'd  with  wintry  Rains, 
Pours  from  the  Mountains  o'er  the  delug'd  Plains, 
And  Pines  and  Oaks,  from  their  Foundation  torne, 
A  Countrey's  Ruin!  to  the  Seas  are  borne. 

Thus  he  o'erwhelms  the  yielding  Throng  : 
Men,  Steeds  and  Chariots  roul  in  Heaps  along. 
Loud  Groans  proclaim  his  Progrefs  thro'  the  Plain, 
And  deep  Sca?na?ider  fwells  with  Heaps  of  Slain. 
His  Sword  deforms  the  beauteous  Ranks  of  Fight. 

Still  fiaught'ring  on  the  King  of  Men  proceeds ; 
The  diltant  Army  wonders  at  his  Deeds. 
As  when  the  WTinds  with  raging  Flames  confpire. 
And  o'er  the  Forefts  roul  the  Flood  of  Fire, 

H6  Js 
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Jn  blazing  Heaps  the  Groves  old  Honours  fall, 
And  one  refulgent  Ruin  levels  all : 
Before  Jtrides*  Rage  fo  finks  the  Foe ; 
Whole  Squadrons  vanifh,  and  proud  Heads  lie  low : 
The  Steeds  fly  trembling  from  his  waving  Sword, 
And  many  a  Car,  now  lighted  of  its  Lord, 
Wide  o'er  the  Field  with  guidelefs  Fury  rouls, 
Breaking  their  Ranks,  and  crufhing  out  their  Souls. 

And  now  the  Combat  bleeds  : 
The  Horfe  and  Foot  in  mingled  Deaths  unite, 

And  Groans  of  Slaughter  mix  with  Shouts,  of  Fight, 
Mean  while,  on  ev'ry  Side  around  the  Plain, 

DifpersM,  diforder'd  fly  the  Trojan  Train. 

So  flies  a  Herd  of  Beeves,  that  hear,  difmay'd, 

The  Lion  roaring  thro'  the  midnight  Shade. 

On  Heaps  they  tumble  with  fuccefslefs  Hafte  ; 

The  Savage  feifes,  draws  and  rends  the  laft. 

Not  with  lefs  Fury  ftern  Airide;  flew, 

Still  prefs'd  the  Rout,  and  ftill  the  hindmoil  flew. 

HurPd  from  their  Cars  the  bra  veil  Chiefs  are  kilFd, 

And  Rage  and  Death  and  Carnage  load  the  Field .   Pope  Hem. 

FIGHTING^^,    See  Battle,  Due!,  War. 

The  Ships  wide  Caves  collected  Vengeance  bear, 
^Turgid  with  Death,  and  prominent  with  War.  Blac 

Now  they  begin  the  Tragick  Play, 
And  with  their  fmoky  Cannon  banifn  Day. 
At  the  nrir.  Shock,   with  Blood  and  Powder  ftainM, 
Nor  Heav'n,  nor  Sea,  their  former  Face  retahVd. 
Fury  and  Art  produce  Effe&s  fo  ftrange, 
They  trouble  Nature,  and  her  Viiage  change. 
Night,  Horror,  Slaughter,  with  Confufion  meets, 
And  in  their  fable  Arms  embrace  the  Fleets. 
Thro''  yielding  Planks  the  angry  Bullets  fly, 
And  oi  one  Wound  Hundreds  together  die  : 
Born  under  difPrent  Stars,  one  Fate  they  have, 
The  Snip  their  Coffin,  and  the  Sea  their  Grave  ; 
The  Sea  that  blufh'd  with  Blood.  Walt. 

Deform'd  Deitruclion,  and  wild  Horror  ride 
In  fearful  Pomp  upon  the   Crimfon  Tide.  Blac. 

The  wond*nng  Skies  with  foreign  Lightning  fhone, 
And  rung  with  Peals  of  Thunder,   not  their  qwx,     Blac. 

The  thandring  Cannons, 

With 
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With  their  loud  Roar,  the  angry  Seas  aflwage; 

Awe  liil'ning  Winds,  and  calm  their  weaker  Rage.       Blue. 

The  mighty  Foe  with  Indignation  burns, 
And  Fire  for  Fire,  and  Peal  for  Peal,  returns : 
Broadfide  and   Broadfide  they  together  lie* 
And  with  alternate  Deaths  each  other  ply : 
With  dreadful  Noife  the  bellowing  Cannon  play, 
And  mutual  Wounds  in  mutual  Fire  convey  : 
Roaring  Deftruclion  from  their  Veflels  broke, 
And  pond'rous  Deaths  Mew  thick  in  Clouds  of  Smoke.  BUe* 

On  either  fide  the  Foe  outrageous  grew, 
And  Deaths  unfeen  in  dreadful  Tempefts  fiew  : 
Deilru6lion  they  exchange ;  by  turns  they  give 
Exploded  Ruin,  and  by  turns  receive. 
The  Cannon's  Roar  did  diitant  Regions  fcare, 
Shake  all  the  Shores,  and  tortur'd  all  the  Air; 
With  a  ftrange  Tempefl  did  becalm  the  Deep, 
Compose  the  Waves,  and  lay  the  Wiads  afleep.  Blau 

Once  Jove  from  Ida  did  both  Hods  furvey. 
And,  when  he  pleas'd  to  thunder,  part  rhe  Fray  : 
Here  Heav'n  in  vain  that  kind  Retreat  mould  found: 
The  louder  Cannon  had  the  Thunder  drowa'd.  WaIL 

Vaft  Sheets  of  Flame,  and  pitchy  Clouds  arife, 
And  burning  Vomit  fpouts  againft  the  Skies; 
Tempefts  of  Fire  th'aftonifh'd  Heav'ns  annoy, 
Fierce  as  thofe  Storms  that  from  their  Clouds  deflroy.  Blue. 

Now  Seas  of  Water  mixM  with  Seas  of  Blood, 
And  crimfon  Billows  reek  along  the  Flood  : 
The  half-burnt  Ships,  which  on  the  Ocean  glide, 
With  ignominious  Wreck  deform  the  Tide.  Blac, 

The  burning  Ships  the  banim'd  Sun  fupplv, 
And  no  Light  mines  but  that  by  which  Men  die.         Wall. 

To  the  tall  Malls  the  raging  Flame  afpires, 
And  Neighbour  fits  to  HeavVs  contiguous  Fires : 
Scorch'd  Bodies,  broken  Mafts,  and  fmoaking  Beams, 
Promifcuous  Ruin  !  float  along  the  Streams.  Blac. 

Toft  by  a  Whirlwind  of  tempeftuous  Fire, 
A  thoufand  Wretches  in  the  Air  expire.  Den, 

Into  the  Waves  fome  their  pale  Bodies  throw, 
And  fly  from  Death  above  to  Death  below.  Blat, 

As  th'Elm,  which  of  its  Arms  the  Ax  bereaves, 
New  Strength  and  Vigour  from  its  Wounds  receives : 
Their  Rage  by  Lofs   of  Blood  is  kindled  more, 
And  with  their  Guns,  like  Hurricanes,  they  roar. 

Like 
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Like  Hurricanes,  the  knotted  Oaks  they  tear, 

Scourge  the  vex'd  Ocean,  and  torment  the  Air. 

Whilft  Earth,  Air,  Sea,  in  wild  Confufion  huri'd, 

With  univerfel  Wreck  and  Chaos  threat  the  World. 

Such  would  the  Noife  be,  fhould  this  mighty  All, 

CrufrYd  and  confounded,  into  Atoms  fall. 

The  Ships,  which  in  magnificent  Array, 

But  juft  before  did  their  proud  Flags  difplayr 

And  feem'd  with  warring  Deftiny  to  play  ; 

Now  from  our  Rage,  defpoil'd  of  Rigging  tow, 

Or  burn,  or  up  into  the  Air  they  blow. 

Thus  a  large  Row  of  Oaks  does  long  remain 

The  Ornament  and  Shelter  of  the  Plain  : 

With  their  afpiring  Heads  they  reach  the  Sky, 

Their  huge  extended  Arms  the  Wings  defy  : 

The  Tempeft  fees  their  Strength,  and  fighs,  and  pafles  by 

When  Jove,  concern'd  that  they  io  high  afpire, 

Amongfi:  them  fends  his  own  revenging  Fire  : 

Which  does  with  difmal  Havock  on  them  fall; 

Burns  fome,  and  tears  up  fome,  but  rends  them  all : 

From  their  dead  Trunks  their  mangled  Arms  are  torne, 

And  from  their  Heads  their  fcatter'd  Glories  borne: 

Upon  the  Heath  they  blafted  ftand,  and  bare  ; 

And  thoie,  whom  once  they  fhelter'd,  now  they  fcare.    Den. 

Amid  the  Main  two  mighty  Fleets  engage ; 
Their  brazen  Beaks  oppos'd  with  equal  Rage : 
Moving  they  fight,  with  Oars  and  forky  Prows 
The  Froth  is  gather'd,  and  the  Water  glows : 
It  feems  as  if  the  Cyclades  again 
Were  rooted  up,  and  juftled  in  the  Main; 
Or  floating  Mountains,  floating  Mountains  meet J 
Such  is  the  fierce  Encounter  of  the  Fleet. 
Fireballs  are  thrown,  and  pointed  Jav'lins  fly ; 
The  Fields  of  Neptune  take  a  purple  Dye.  DryJ.  Virg. 

FIRE.       See  Funeral. 
As  when  in  Summer  welcome  Winds  arife, 
The  watchful  Shepherd  to  the  Foreft  flies, 
And  fires  the  midmoft  Plants :  Contagion  fpreads, 
And  catching  Flames  infell  the  neighb'ring  Heads ; 
Around  the  Foreft  flies  the  furious  Blaft, 
And  all  the  leafy  Nation  finks  at  lalt, 
And  Vulcan  rides  in  Triumph  p'er  the  Wafte. 

The 
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The  Parlor,  pleas'd  with  his  dire  Viclory, 

Beholds  the  fatiateFlames  in  Sheets  afc.end  the  Sky.  Dry.  Virg* 

The  conqu'ring  Flames  advance  with  lawlefs  PowV, 
And  with  outragious  Heat  the  Trees  devour. 
The  ipreading  Burning  lays  the  Foreil  waile, 
And  foot/  Spoils  lie  fmoaking  where  it  pafs'd.  Blac. 

The  Laurels  crackle  in  the  burning  Fire, 
The  frighted  Sylvans  from  their  Shades  retire.     Dryd,  Virg, 

For  firil  the  fmouldring  Flame  the  Trunk  receives; 
Afcending  thence  it  crackles  in  the  Leaves  : 
At  length  victorious  to  the  Top  afpires, 
Involving  all  the  Wood  in  fmoky  Fires : 
But  moll,  when,  driv'n  by  Winds,  the  flaming  Storm, 
Of  the  long  Files  deitroys  the  beauteous  Form.   Dryd. Virg, 

Thus  when  a  Flood  of  Fire  by  Winds  is  born, 
Crackling  it  rolls,  and  mows  the  (landing  Coin.  Dryd.  Virg. 
The  Flames  were  blown  afide,  (&  Arc. 

Fann'd  by  the  Winds,  and  gave  a  ruffled  Light.  Dryd.  Pol, 

When  ilrong  rifmg  Flames  Refinance  find, 
Beat  downwards  by  a  fierce  impetuou-s  Wind; 
The  liquid  Pyramids  with  labour  bend 
Their  Tops,  and  fink,  Hill  flruggling  to  afcend.  Blac, 

If  in  fome  Town  a  Fire  breaks  out  by  Chance, 
Th'  impetuous  Flames  with  lawlefs  PowV  advance  ; 
On  ruddy  Wings  the  bright  Deilrudlion  flies, 
Followed  with  Ruin,  and  amazing  Cries: 
The  flaky  Plague  fpreads  fwiftly  with  the  Wind, 
And  ghaftly  Defolation  howls  behind.  Blac. 

The  crackling  Flames  appear  on  high, 
And  driving  Sparkles  dance  along  the  Sky: 
Driv'n  on  the  Wings  of  Winds  whole  Sheets  of  Fire, 
Thro' Air  tranfported,  to  the  Roofs  afpire: 
With  Vulcan  s  Rage  the  riling  Winds  confpire.  Dryd.  Virg 
Ships  on  Fire.     See  Fighting  at  Sea. 
The  kindled  Vengeance  rears  its  dreadful  Head, 
And  all  around  JEtnaan  Terrors  fpread. 
With  difmal  Wings  the  crackling  Flames  arife, 
Shoot  out  their  ruddy  Tongues,  and  lick  the  Skies ; 
The  airy  Regions  mines  with  hideous  Light  ; 
And  horrid  Day  difpels  lefs  horrid  Night. 
A  dreadful  Outcry  on  the  Deep  began  ; 
Shies  fell  on  Ships,  Galleys  on  Galleys  ran; 
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Rigging  with  Rigging  met,  and  Maft  with  Maft, 
And  fails  with  fatal  Friendfhip  Sails  embrac'd. 
With  fruitlefs  Toil  the  Crew  oppofe  the  Flame  ; 
No  Art  can  now  the  fpreading  Mifchief  tame  : 
Some  choak'd  and  fmotherM  did  expiring  lie, 
Burn  with  their  Ships,  and  on  the  Waters  fry  : 
Some,  when  the  Flames  could  be  no  more  withftood, 
By  wild  Deipair  directed,  midft  the  Flood 
Themfelves  in  hafte  from  their  tall  Veflels  threw, 
And  from  a  dry   to  liquid  Ruin  flew. 
Sad  Choice  of  Death  !  when  thofe  who  fliun  the  Fire,. 
Muft  to  as  fierce  an  Element  retire. 
Uncommon  SufPrings  did  thefe  Wretches  wait : 
Both  burnt  and  drown'd,  they  met  a  double  Fatc~ 

What  ghafty  Ruin  then  deform' d  the  Deep  ! 
Here  glowing  Planks,  and  flaming  Ribs  of  Oak  : 
Here  fmoaking  Beams,  and  Malts  in  funder  broke ; 
Nor  Coal  intirely,  nor  intirely  Wood, 
Roll  on  the  Billows,  and  pollute  the  Flood. 
Here  gilded  Sterns,  there  ample  Lanthorns  float, 
And  curious  Shapes  by  Mailer- Carvers  wrought. 
There  half- burnt  Lions  on  the  Water  grin, 
And  footy  Leopards  lofe  their  fpotted  Skin, 
The  gazing  Fifth  are  all  amaz'd  to  fee 
The  Monilers  of  the  Foreft  fwim  the  Sea.  MUt. 

The  Flame,  unftop'd  at  firft,  more  Fury  gains, 
And  Vulcan  rides  at  large  with  loofen'd  Reins ; 
Triumphant  to  the  painted  Sterns  he  foars, 
And  feizes  in  his  way  the  Banks  and  crackling  Oars. 
A  Storm  of  Sparkles  and  of  Flames  arife, 
Nor  will  the  raging  Fires  their  Fury  ceafe ; 
But  lurking  in  the  Seams  with  feeming  Peace, 
Work  on  their  way  amid  the  fmouldVing  Tow, 
Sure  in  Deflruc"tion,  but  in  motion  flow. 
The  filent  Plague  thro'  the  green  Timber  eats, 
And  vomits  out  a  tardy  Flame  by  Fits. 
Down  to  the  Keels,  and  upward  to  the  Sails, 
The  Fire  defcends,  or  mounts ;  but  ftill  prevails  : 
Not  Buckets  pour'd,    nor  Strength  of  Human  Hand,    1 
Can  the  victorious  Element  withftand, 
Or  flop  the  fiery  Peft.  Dryd.  Virg. 

The  Billows  from  the  kindling  Prow  retire  ;  ~) 

Pitch,  Rofin,  Searwood,  on  red  Wings  afpire  ;     [Ovid.  > 
And  Vulcan  on  the  Seas  exerts  his  Attribute  of  Fire.  Garth .  3 

FIRE 


Fire  works.     Flattery.  185 

FIRE  W-O  RKS. 
Before  th*  Imperial  Palace  towVing  llood 
Rare  Works  of  Fire,  encas'd  in  painted  Wood; 
Whofe  rival  Glories  did  to  Heav'n  arife, 
And  Earth-born  Thunder  run  along  the  Skies. 
The  Heav'nsamaz'd,  with  borrow'd  Luftre  (hone,  *? 

With  Lights  and  Meteors  of  a  Race  unknown,  V- 

With  foreign  Stars,  as  thick  and  fplendid  as  their  own.       3 
Such  Noife,  fuch  Flames  fill'd  all  the  ambient  Air,  "2 

The  very  Triumph  leem'd  another  War,  V» 

And  with  the  dreadful  Joy  did  all  the  People  fcare.    Blac.  3 

TIRMAMEN  T.    See  Creation. 

FISH.     See  Creation,  Mufe. 

FLATTERY. 

Give  me  Flattery, 
Flatt'ry,  the  Food  of  Courts,  that  I  may  rock  him,. 
And  lull  him  in  the  Down  of  his  Defires.  Beaum.'RoL 

No  Flattery,  Boy !  an  honeft  Man  can't  live  by't : 
It  is  a  little  fneaking  Art,  which  Knaves 
Ufe  to  cajole  and  foften  Fools  withal. 
If  thou  haft  Flattery  in  thy  Nature,  out  with  it; 
Or  fend  it  to  a  Court;  for  there 'twill  thrive.     Otzv.Orfrh* 

'Tis  next  to  Money  current  there; 
To  "be  feen  daily  in  as  many  Forms, 
As  there  are  Sorts  of  Vanities  and  Men. 
The  fuperilitious  Statefman  has  his  Sneer, 
To  fmooth  a  poor  Man  off,  who  cannot  bribe  him  : 
The  grave  dull  Fellow  of  fmall  Bufinefs  fooths 
The  Humounff,  and  will  needs  admire  his  Wit. 
Who  without  Spleen  could  fee  a  hot-brain'd  Atheift 
Thanking  a  furly  Doclor  for  his  Sermon  ? 
Or  a  grave  Counfellot  meet  a  fmooth  young  Lord, 
Squeeze  him  by  th'Hand,  and  praife  his  good  Complexion? 

(Otzv,  Orpb* 

There,  like  a  Statue  thou  haft  ftood  befieg'd 
By  Sycophants  and  Fools,  the  Growth  of  Courts: 
Where  thy  gull'd  Eyes,  in  all  the  gawdy  Round, 
Met  nothing  but  a  Lye  in  ev'ry  Face  ; 
And  the  grofs  Flatt'ry  of  a  gaping  Croud, 
Envious  who  firlt  fhould  catch,  and  irril  applaud 
The  Stuff,  or  Royal  Nonienfe.     When  I  ipoke. 

My 
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My  honeft  homely  Words  were  carp'd  and  cenfur'd, 

For  want  of  courtly  Style  :  Related  Actions, 

Tho'  modeftly  reported,  pafs'd  for  Boafi : 

Secure  of  Merit,  if  I  ask'd  Reward, 

Thy  hungry  Minions  thought  their  Rights  invaded, 

And  the  Bread  fnatch'd  from  Pimps  and  Parafites.  Dr.Don.Seb. 

Nay,  do  not  think  I  flatter  : 
For  what  Advancement  may  I  hope  from  thee  ? 
Thou  no  Revenue  haft  but  thy  good  Spirits, 
To  feed  and  clothe  thee.    Why  mould  the  Poor  be  flatter'd  ? 
No,  let  the  candy'd  Tongue  lick  abfurd  Pomp, 
And  crook  the  pregnant  Hinges  of  the  Knee, 
Where  Gain  may  follow  Feigning.  Sbak.  HamL 

Nothing  mif-becomes 
The  Man  that  would  be  thought  a  Friend,  like  Flattery  : 
Flatt'ry,  the  meaneft  Kind  of  bafe  DifTembling, 
^nd  only  us'd  to  catch  the  grofleft  Fools.      Row.  Amb,  Step. 

FLOOD.    See  Deluge. 

Thus  Deluges,  defcending  on  the  Plains,  ~7 

Sweep  o'er  the  yellow  Year,  deftroys  the  Pains  V 

Of  lab'ringOxen,  and  the  Pea/ant's  Gains  ;  3 

Unroot  the  Foreft  Oaks,  and  bear  away 
Flocks,  Folds,  and  Trees,  an  undiftinguifh'd  Prey. 
The  Shepherd  climbs  the  Cliff,  and  fees  from  far 
The  waftful  Ravage  of  the  wat'ry  War.  Dryd.  Virg, 

Not  with  fo  fierce  a  Rage  the  foaming  Flood 
Roars,  when  he  finds  his  rapid  Courfe  withflood  ; 
Bears  down  the  Dams  with  u  irefifted  Sway, 
And  fweeps  the  Cattei  and  the  Cots  away.  Dryd.  Virg. 

The  fruitful  tiffe 
Flow'd  o'er  the  wonted  Seafon,  with  a  Torrent 
So  unexpected,  and  fo  wondrous  fierce, 
That  the  wild  Deluge  overtook  the  Haite 
Ev'n  of  the  Hinds  that  watch'd  it.     Men  and  Beafts 
Were  born  upon  the  Tops  of  Trees,  that  grow 
On  th'utmofl  Margin  of  the  Water-Mark  : 
Then  with  fo  fwift  an  Ebb  the  Flood  drove  backward, 
It  flipp'd  from  underneath  the  fcaly  Herd : 
Here  monflrous  Pboc&  panted  on  the  Shore; 
Forfaken  Dolphins  there,  with  their  broad  Tails 
Lay  lafhing  the  departing  Waves  :   Inrd  by  'em, 
Sea-Horfes  floundVing  in  the  flimy  Mad,  (All for  Love. 

Tofs'dup  their  Heads,  and  dafh'd  the  Oozsabout'em.  Dry/1. 

The 
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The  flowing  Water  o'er  the  Valley  fpreads, 
And  with  a  welcome  Tide  regales  the  Mead-. 
Each  joyful  Fie'd,  cards' d  by  fruitful  Streams, 
With  verdant  Births  and  gay  Conceptions  teems.  Blae. 

FLOWERS.  $ee£/uj&,  Bozver,  Corps,  Garden,  N:cx, 
Rofe,  Tulip,  Youth. 
Within  the  Chambers  of  the  Globe  they  fpy    • 
The  Beds  where  fleeping  Vegetables  lie  ; 
Till  the  glad  Summons  of  a  genial  Ray 
Unbind  the  Glebe,  and  call  them  out  to  Dav. 
Hence  Fancies  trick  themfelves  in  various  Hisw, 
And  hence  Jonquils  derive  their  fragrant  Dew : 
Hence  the  Carnation  and  the  bafhful  Rofe, 
Their  Virgin- Bluflies  to  the  Morn  difclofe:: 
Hence  the  chaite  Lily  rifes  to  the  Light, 
Unveils  her  fnowy  Breaft,  and  charms  the  Sight : 
Hence  Arbors  are  with  twining  Greens  array'd, 
T'  oblige  complaining  Lovers  with  their  Shade.  Gat. 

You  took  her  up  a  little  tender  Flower, 
Tuft  fprouted  on  a  Bank,  which  the  nextFrofl 
Had  nipt;  and  with  a  careful  loving  Hand 
Tranfplanted  her  into  your  own  fair  Garden, 
Where  the  Sun  always  fhines :  There  long  me  flourifh\l, 

Grew  fvveet  to  Senfe,  and  lovely  to  the  Eye ; 

Till  at  the  Iail  a  cruel  Spoiler  came, 

Cropt  this  fair  Rofe,  and  rifled  all  its  Sweetnefs; 

Then  call  it,  like  a  loathfome  Weed,  away.         Otzv.  Orpb. 
Thefe  Flowers  lait  but  for  a  little  SpAce, 

A  fhort-liv'd  Good,  and  an  uncertain  Grace. 

This  Way  and  that  the  feeble  Stem  is  driven  ; 

Weak  to  fuftain  the  Storms  and  Injuries  of  Heav'n. 

Prop'd  by  the  Spring,  it  lifts  aloft  the  Head ;  "7 

But  of  a  fickly  Beauty,   foon  to  flied,  > 

In  Summer  living,  and  in  Winter  dead.  3 

For  Things  of  tender  Kind,  for  Pleafure  made, 

Shoot  up  with  fvvift  Increafe,  and  fudden  a»-e  decay'd.    Dryd. 

(The  Flozver  and  the  Leaf. 
All  Flowers  will  droop  in  Abfence  of  the  Sun, 

Thatwak'd  their  Sweets.  Dryd.  Auren, 

Such  on  the  Ground  the  fading  Rofe  we  fee, 

By  fome  rude  Blall  torn  from  the  Parent  Tree. 

The  Daffodil  fo  leans  his  languid  Head, 

Newly  mown  down  upon  his  graify  Bed  : 

Tho* 
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Tho*  from  the  Earth  no  more  Supplies  they  gain, 

The  fplendid  Form,  in  part,  and  lovely  Hiew  remain.    Blae. 

Farewel,  ye  Flow'rs,  whofe  Buds  with  early  Care 
I  watch'd,  and  to  the  chearful  Sun  did  rear. 
Who  now  fhall  bind  your  Steins  ?  Or,  when  you  fall, 
With  Fountain  Streams  your  fainting  Souls  recall  ?         Dryd. 

(St  ate  of  Inn. 

FOGS.    See  Clouds,  Mifts. 

Thick  Damps  and  lazy  Fogs  arife 
And  with  their  iluggifh  Treafures  clog  the  Skies ; 
Some  from  dark  Caverns  far  remote  from  Day, 
From  each  embowel'd  Mount  and  hollow  Vault, 
Crude  Exhalations  and  raw  Vapours  brought. 
Some  from  deep  Quagmires,  Ponds,  and  fedgy  Moors, 
Drive  the  dull  Reeks,  and  move  the  haizy  Stores. 
To  their  appointed  Station  they  repair, 
And  with  their  heavy  Wings  encumber  all  the  Air: 
The  pond'rous  Night's  impenetrable  Steams 
Exclude  the  Sun,  and  choak  his  brighteft  Beams*  Bkt. 

FOND.     See  Love,  Marriage,  Want. 
Fonder  than  Mothers  to  their  firfl-born  Joys.  Dryd* 

O  (he  dotes  on  him  ! 
Feeds  on  his  Looks ;  eyes  him,  as  pregnant  Women     (Berg. 
Gaze  at  the  precious  things  their  Souls  are  fet  on.  LeeCaf. 

She  would  hang  on  him, 
As  if  Increafe  of  Appetite  had  grown 
By  what  it  fed  on.  Sbak.  Ham!. 

Let  me  not  live, 
If  the  young  Bridegroom,  longing  for  his  Night, 
Was  ever  half  fo  fond.  Dryd.  All  for  Love. 

I  joy  more  in  thee, 
Than  did  thy  Mother  when  fhe  hugg'd  thee  firft, 
And  blefs'd  the  Gods  for  all  her  Travail  paft.  Otzv.  Fefi.  Pref. . 

So  the  foft  Mother,  tho*  the  Babe  be  dead, 
Will  have  the  Darling  on  her  Bofom  laid; 
Will  talk  and  rave,  and  with  the  Nurfes  ftrive  : 
And  fond  it  itill,  as  if  it  were  alive  ; 
Knows  it  mult  go,  yet  itruggles  with  the  Croud,. 
And  fhrieks  to  fee  them  wrap  it  in  the  Shroud. 

( Lee  Luc.  Juv.  Brut. 
FOOL.     See  Fortune. 
Some  took  him  for  a  Tool 
That  Knaves  do  work  with,  call'd  a  Fool.      Hhd. 

Fools 
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Fools  are  known  by  looking  wife, 
As  Men  find  Woodcocks  by  their  Eyes.  Hud. 

^Fortune  tzkcs  care  that  Fools  fhould  flill  be  feen  : 
She  places  them  aloft,  o'th'top-moit  Spoke 
Of  all  her  Wheel.     Fools  are  the  daily  Work 
Of  Nature,  her  Vocation  :  If  fhe  form 
A  Man,  flie  lofes  by't-;  'tis  too  expenfive; 
'Tvvould  make  ten  Fools:    A  Man's  a  Prodigy.    Dryd.Oedip. 

He  was  a  Fool  thro? Choice,  not  want  of  Wit. 
Kis  Foppery,  without  the  Help  of  Senie, 
Could  ne'er  have  rifen  to  fncb  an  Excellence : 
Nature's  as  lame  in  making  a  true  Fop, 
As  a  Philofopher  :  The  very  Top 
And  Dignity  of  Folly  we  attain 
By  ftudious  Search  and  Labour  of  the  Brain  ; 
By  Obfervation,  Counfel,  and  deep  Thought: 
^God  never  made  a  Coxcomb  worth  a  Groat. 
'We  owe  that  Name  to  Induftry  and  Arts; 
An  eminent  Fool  muft  be  a  Man  of  Parts.  Rod?. 

For  Fools  are  double  Fools,  endeavouring  to  be  wife,  Dryd. 

(Hind  and  Pan. 

And  Folly  as  it  grows  in  Years, 
The  more  extravagant  appears.  Hud. 

FOREST. 

There  Hood  a  Foreft  on  a  Mountain's  Brow, 
That  over-look'd  the  fliaded  Plain  below : 
No  founding  Ax  prefum'd  thole  Trees  to  bite ; 
Coeval  with  the  World,  a  venerable  Sight !        fDryd.  Ovid. 

Black  was  the  Foreft,  thick  with  Beech  it  flood, 
•Horrid  with  Fern,  ard  intricate  with  Thorn  ; 
Few  Paths  of  human  Feet,  or  Tr«£ts  of  Beads  were  worn. 

(Dryd.Virg. 
FORTITUDE. 
Refign'd  in  ev'ry  State, 
With  Patience  bear,  with  Prudence  pufn  your  Fate  : 
By  fufPring  well,  our  Fortune  we  fubdue  ,• 
Fly  when  (he  frowns,  and  when  (he  calls  purfue.  Dryd.  Virg. 

Endure  and  conquer;  Jov?\\i\\  loon  difpofe 
To  future  Good  our  paft  and  prefent  Woes: 
Relume  your  Courage,  and  diimifs  your  Care; 
An  Hour  will  come  with  Pleaiure  to  relate 
Your  Sorrows  paft,  as  Beneiits  of"  Fate. 

/B*dure 
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Endure  the  Hardfaips  of  your  prefent  State; 

Live,  and  referve  your  felves  for  better  Fate.       Dryd.  Virg. 

But  thou,  fecure  of  Soul,  unbent  with  Woes, 
The  more  thy  Fortune  frowns,  the  more  oppofe 

No  Terrour  to  my  View, 
No  frightful  Face  of  Danger  can  be  new. 
Inur'd  to  fufFer,  and  refolv'd  to  dare  ;  Dryd.  Virg, 

The  Fates  without  my  Pow'r,  fhall  be  without  my  Care. 

Nor  am  I  \cfs,  e'en  in  this  defpicable  Now, 
Than  when  my  Name.fili'd  rifrick  with  Affrights,         (Sib. 
And  froze  your  Hearts  beneath  the  Torrid  Zor.e,       Dry,  Don 

Bejecled  !   No,  it  never  fhall  be  faii, 
Tha  t  Fate  had  Pow'r  upon  a  Spartan  Soul  : 
My  Mind  on  its  own  Centre  Hands  unrr.ov'd, 
And  ftab'e,  as  the  Fabrick  of  the  World, 
Propt  on  if  felf.     Still  I  am  C/emenes  : 
I  fought  the  Battel  bravely  which  I  loll; 
And  loft  it  but  to  Macedonians, 
The  SucceiTors  of  thofe  who  conquer'd  Jljiti. 
'Twas  for  a  Caufe  too  !  fuch  a  Cauie  I  fought  f 
Unbounded  Empire  hung  upon  my  Sword. 
Greece,  like  a  lovely  Heifer,  Hood  in  View, 
To  fee  the  rival  Bulls  each  other  gore ; 
But  wifh'd  the  Conqueft  mine. 
I  fled ;  and  yet  I  languish  not  in  Exile  ; 
But  here  in  Egypt  whet  my  blunted  Horns, 
And  meditate  new  Fights,  and  chew  my  Lofs.  Dryd.  Ckom. 

My  Mind  ca  mot  be  chang'd  by  Place  or  Time  : 
The  Mind  is  its  own  P. ace,  and  in  itieif 
Can  make  a  Heav'n  of  Hell,  a  H^Jl  of  Heay'n;  Milt. 

E'en  Time,  that  changes  All,  yet  changes  us  in  vain : 
The  Body,  not  the  Mind:  nor  can  controul 
Th' immortal  Vigour,  or  abate  the  Soul.  Dryd.  Virg 

What  tho'  the  Field  be  loft, 
All  is  not  loft  !  -th'  unconquerable  Wi.l, 
And  Study  of  Revenge;  immortal  Hate, 
And  Courage  never  to  fubmit  or  yie'd; 
And  what  is  elie  not  to  be  overcome  ? 
That  Glory  never  fhall  his  Wrath  or  Might 
Extort  from  me.     To  bow,  and  iue  for  Grace 
With  fuppliant  Knee,  and  deify  his  Power, 
Who  from  the  Terror  of  this  Arm  fo  late 
Doubted  his  Empire ;  that  were  low  indeed, 

That 
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That  were  an  Tgnominy  and  Shame  beneath 
This  Downfal.  Milt, 

Empire  o'er  the  Sea  and  Alain. 
Heav'n  that  gave,  can  take  again  : 
But  a  Mind  that's  truly  brave, 
Stands  defpifing 
Storm's  arifing; 
And  can  ne'er  be  made  a  Slave  Dryd.  Alb.  iff  Alban, 
In  drugging  with  Misfortunes 
Lies  the  true  Proof  of  Virtue  :  On  fmooth  Seas 
How  many  bawble  Boats  dare  kt  their  Sails, 
And  make'  an  equal  Way  with  firmer  VefTels  ? 
But  let  the  Temper!  once  enrage  the  Sea, 
And  then  behold  the  itrong-ribb'd  Argofie 
Bounding  between  the  Ocean  and  the  Air, 
Like  Per/ens  mounted  on  his  Pegafus  : 
Then  where  are  thofe  weak  Rivals  of  the  Main? 
Or  to  avoid  the  Tempefl  lied  to  Port, 
Or  made  a  Prey  to  Neptwie.     Even  thus 
Do  empty  Show  and  true  priz'd  Worth  divide 
In  Storms  of  Fortune.  Shak.  iff  Dryd.  Trail,  iff  Crcjf. 

With  fuch  unfhaken  Temper  of  the  Soul 
To  bear  the  fwellingTide  of  profp'rous  Fortune, 
Is  to  deferve  that  Fortune.     In  Adverfity 
The  Mind  grows  rough  by  buffeting  Tempefl ; 
But,  in  Succefs  diflblving,  finks  to  Eafe, 
And  lofes  all  her  Firmnefs.  RoweTamcrl. 

Thou  haft  been 
As  one  in  fuffering  all  that  fuffers  nothing : 
A  Man  who  Fortune's  Buffets  and  Rewards 
Has  ta'en  with  equal  Thanks  :   And  bleil  are  they 
i  Whole  Blood  and  Judgment  mingled  are  fo  well, 
That  they  are  not  a  Pipe  for  Fortune's  Finger, 
To  found  what  Stop  fhe  pleafe.  Shak.  Hamlet. 

But  who,  like  thee,  can  boall  a  Soul  fedate, 
So  firmly  Proof  to  all  the  Shocks  of  Fate? 
Thy  Force,  like  Steel,  a  temper'd  Hardnefs  fhews, 
Still  edg'd  to  wound,  and  Hill  untir'd  with  Blows: 
Like  Steel  up-lifted  by  fome  ilrenuous  Swain, 
With  failing  Woods  to  ftrew  the  wafted  Plain.        Pope  Horn,. 

Let  Fortune  empty  her  whole  Quiver  on  me, 
I  have  a  Soul,  that  like  an  ample  Shield, 
Can  take  in  all,  and  Verge  enough  for  more, 

Fate 
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Fate  was  not  mine,  nor  am  I  Fate'sj 

Souls  know  no  Conquerors.  Dryd.  Don  S~eb. 

We  wage  unequal  War, 
With  Men  un  conquer' d  in  the  lifted  Field  ; 
Or  conquerM,  yet  unknowing  how  to  yield.        Dryd.Virg. 

So  tho'  lefs  worthy  Stones  are  drown'd  by  Night, 
The  faithful  Di'mond  keeps  his  native  Light; 
And  is  oblig'd  to  Darknefs  for  a  Ray, 
That  would  be  more  opprefs'd  than  help'd  by  Day.       Cowl. 

Whatever  betides,  by  Deftiny  'tis  done, 
And  better  bear  like  Men,  than  vainly  feek  to  fhun.     Dryd. 

(PaL&Artl 
But  fludibras,  who  fcorn'd  to  ftoop 

To  Fortune,  or  be  faid  to  droop, 

Chear'd  up  himfelf  with  Ends  of  Verfe, 

And  Sayings  of  Philolophers  : 

Quoth  he, 

I  am  not  now  in  Fortune's  Power, 

He  that  is  down,  can  fall  no  lower  ; 

And  as  we  fee  th'eclipfed  Sun, 

By  Mortals  is  more  gaz'd  upon, 

Than  when  adorn'd  with  all  his  Light, 

He  (nines  in  ferene  Sky  moil  bright : 

So  Valour  in  a  low  Eftate 

Is  mod  admir'd  and  wonder'd  at. 

As  Beards,  the  rearer  that  they  tend 

To  th'  Earth,  irill  grow  more  reverend  ; 

And  Cannons  flioot  the  higher  Pitches, 

The  lower  we  let  down  their  Breeches  : 

I'll  make  this  low  dejecled  State 

Advance  me  to  a  greater  Height.  HuL 

FORTUNE.     See  Fate,  Fool,  Vidffitude. 

On  high,  where  no  hoarfe  Winds  nor  Clouds  refort, 
The  hood-wink' d  Goddefs  keeps  her  partial  Court, 
Upon  a  Wheel  of  Amethyft  fhe  hV ; 
Gives  and  refumes,  3nd  fmilesand  frowns  by  fits. 
In  this  ftill  Labyrinth  around  her  lie 
Spells,  Philtres,   Globes  and  Schemes  of  Palmiftry. 
A  Sigil  in  this  Hand  the  Gipfy  bears. 
In  the  other  a  prophetick  Sieve  and  Shears.  Gar. 

O  Fortune,  fair  like  all  thy  treach'rous  Kind  ; 
But  faithlefs  ftill,  and  wavYing  as  the  Wind  : 

O  painted 
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Pope  Jan. 


O  painted  Monfter,  form'd  Mankind  to  cheat 

With  pleafing  Poifon,  and  with  &ft  Deceit.        •    Pope  Jan. 


Where  Nature  has  deny'd,  her  Favours  flow: 
*Tis  (he  that  gives,  (fo  mighty  is  her  Power  !) 
Faith  to  the  Jew,  Complexion  to  the  Moor. 
She  is  the  Wretch's  Wim,  the  Rook's  Pretence, 
The  Sluggard's  Eafe,  the  Coxcomb's  Providence  : 
Souls  heav'nly  born  her  faithlefs  Boons  defy; 
The  Brave  is  to  himfeif  a  Deity.  Gar. 

fortune  a  Goddefs  is  to  Fools  alone ; 
The  Wife  are  always  Matters  of  their  own.  J.  Dry  J.  Jun.  Juv. 

Fortune  was  never  worfhipp'd  by  the  Wife, 
But  fet  aloft  by  Fools,  ufurps  the  Skies.  Dryd.Juv. 

She  for  her  Pleafure  can  her  Fools  advance, 
And  tofs  'em  tcp-moft  on  the  Wlheel  of  Chance.  Dryd.  Jui\ 

Fortune!  made  up  of  Toys  and  Impudence, 
Thou  common  Jade,  that  haft  not  common  Senfe  ! 
But,  fond  of  Bus'nefs,  infolently  dares 
Pretend  to  rule,  and  fpoil  the  World's  Affairs. 
She  fiutt'ripg  up  and  down,  her  Favours  throws  "7 

On  the  next  met.  not  minding  what  fhe  does,  > 

Nor  why,  nor  whom  fhe  helps  or  injures,  knows.  \ 

Sometimes  £he  fmiles,  then  like  a  Fury  raves, 
And  feidom  truly  loves  but  Fools  or  Knaves. 
Let  her  love  whom  fhe  pleafe,  I  feern  to  woo  her ; 
While  fhe  ilays  with  me  Fll  be  civil  to  her ; 
But  if  fhe  offer  once  to  move  her  Wings, 
Til  fling  her  back  all  her  vain  gugaw  things ; 
And  arm'd  with  Virtue,  will  more  glorious  itand, 
Than  if  the  Bitch  Mill  bow'd  at  my  Command. 
I'll  marry  Honefly,  tho'  ne'er  fo  poor, 
Rather  than  follow  fuch  a  blind  dull  Whore.  Buck: 

Fortune's  a  Miflrefs  that  with  Caution's  kind, 
Knows  that  the  Conftant  merit  her  alone  :  (Carl. 

They,  who  tho' (lie  feem  froward,  yet  court  on.    Otzv.Don 

Were  file  a  common  Miflrefs,  kind  to  all,  (Orpb. 

Her  work  would  ceafe,  and  half  the  World  grow  idle.     Otvj. 

When  Fortune  means  to  Men  molt  Good, 
She  looks  upon  them  with  a  threat'ning  Eye.  Sbak.  K  John. 
Fortune,  that  with  malicious  Joy 

Does  Man,  her  Slave,  opprefs ; 
Proud  of  her  Office  to  deftroy, 
Is  feidom  pleas' d  to  blefs. 

1  Still 
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Still  various,  and  irconftant  ftiiJ, 
But  with  an  -Inclination  to  4>e  ill ; 

Promotes,  degrades,  delights  in  Strife, 
And  makes  a  Lottery  of  Life. 
I  can  enjoy  her  while  file's  kind  ; 
But  when  fhe  dances  in  the  Wind, 
And  fhakes  her  Wings,  and  will  not  flay, 
I  pufr  the  Proflitute  away. 
The  Little  or  the  much  fhe  gave  is  quietly  refign'd  : 
Content  with  Poverty,  my  Soul  I  arm  ; 
A  Virtue,  tho'  in  Rags,  will  keep  me  warm. 

What  is't  to  me, 
Who  never  fail  in  her  unfaithful  Sea, 

if  Storms  arife,  and  Clouds  grow  black, 
If  the  Maft  fplit,  and  threaten  Wreck  ? 
Then  let  the  greedy  Merchant  fear 

For  his  ill-gotten  Gain, 
And  pray  to  Gods  that  will  not  hear, 
While  the  debating  Winds  and  Billows  bear 
His  Wealth  into  the  Main, 
For  me,  fecure  from  Fortune's  Blows, 
Secure  of  what  I  cannot  lofe, 
In  my  frr.all  Pinnace  I  can  fail, 
Contemning  all  the  blufl'ring  Roar ; 
And  running  with  a  merry  Gale, 
With  friendly  Stars  my  Safety  feek 
Within  fome  little  winding  Creek, 

And  fee  the  Storm  afnore.  Dryd.  Hor, 

Good  Fortune  that  comes  feldom,  comes  more  welcome.  Dr\a. 
Whofe  Fortune  is  not  fitted  to  his  Will,  (Oe'dip. 

Too  great  or  little,  is  uneafy  ftnl  : 
Our  Shoes  and  Fortunes  fure  are  much  allay'd, 
We  limp  in  flrait,  and  Humble  in  the  wide.  Suff.  Hor. 

O  Mortals !  blind  in  Fate,   who  never  know 
To  bear  high  Fortune,  or  endure  the  low  !  Dryd.  Virg, 

Pleafure  has  been  the  Bus'nefs  of  my  Life, 
And  every  Change  of  Fortune  eafy  to  me, 
Becaufe  I  flill  was  eafy  to  my  felf.  Dryd.  Den  Seb. 

In  all  my  Wars  Good  Fortune  flew  before  me  ; 
Sublime  I  fat  in  Triumph  on  her  Wheel.  Drvd.  Den  Seb. 

Fortune  came  fmiiing  to  my  Youth,  and  woo'd  it ; 
And  purpled  Greatnefs  met  my  ripen'd  Years. 
When  rirft  I  came  to  Empire,  I  was  borne 
On  Tides  of  People  crouding  to  mv  Triumphs  : 
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The  Wifh  of  Nations,  and  the  willing  World 

ReceivM  me  as  its  Pledge  of  future  Peace  : 

I  was  fo  great,  fo  happy,  fo  belov'd, 

Fate  could  not  ruin  me;   till. I  took  pains, 

And  work'd  againit.  my  Fortune;  chid  her  from  me, 

And  turn'd  her  loofe,  yet  ftill  me  came  again. 

My  carelefs  Days,  and  my  luxurious  Night? 

At  length  have  wearied  her;  and  now  {he's  gone, 

Gone,  gone,  divorc'd  for  ever. 

Fortune  is  C^efnr's  now,  and  what  ami? 

Oh !   I  am  now  fo  funk  from  what  I  was, 

Thou  find'rtme  at  my  loweft  Water- mark  : 

The  Rivers,  that  ran  in  and  rais'd  my  Fortunes, 

Are  all  dry'd  up,  or  take  another  Courfe. 

What  I  have  left  is  from  my  native  Spring  ; 

Fve  ftill  a  Heart  that  fwells  in  fcorn  of  Fate, 

And  lifts  me  to  my  Banks. 

Glutton  of  Fortune!  thy  devouring  Youth 
Has  ftarvM  thy  wanton  Age.  Dryd  All  for  Live. 

Ay  me  !  what  Perils  do  inviron 

The  Man  that  meddles  with  cold  Tron  ? 

What  plaguy  Mifchiefs  and  Mif  haps 

Do  dog  him  it  ill  with  After-claps ! 

For  tho'  Dame  Fortune  feem'd  to  fmile, 

And  leer  upon  him  for  a  while: 

She'il  after  fhew  him,  in  the  nick 

Of  all  his  Honours  a  Dog-trick. 

For  Hudibras,  who  thought  had  won 

The  Field  as  certain  as  a  Gun  ; 

And,  having^routed  the  whole  Troop, 

With  Victory  was  cock-a-hoop; 

Found  in  few  Minutes  to  his  Colt, 

He  did  but  count  without  his  Hoft  ; 

And  that  a  Turn-fiile  is  more  certain, 

Than  in  Events  of  War  Dame  Fortune.  Hud. 

Events  are  doubtful  which  on  Battels  wait ; 
But  where's  the  Doubt  to  Souls  fecure  of  Fate  ?    Dryd,  Virg. 

How  hard  'tis  for  the  Profperous  to  fee 
That  Fate,  which  waits  on  Pow'r  and  Victory  f  How. 

*Tis  better  not  to  be,  than  to  be  unhappy  I 
*Tis  better  not  to  be,  than  to  be  Creon  : 
A  thinking  Soul  is  Punilhment  enough  ; 
But  when  'tis  great,  like  mine,  and  wretched  too, 
Then  ev'ry  Thought  draws  Blood. 

I  z  My 
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My  Soul's  ill  married  to  my  Body : 
I  would  be  young,  be  handfome,  be  belov'd. 
Could  I  but  breathe  my  felf  into  Adrajius  ! 
Were  but  my  Soul  in  Oedipus,  I  were  a  King  ! 
Then  I  had  kill'd  a  Monfter  !  Gain'd  a  Battel ! 
And  had  my  Rival  Pris'ner  !  Brave,  brave  Actions! 
Why  have  not  I  done  thefe  ?  My  Fortune  hinder'd  ; 
There's  it :  I  have  a  Soul  to  do  'em  all : 
But  Fortune  will  have  nothing  done  that's  great, 
Eut  by  young  handfome  Fools !  Body  and  Brawn 
Do  all  her  Work  :  Hercules  was  a  Fool ! 
And  ftrait  grew  famous  ;  A  mad  boift'rous  Fool ! 
Nay  worfe  a  Woman's  Fool. 

Fool  is  the  Stuff  of  which  Heav'n  makes  a  Hero.         Dry  J. 

[Spoken  by  Creon  is  Oedipus  ] 
Nature  meant  me 
A  Wife,  a  filly  harmlefs  houfhold  Dove, 
Fond  without  Art,  and  kind  without  Deceit : 
But  Fortune,  that  has  made  a  Miftrefs  of  me, 
Has  thruft  me  out  to  the  wide  World,  unfurnifh'd  (for  Love. 
Of  Falfhood  to  be  happy.        [Spoken  by  Cleopatra.]  Dryd.  All 

Why  was  I  fram'd  with  this  plain  honeft.  Heart, 
Which  knows  not  to  difguife  its  Griefs  andWeaknefs: 
But  bears  its  Workings  outward  to  the  World  ? 

I'm  made  a  fhallow-forded  Stream, 
Seen  to  the  bottom  :  Ail  my  Clearnefs  fcorn'd, 
And  all  my  Faults  expos'd.  Dryd.  All/or  Love* 

Fate's  dark  RecefTes  we  can  never  find, 
But  Fortune,  at  fome  Hours,  to  all  is  kind  ; 
The  Lucky  have  whole  Days,  which  Hill  they  chufe ;    (Love. 
Th'Unlucky  have  but  Hours,  and  thofe  they  lofe.    Dry.  Tyr. 

Who  knows  what  changeful  Fortune  may  produce?    Dryd. 

(Virg. 
FOWL,    ^tt  Mercury. 

So  fpread  upon  a  Lake,  with  upward  Eye 
A  Plump  of  Fowl  behold  their  Foe  on  high  : 
They  clofe  their  trembling  Troop,  and  all  attend 
On  whom  the  foufing  Eagle  will  defcend.  Dryd.  Tbeod.  &  Hen. 

See  over- head  a  Fiock  of  new-fprung  Fowl 
Hangs  in  the  Air,  and  does  the  Sun  controul  ; 
Dark'ning  the  Sky  they  hover  o'er,  and  Ihroud 
The  wanton  Sailors  with  a  feather'd  Cloud.  Wall. 
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F  R  E  E  D  O  M.     See  liberty. 

Freedom,  the  firft  Delight  of  human  kind  ?    Dry.  Per/. 
Freedom  with  Vertue  takes  her  Seat, 

Her  proper  Place,  her  only  Scene 

Is  in  the  golden  Mean. 
She  lives  not  with  .the  Poor,  nor  with  the  Great. 
The  Wings  of  thofe  Necefity  has  dipt, 

And  they're  in  Fortune's  Bridezcel  whipt, 

To  the  laborious  Task  of  Bread: 
Thefe  are  by  various  Tyrants  captive  led. 
Now  wild  Ambition,   with  imperious  Force, 
Rides,  reins,  and  fpurs  them,  like  th'unruly  Horfe  : 

And  fervile  Avrice  yoaks  them  now, 

Like  toilfome  Oxen,  to  the  Plough  : 
And  fometimes  Lufl,  like  the  mifguiding  Light, 
Draws  them  thro'  all  the  Labyrinths  of  Night. 
If  any  few  among  the  Great  there  be 
From  thefe  infulting  Pafficns  free  : 

Yet  we  ev'n  thofe  too  fetter'd  fee 
By  Cuftom,  Bus'nefs,  Crowds,  and  formal  Decency. 
And  wherefo'er  they  flay,  and  wherefo'er  they  go, 

Impertinences  round  them  flow. 

Thefe  are  the  fmall  uneafy  Things, 

Which  about  Greatnefs  Hill  are  found, 

And  rather  it  moleft  than  wound  : 
Like  Gnats,  which  too  much  Heat  of  Summer  brijags : 
But  Cares  do  fwarm  there  too,  and  thofe  have  Stings.    Cowl, 

FRIEND. 
I  had  a  Friend  that  lov'd  me  : 
I  was  his  -Soul :  He  liv'd  not  but  in  me  : 
"We  were  fo  clos'd  within  each  other's  Breaft, 
The  Rivets  were  not  found  that  joinM  us  firft. 
That  does  not  reach  us  yet :  We  were  fo  mix'd, 
As  meeting  Streams  ;  both  to  our  felves  were  loft. 
We  were  one  Mafs,  we  could  not  give  or  take, 
But  from  the  fame;  for  he  was  I  ;  I,  He  : 
Return  my  better  Half,  and  give  me  all  myfelf, 
For  thou  art  all ! 

If  I  have  any  Joy  when  thou  art  abfent, 
I  grudge  it  to  myfelf :  Methinks  I  rob 
Thee  of  thy  Part.  Dryd.  All  for  Love. 

I  3  Thou 
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Thou  Brother  of  my  Choice  :  A  Rand  more  (acred 
Than  Nature's  brittle  Tie.     By  holy  Friendship, 
Glory  and  Fame  flood  ftill  for  thy  Arrival; 
My  Soul  feem'd  wanting  of  its  better  Half, 
And  languifh'd  for  thy  Abfence;  like  a  Prophet 
That  waits  the  Infpiration  of  its  God.  Rowe  Tom* 

Art  thou  not  half  my  felf? 
One  Faith  has  ever  bound  us,  and  one  Reafon 
Guided  our  Wills.  Rowe  Fair  Pen. 

Thus  from  our  Infancy  we  hand  in  hand 
Have  trod  the  Path  of  Life  in  Love  together  : 
One  Bed  has  held  us;  and  the  fame  Defires, 
The  fame  Averfions  flill  imploy'd  our  Thoughts. 
Whene'er  had  I  Friend  that  was  not  Polydors, 
Or  Polydcr  a  Foe  that  was  not  mine  ?  Otzv.  Orph. 

Who  knows  the  Joys  of  Friendhhip  ? 
-The  Trull,  Security,  and  mutual  Tendernefs? 
The  double  Joys,  where  each  is  glad  for  both  ? 
Friendfhip  our  only  Wealth,  our  laft  Retreat  and  Strength, 
Secure  again!!  ill  Fortune  and  the  World.      Rowe  Pair  Pen. 

Neither  has  any  thing  he  calls  his  own, 
But  of  each  other's  Joys  as  Griefs  partaking: 
So  very  honeilly,  fo  well  they  love, 
As  they  were  only  for  each  other  born.  Otw.  Orph. 

They  both  were  Servants,  they  both  Princes  were. 
\i  any  Joy  to  one  of  them  was  fent, 
It  was  moft  his  to  whom  it  leaft  was  meant  : 
And  Fortune's  Malice  betwixt  both  was  crofs'd ; 
Forftriking  one,  it  wounded  th'other  moft.  Cowl. 

Then  Ibejeus,  join'd  with  bold  Pirithous,  came, 
A  ftngle  Concord  in  a  double  Name.  Dryd.  Ovid. 

Their  Love  in  early  Infancy  began, 
And  rofe  as  Childhood  ripen'd  into  Man  : 
Companions  of  the  War  ;  and  lov'd  fo  well,  "7 

That  when  one  dy'd,  as  antient  Stories  tell,  > 

His  Fellow,  to  redeem  him,  went  to  Hell.  Dry.  Pa/.iff Arc.  3 

There  have  been  fewer  Friends  on  Earth  than  Kings.  Cowl. 

Friendfllip,  of  itfelf  a  holy  Tie, 
Is  made  more  faced  by  Adverfity.      Dryd.  Hind.  &  Panth, 

A  gen'rous  Friendfhip  no  cold  Medium  knows  ; 
Burns  with  one  Love,  with  one  Refentment  glows : 
One  fhould  our  Int'rcfts  and  our  Pafiions  be  ; 
My  Friend  mult  hate  the  Man  that  inju:es  me.     Pope  Horn. 
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The  Friends  thou  haft,  and  their  Adoption  try'd, 
Grapple  them  to  thy  Soul  with  Hoops  of  Steel.  Sbak.  Haml. 

Ever  note,  Lucilius. 
When  Love  begins  to  ficken  and  decay, 
It  ufes  an  enforced  Ceremony. 
There  are  no  Tricks  in  plain  and  fimple  Faith  : 
But  hollow  Men,  like  Horfes  hot  at  hand, 
Make  gallant  Shew  and  Promife  of  their  Mettle; 
But  when  they  fiiould  endure  the  bloody  Spur, 
They  fall  their  Creft,  and  like  deceitful  Jades, 
•Sink  in  the  Trial.  Sba.k.  Jul.  C<ef. 

Protections  of  Friendftiip. 

'Tis  not  indeed  my  Talent  to  engage 
In  lofty  Trifles,  or  to  fwell  my  Page 
"With  Wind  and  Noife ;  but  freely  to  impart, 
As  to  a  Friend,  the  Secrets  of  my  Heart : 
And  in  familiar  Speech  to  let  thee  know 
How  much  I  love  thee,  and  how  much  I  owe, 
Knock  on  my  Heart,  for  thou  haft  Skill  to  find  ^ 

If  it  be  folid.  or  be  fiil'd  with  Wind  ;  > 

And  thro'  the  Veil  of  Words  thou  view'ft  the  naked  Mind.  £ 
For  this  a  hundred  Voices  I  deiire, 
To  tell  thee  what  a  hundred  Tongues  would  tire ; 
Yet  never  can  be  worthily  exprefs'd, 
How  deeply  thou  art  feated  in  my  Breaft  I         Dryd.  Per/. 

Oh !  thou'rt  fo  near  myHeart,that  thou  may'ft  fee  [Fen. Pre/. 
Its  Bottom ;  found  its  Strength  and  Firmnefs  to  thee.     Otw. 

No  Fate  my  vow'd  Affection  fhall  divide 
From  thee,  Keroick  Youth  !  Be  wholly  mine  ! 
Take  full  PolTeffion  !  All  my  Soul  is  thine  ! 
One  Faith,  one  Fame,  one  Fate  fhall  both  attend; 
My  Life's  Companion,  and  my  Bofom  Friend  !   Dryd.  Virg. 

But  if  fome  Chance,  as  many  Chances  are, 
And  doubtful  Hazards  in  the  Deeds  of  War  ; 
If  one  fhould  reach  my  Head,  there  let  it  fall, 
And  fpare  thy  Life;  I  would  not  perifli  All.      Dryd. Virg. 

FROST.    See  Winter. 

FROWN. 

With  hoftile  Frown,  and  Vifage  all  inflam'd.  Dryd. 

Mark,  my  Sehaftian,  how  that  fullen  Frown, 
Like  flaming  Lightening,  opens  angry  Heav'n, 
And  while  it  kills,  delights.  Dnd,  Don.  Seh. 
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All  thefe  Wrongs 
Have  never  made  me  four  my  patient  Cheek, 
Or  bend  one  Wrinkle  on  my  Face.  Sbak.  Ricb.  2. 

As  when  two  black  Clouds, 
With  HeavVs  Artillery  fraught,  come  rattling  on 
Over  the  Cafpian',  then  Hand  front  to  front, 
Hov'ring  a  Space,  till  Winds  tha  Signal  blow, 
To  join  their  dark  Encounter  in  mid  Ai'r  : 
So  frown'd  the  mighty  Combatants.  Milt. 

He  parted  frowning  from  me,  as  if  Ruin 
Leap'd  from  his  Eyes.     So  looks  the  chafed  Lion 
Upon  the  daring  Huntfman,  who  has  gail'd  him  ; 
Then  makes  him  nothing.  Shak*  Hen.  S. 

Roman    FUNERAL.    . 

Mean  time  the  Rites  and  FunVal  Pomps  prepare, 
'Due  to  your  dead  Companions  of  the  War : 
The  lafl  Refpec~t  the  Living  can  bellow, 
To  fhield  their  Shadows  from  Contempt  below. 
That  conquer'd  Earth  be  theirs,  for  which  they  fought, 
And  which  for  us  with  their  own  Blood  they  bought. 

They  raife  the  Piles  along  the  winding  Strand  : 
Their  Friends  convey  the  Dead  to  Fun'ral  Fires. 
Thence  thrice  around  the  kindled  Piles  they  go, 
Thrice  Horfe  and  Foot  about  the  Fires  are  led, 
And  thrice  with  loud  Laments  they  hail  the  Dead. 
Tears  trickling  down  their  Breads,  bedew  the  Ground ; 
And  Drums  and  Trumpets  mix  their  mournful  Sound. 
Amid  the  Blaze  their  pious  Brethren  throw 
The  Spoils  in  Battel  taken  from  the  Foe  : 
Helms,  Bits  embofs'd,  and  Swords  of  mining  Steel, 
One  cafts  a  Target,  one  a  Chariot-Wheel : 
Some  to  their  Fellows  their  own  Arms  reftore ; 
The  Fauchions,  which  in  lucklefs  Fight  they  bore  : 
Their  Bucklers  pierc'd,  their  Darts  beltow'd  in  vain, 
And  fhiver'd  Lances,  gather'd  from  the  Plain. 
Whole  Herds  of  offer' d  Bulls  about  the  Fire, 
And  brillled  Boar?,  and  woolly  Sheep  expire. 
Around  the  Piles  a  careful  Troop  attends, 
To  watch  the  wafting  Flames,  and  weep  their  burning  Friends. 
Part  in  the  Place?,  where  they  fell,  are  laid, 
And  Part  are  to  the  neighb'ring  Fields  convey  *d. 
The  Corps  of  Kings,  and  Captains  of  Renown, 
Borne  oft"  in  State,  are  bury'd  in  the  Town: 

The 
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The  reft  unhonour'd,  and  without  a  Name, 
Are  cart  a  common  Heap  to  feed  the  Flame. 

Now  had  the  Morning  thrice  renew'd  the  Light, 
And  thrice  difpell'd  the  Shadows  of  the  Night  ; 
When  thofe,  who  round  the  wafted  Flames  remain, 
Perform  the  laft  fad  Office  to  the  Slain. 
They  rake  the  yet  warm  Ames  from  below  ; 
Thefe,  and  the  Bones  unburn'd,  in  Earth  beftow  : 
Thefe  Relicks  with  their  Country's  Rites  they  grace, 
And  raife  a  Mount  of  Turf  around  the  Place.  Dryd.Virg 

Mean  while  the  Trojan  Troops,  with  weeping  Eyes, 
To  dead  Mlfenus  pay  his  Obfequies. 
In  Altar-wife  a  ftately  Pile  they  rear, 
Of  Pitch-Trees,  Oaks,  and  Pines,  and  uncluous  Fir, 
The  Balis  broad  below,  the  Top  advanc'd  in  Air, 
The  Fabrick's  Front  with  Cyprefs  Twigs  they  ftrew, 
And  ftick  the  Sides  with  Boughs  of  baleful  Yew ; 
The  topmoft  Part  his  glitt'ring  Arms  adorn; 
Warm  Waters  then,  in  brazen  Cauldrons  born, 
Are  pour'd  to  warn  the  Body  Joint  by  Joint, 
And  fragrant  Oils  the  ftiffen'd  Limbs  anoint. 
With  Groans  and  Cries  Mlfenus  they  deplore, 
Then  on  a  Bier,  with  Purple  cover'd  o'er, 
The  breathlels  Body,  thus  bewail'd,  they  lay,  -3 

And  fire  the  Pile,  their  Faces  turn'd  away  ;  J 

Such  rev'rend  Rites  their  Fathers  us'd  to  pay. 
Pure  Oil  and  Incenie  on  the  Fire  they  throw, 
And  Fat  of  Victims  which  his  Friends  beftow. 
Thefe  Gifts  the  greedy  Flames  to  Duft  devour, 
Then,  on  the  living  Coals,  red  Wine  they  pour. 
And  laft,  the  Relicks  by  themle! ves  difpofe, 
Which  in  a  brazen  Urn  the  Priefts  inclofe. 
Old  Cborineus  compafVd  thrice  the  Crew, 
And  dipt  an  Olive-Branch  in  holy  Dew  ; 
Which  thrice  he  fprinkled  round,  and  thrice  aloud 
Invok'd  the  Dead,  and  then  difmifs'd  the  Croud.  Drjd.  Virg 

FUNERAL     PROCESSION. 

JEneas  took  his  Way, 
Where,  new  in  Death,  lamented  ? alias  lay  : 
Acates  watch' d  the  Corps. 
Th'Attendants  of  the  Slain  his  Sorrow  mare; 
A  Troop  of  Trojans  mix'd  with  thofe  appear, 
And  mourning  Matrons  with  difhevel'd  Hair. 

I  5  Soon 
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Soon  as  the  Prince  appears,  they  raife  a  Cry, 
All  beat  their  Breaft?,  and  Echoe3  rend  the  Sky. 
They  rear  his  drooping  Forehead  from  the  Ground  : 
But  when  JEneas  vievv'd  the  grifly  Wound, 
Whick  P alias  in  his  manly  Bofom  bore, 
And  the  fair  Fleih  diltain'd  with  purple  Gore  ; 
Firft,  melting  into  Tears,  the  pious  Man 
Deplor'd  fo  fad  a  Sight  : 

Then  gave  the  Word  around, 
To  raife  the  breathlefs  Body  from  the  Ground  ; 
And  chofe  a  Thoufand  Horfe,  the  Flow'r  of  all 
His  warlike  Troops  to  wait  the  Funeral  : 
To  bear  him  back,  and  fhare  Evanderh  Grief; 
A  well-becoming,  but  a  weak  Relief. 
Of  oaken  Twigs  they  twill  an  eafy  Bier, 
Then  on  their  Shoulders  the  fad  Burden  rear. 
The  Body  on  this  rural  Herfe  is  borne 
Strew'd  Leaves  and  funeral  Green  the  Bier  adorn. 
Then  two  fair  Veils  of  wond'rous  Work  and  Coft, 
Of  Parple  woven,  and  with  Gold  embolVd, 
For  Ornament  the  Trojan  Hero  brought  ; 
One  Veft  array'd  the  Corps,  and  one  they  fpread 
O'er  his  clos'd  Eyes,  and  wrapt  around  his  Head ; 
That  when  the  yellow  Hair  in  Flame  fliould  fall, 
The  catching  Fire  might  burn  the  golden  Caul. 
Befides,  the  Spoils  of  Foes  in  Battel  flain, 
Arms,  Trappings,  Horfes,  by  the  Herfe  are  led 
In  long  Array  (th'Atchievements  of  the  Dead  ) 
Then,  pinion'd  with  their  Hands  behind,  appear 
Th'  unhappy  Captives  marching  in  the  Rear  : 
Appointed  OiF'rings  in  the  Vigor's  Name, 
To  fprinkle  with  their  Blood  the  Fun'ral  Flame. 
Inferior  Trophies  by  the  Chiefs  are  borne, 
Gauntlets  and  Helms  their  loaded  Hands  adorn  : 
And  fair  Infcriptions  fiYd,  and  Titles  read, 
Of  Latian  Leaders  conquer'd  by  the  Dead. 

Actftes  on  his  Pupil's  Corps  attends, 
With  feeble  Steps,  fupported  by  his  Friends, 
Paufmg  at  evVy  Pace. 

The  Champion's  Chariot  next  is  feen  to  roll, 
Befmear'd  with  hoftile  Blood,  and  honourably  foul. 
Toclofe  the  Pomp,  JEthon,  the  Steed  of  State, 
Is  led,  the  Fun'ral  of  his  Lord  to  wait ; 
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Script  of  his  Trappings,  with  a  fullen  Pace 

He  walks;  and  the  big  Tears  run  rolling  down  his  Face. 

The  Lance  of  FaUas>  and  the  crimfon  Creft, 

Are  borne  behind  ;  the  Victor  feiz'd  the  reft. 

The  March  begins:  The  Tumpets  hoarfly  found; 

The  Pikes  and  Lances  trail  along  the  Ground. 

In  long  PofTeffion  rank'd,  they  thus  direct  their  Courfe 

To  Patlarit-ean  Tow'rs. 

Rufhk'g  from  out  the  Gate,  the  People  ftand, 

Each  with  a  FunYai  Flambeau  in  his  Hand  : 

Wildly  they  ftare,  diftra&ed  with  Amaze  : 

The  Fields  are  lighten'd  with  a  fiery  Blaze, 

That  caft  a  ful'en  Splendor  on  their  Friends. 

The  marching  Troop,  which  their  dead  Prince  attends. 

Both  Parties  meet;  they  raife  a  doleful  Cry,  *> 

The  Matrons  from  the  Walls  with  Shrieks  reply  :  f> 

And  their  mix'd  Mourning  rends  the  vaulted  Sky.  \ 

The  Town  is  fill'd  withTumult  and  with  Tears.  Dryd.  Virg. 

Grecian  FUNERAL. 
The  Peafants  were  enjoin'd, 
Sere-Wood,  and  Firs,  and  dodder'd  Oaks  to  find. 
With  founding  Axes  to  the  Grove  they  go, 
Fell,  fplit,  and  lay  the  Fewel  on  a  Row  ; 
Vulcanian  Food  :  A  Bier  is  next  preparM, 
On  which  the  lifelefs  Body  mould  be  rear'd, 
Cover' d  with  Cloth  of  Gold,  on  which  was  laid 
The  Corps  of  Arcite  in  like  Robes  array'd. 
White  Gloves  were  on  his  Hands,  and  on  his  Head 
A  Wreath  of  Laurel,  mix'd  with  Mirtle,  fpread. 
A  Sword  keen-edg'd  within  his  Right  he  held, 
The  warlike  Emblem  of  the  conquer' d  Field  : 
Bare  was  his  manly  Vifige  on  the  Bier  ; 
Menac'd  his  Countenance,  ev'n  in  Death  fevere. 
Then  to  the  Palace- Hall  they  bore  the  Knight, 
To  lie  in  folemn  State,  a  publick  Sight : 
Groans,  Cries,  and  Howlings  fill  the  crouded  Place, 
And  unaffected  Sorrow  fate  on  zv'xy  Face. 
Sad  Palamon  above  the  reft  appears, 
In  fable  Garments  dew'd  with  guihing  Tears: 
His  auborn  Locks  on  either  Shoulder  flow'd, 
Which  to  the  Fun'ral  of  his  Friend  he  vow'd, 
But  Emi/y,  as  Chief,  was  next  his  Side, 
A  Virgin  Widow,  and  a  Mourning  Bride, 

1  6  The 
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The  Steed  that  bore  him  living  to  the  Fight 

Was  trap'd  with  polihYd  Steel,  all  Aiming  bright, 

And  cover'd  with  th' Achievements  of  the  Knight. 

The  Riders  rode  abreaft,  and  on  his  Shield, 

His  Lance  of  Cornel- Wood  another  held  :' 

The  third  his  Bow  :  And  glorious  to  behold 

The  coftly  Quiver,  all  of  burniftVd  Gold. 

The  noblefl:  of  the  Grecians  next  appear, 

And  weeping,  on  their  Shoulders  bore  the  Bier; 

With  fober  Pace  they  march'd,  and  often  itay'd, 

And  thro'  the  Mafier-ilreet  the  Corps  conveyU 

The  Houfes  to  their  Tops  with  black  were  fpread, 

And  ev'n  the  Pavements  were  with  Mourning  hid. 

The  right  Side  of  the  Pall  old  Egeus  kept, 

And  on  the  left  the  royal  The  feus  wept; 

Each  bore  a  golden  Bowl  of  Work  divine, 

With  Honey  nll'd,  and  Milk ;  and  mix'd  with  ruddy  Wine. 

Then  Palamon,  the  Kinfman  of  the  Slain, 
And  after  hjm  appear'd  th'illuflrious  Train. 
To  grace  the  Pomp  came  Emily  the  bright, 
With  cover'd  Fire,  the  fun'ral  Pile  to  light. 
So  lofty  was  the  Pile,  a  Parthian  Bow, 
With  Vigour  drawn,  mull  fend  the  Shaft  below. 
The  Bottom  was  full  twenty  Fathom  Broad 
With  crackling  Straw  beneath,  m  due  Properties  ftrow'd. 
The  Fabrick  feem  d  a  Wood  of  rifmg  Green, 
With  Sulphur  and  Bitumen  call  between, 
To  feed  the  Flames :  The  Straw  was  laid  below; 
Of  Chips  and  Serewood  was  the  fecond  Row; 
The  third  of  Greens,  and  Timber  newly  fell'd ; 
The  fourth  high  Stage  the  fragrant  Odours  held, 
And  Pearls,  and  precious  Stones,  and  rich  Array; 
Jn  midfl  of  which,  embalm'd,  the  Body  lay 
The  Service  fung,  the  Maid  with  Mourning  Eyes 
1 -he .Stubbie  fir'd  ;  the  fmouldring  Flames  arife,- 
While  the  devouring  Fire  was  burning  fair, 
Rich  Jewels  in  the  Flames  the  Wealthy  call ; 
And  fome  their  Shields,  and  fome  their  Lances  threw, 
And  gave  the  Warrior's  Ghoft  a  Warrior's  Due 
Full  Bowls  of  Wi^c,  of  Honey,  Milk,  and  Blood,  7 

Were  pour  d  upon  the  Pile  of  burning  Wood  j  C 

And  hilling  Flames  receive,  and  hungry  lick  the  Food.      \ 
Then  thrice  the  mounted  Squadrons  ride  around  , 

The  Fire,  and  Jra'u'i  Name  thev  thrice  refgund  : 

mi 


Furies.     Futurity.  205 

Hail,  and  farewel,  they  fhouted  thrice  amain  ; 
Thrice  facing  to  the  Left,  and  thrice  they  turn'd  again. 
Still  as  they  turn'd,  they  beat  tl  <:ir  clattering  Shields, 
The  Women  mix  their  Cries,  and  Clamour  fills  the  Fields. 
The  warlike  Wakes  continu'd  all  the  Night,        (Pal.  cjf  Arc. 
And  fun'ral  Games  were  play'd  at  new- returning  Light.  Dryd. 

FURIES.     SeeAlefio. 
Deep  in  the  difmal  Regions  void  of  Light, 
Three  Daughters  at  a  Birth  were  born  to  Night: 
Thefe  their  brown  Mother,  brooding  on  her  Care, 
Indu'd  with  windy  Wings  to  flit  in  Air, 
With  Serpents  girt  alike,  and  crown'd  with  hifling  Hair. 
In  Heav'n  the  Dira  call'd  ;  and  Mill  at  hand, 
Before  the  Throne  of  angry  'Jove  they  ftand  : 
His  Minifters  of  Wrath  !  and  ready  ilill, 
The  Mi"ds  of  mortal  Men  with  Fears  to  fill: 
Whene'er  the  moody  Sire,  to  wreak  his  Hate, 
On  Realms  or  Towns  deferving  of  their  Fate, 
Hurls  down  Difeafes,  Death,  and  deadly  Care, 
And  terrifies  the  guilty  World  with  War.  Dryd.  Virg, 

Infernal  Offsprings  of  the  Night, 
Debarr'd  of  Heav'n,  their  native  Right ; 
And  from  the  glorious  Field-  of  Light, 
Condemn' d  in  Shades  to  drag  the  Chain, 
And  fill  with  Groans  the  gloomy  Plain: 
Whofe  Good  is  J 11,  whofe  Joy  is  Woe, 
Whofe  Works  t'embroil  the  Worlds  above, 
DHhirb  their  Union,  difunite  their  Love,         ( Alb.  1$  Alba. 
And  blaft  the  beauteous  Frame  of  their  victorious  Foe.    Dryd. 

FUTURITY. 

Diftrufl:  and  Darknefs  of  a  future  State, 

Make  poor  Mankind  fo  fearful  of  their  Fate. 

Death  in  itfelf  is  nothing,  but  we  fe~r 

To  be  we  know  not  what,  we  know  not  where.    Dryd.  Auren* 

To  be  or  not  be  !  that  is  the  Queition ! 
Whether  'tis  nobler  in  the  Mind  to  fuffer 
The  Slings  and  Arrow's  of  outragious  Fortune, 
Or  to  take  Arms  againil  a  Sea  of  Troubles, 
And  by  oppofing  end  them  !  To  die !  to  fleep! 
No  more!  and  by  a  Sleep  to  fay  we  end 
The  Heart-ach,  and  the  thoufand  nat'ral  Shocks 
Tkat  FJefli  is  Heir  to!  'Tis  a  Confummation 

Devoutly 


206  Futurity, 

Devoutly  to  be  wiuYd.     To  die  !  to  fleep  ! 
To  fleep,  perchance  to  dream  !  Ay,  there's  the  Rub ; 
For  in  that  Sleep  of  Death  what  Dreams  may  come, 
When  we  have  fhufrTd  off  this  mortal  Coyle, 
M uft  give  us  Paufe.     There's  the  Refpect 
That  makes  Calamity  of  fo  long  Life : 
For  who  would  bear  the  Whips  and  Scorns  of  Time, 
Th'OppreiTor's  Wrong,  the  poor  Man's  Contumely, 
The  Pangs  of  defpis'd  Love,  the  Law's  Delay, 
The  Infolence  of  Office,  and  the  Spurns 
That  patient  Merit  of  th'  Unworthy  takes, 
When  he  himfe'f  might  his  Quietus  make 
With  a.  bare  Bodkin  ?  Who  would  Fardles  bear, 
To  groan  and  fweat  under  a  weary  Life, 
But  that  the  Dread  of  fomething  after  Death, 
The  undifcover'd  Country,  from  whofe  Borne 
No  Traveller  returns,  puzzles  the  Will, 
And  makes  us  rather  bear  thofe  Ills  we  have, 
Than  fly  to  others  that  We  know  not  of  ? 
Thus  Conference  does  make  Cowards  of  us  all; 
And  thus  the  native. Hie w  of  Refolution 
Is  ncklied  o'er  with  the  pale  Caft  of  Thought ; 
And  Enterprizes  of  great  Pith  and  Moment, 
With  this  Regard  their  Currents  turn  away, 
And  lofe  the  Name  of  Aclion.  Skak.  Ham/. 

Inwhatfoever  Character 

The  Book  of  Fate  is  writ  : 

'Tis  well  we  underfcand  not  it : 
We  mould  grow  mad  with  too  much  Learning  there. 
Upon  the  Brink  of  ev'ry  111  we  did  forefee, 

Undecently  and  foolifhly, 
We  mould  iiand  fhiv'ring,  and  but  {lowly  venture 

The  fatal  Flood  to  enter. 
Since  willing  or  unwilling,  we  mult  do  it, 
They  feel  leait  Cold  ar.d  Pain  who  plunge  at  once,  into  it.  Cazul- 

Then  ask  not  Bodies  doom'd  to  die, 
To  what  Abode  they  go  ; 

Since  Knowledge  is  but  Sorrow's  Spy, 

'Tis  better  not  to  know.  Dav, 

Divines  but  peep  on  undifcover'd  Worlds, 
And  draw  the  diftant  Landskip  as  they  pleafe: 
But  who  has  e'er  return'd  from  thofe  bright  Regions, 
To  tell  their  Manners,  and  relate  their  Laws  \  Pry*  Den  Seb. 

Think, 
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Think,  timely  think,  on  the  hit  dreadful  Day, 
How  you  will  tremble  there  to  ftand  expos'd 
The  foremoll  in  the  Rank  of  guilty  Ghofts, 
That  mult  be  doom'd  for  Murder  !  think  on  Murder ! 
That  Troop  is  plac'd  apart  from  common  Crimes  : 
The  Damn'd  themfcives  flare  wide,  and  fliun  that  Band, 
As  far  more  black,  and  more  forlorn  than  they. 

'Tis  terrible !  it  makes,  it  fbggers  me  : 
I  know  this  Truth,  but  I  repeli'd  the  Thought. 
Sure  there  is  none  but  fears  a  future  State; 
And  when  the  molt  obdurate  fwear  they  do  not,    (Span.  Fry. 
1  heir  trembling  Hearts  bely  their  boafting  Tongues.    Dryd. 

Confider  former  Ages  paft  and  gone. 
Whofe  Circles  ended  long  e're  thine  begun  : 
Then  tell  me,  Fool,  what  Part  in  them  thou  haft; 
Thus  may'ft  thou  judge  the  Future  by  the  paft. 
What  Horrour  feeft  thou  in  that  quiet  State? 
What  Bugbear  Dreams  to  fright  thee  after  Fate  ? 
No  Ghofts,  no  Goblins,  that  Hill  Paflage  keep, 
But  all  is  there  ferene  in  that  eternal  Sleep. 
For  all  the  difmal  Tales  that  Poets  tell, 
Are  verify 'd  on  Earth,  and  not  in  Hell  ; 
No  Tantalus  looks  up  with  fearful  Eye, 
Or  dreads  th' impending  Rock  to  crufh  him  from  on  high. 
But  fear  of  Chance  on  Earth  difturbs  our  eafy  Hours, 
Or  vain  imagin'd  Wrath  of  vain-imagin'd  Pow'rs. 
No  Tityus,  torn  by  Vultures,  lies  in  Hell;  'f 

Nor  could  the  Lobes  of  his  rank  Liver  fwell  > 

To  that  prodigious  Mafs  for  their  eternal  Meal.  3 

Not  tho'  his  monttrous  Bulk  had  cover'd  o'er  O 

Nine  fpreading  Acres,  or  nine  thoufand  more ;  >■ 

Not  tho*  the  Globe  of  Earth  had  been  the  Giant's  Floor.    3 
Nor  in  eternal  Torments  could  he  lie; 
Nor  could  his  Corps  fufficient  Food  iupply : 
But  he's  the  Tityus,  who,  by  Love  opprefs'd, 
Or  Tyrant  Paliion  preying  on  his  Breait, 
And  ever-anxious  Thoughts,  is  robb'd  of  Reft, 
The  Sifypbus  is  he,  whom  Noifeand  Strife 
Seduce  from  all  the  foft  Retreats  of  Life, 
To  vex  the  Government,  difturb  the  Laws: 
Drunk  with  the  Fumes  of  popular  Applaufe, 
He  courts  the  giddy  Croud  to  make  him  greaf, 
And  fweats  and  toils  in  vain  to  mount  the  iovVeign  Scat. 

For 
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For  ftill  to  aim  at  Pow'r,  and  ftill  to  fail, 

Ever  to  ftrive,  and  never  to  prevail ; 

What  is  it,  but  in  Reafon's  true  Account, 

To  heave  the  Stone  againft  the  rifing  Mount? 

Which  urg'd,  and  labour'd,  and  forc'd  up  with  Pain, 

Recoils,  and  rolls  impetuous  down,  and  fmokes  along  the 

Then  ftill  to  treat  thy  ever  craving-Mind  (Plain. 

With  cv'ry  Bleffing,  and  of  ev'ry  kind  ; 

Yet  never  fill  thy  rav'ning  Appetite, 

Tho'  Years  and  Seafons  vary  thy  Delight ; 

Yet  nothing  to  be  feen  of  all  thy  Store, 

But  ftill  the  Wolf  within  thee  barks  for  more: 

This  is  the  Fable's  Moral,  which  they  tell 

Of  fifty  foolifh  Virgins  damned  in  Hell, 

To  leaky  VelTels,  which  the  Liquor  fpill, 

To  VelTels  of  their  Sex,  which  none  could  ever  fill. 

As  for  the  Dogs,  the  Furies,  and  their  Snakes, 

The  gloomy  Caverns,  and  the  burning  Lakes, 

And  all  the  vain,  infernal  Trumpery, 

They  neither  are,  nor  were,  nor  e'er- can  be. 

But  here  on  Earth  the  Guilty  have  in  view 

The  mighty  Pains  to  mighty  Mifchiefs  due, 

Racks,  Priibns,  Poifons,  the  Tarpeian  Rock, 

Stripes,  Hangmen,  Pitch,  and  furfocating  Smoke  ; 

And  laft,  and  mod,  if  thefe  were  caft  behind, 

Th*  avenging  Horror  of  a  confcious  Mind, 

Whofe  deadly  Fear  anticipates  the  Blow, 

And  fees  no  End  of  Psnimment  and  Woe  ; 

But  looks  for  more  at  the  laft  Gafp  of  Breath  ; 

This  makes  a  Hell  on  Earth,  and  Life  a  Death.     Drjd.  Lucr. 

Thus  Men,  too  carelefs  of  their  future  State, 
Difpute,  know  nothing,  and  repent  too  late.  Dryd.  D.  ofGuife. 

Then,  whither  went  his  Soul,  let  fuch  relate, 
Who  fearch  the  Secrets  of  the  future  State. 
Divines  can  fay  but  what  themfelves  believe; 
Strong  Proofs  they  have,  but  not  demonftrative  : 
For  were  aU  plain,  then  all  Sides  mult,  agree, 
And  Faith  itfelf  be  loft  in  Certainty. 
To  live  uprightly  then  is  fure  the  beft, 
To  favc  ourfelvcs,  and  not  to  damn  the  reft.  Dryd.  Pal.  &  Arc, 
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G. 

GALES.    See  Paradtfe. 

'The  Story  of-  GANYMEDE  in  Needle- work. 
There  Ganymede  is  wrought  with  living  Art, 
Chafing  thro5  Idas  Grove  the  trembling  Hart. 
Breathlefs  he  feems,  yet  eager  to  purfue; 
When  from  aloft  defcends  in  open  view. 
The  Bird  of  J  eve,  and  fouling  on  his  Prey, 
With  crooked  Talons  bears  the  Boy  away. 
In  vain  with  lifted  Hand  and  gazing  Eyes, 
His  Guards  behold  him  foaring  thro'  the  Skies; 
And  Dogspurfue  his  Flight  with  imitated  Cries.  Dry.  Virg 
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Now  did  I  not  fo  near  my  Labours  end 
Strike  Sail,  and  haft'ning  to  the  Harbour  tend  ; 
My  Song  to  flowVy  Gardens  might  extend. 
To  teach  the  vegetable  Arts,  to  fmg 
The  P  aft  an  Rofes,  and  their  double  Spring  : 
How  Succ'ry  drinks  the  running  Streams,  and  how 
Green  Beds  of  Parfley  near  the  River  grow : 
How  Cucumbers  along  the  Surface  creep, 
With  crooked  Bodies,  and  with  Bellies  deep; 
The  late  NarciJJia,  and  the  winding  Trail 
Of  Bears-foot,  Myrtle  green,  and  Ivy  pale. 
For  where  with  ftately  Tow'rs  Tarentum  ftands, 
And  deep  Galefus  foaks  the  yellow  Sands, 
I  chane'd  an  old  Corycian  Swain  to  know, 
Lord  of  few  Acres,  and  thofe  barren  too; 
Unfit  for  Sheep  or  Vines,  and  more  unfit  to  fow. 
Yet  lab'ring  well  his  little  Spot  of  Ground, 
Some  featuring  Pot-herbs  here  and  there  he  found  ; 
Which  cultivated  with  his  daily  Care, 
And  bruis'd  with  Vervain,  were  his  frugal  Fare : 
Sometimes  white  Lilies  did  their  Leaves  afford, 
With  whollbm  Poppy  Flow'rs  to  mend  his  homely  Board. 
For  late  returning  home,  he  fupp'd  at  Eafe, 
And  wifely  deem'd  the  Wealth  of  Monarchs  lefs ; 
The  little  of  his  own,  becaufe  his  own,  did  pleafe. 
To  quit  his  Care,  he  gather'd  firft  of  all, 
In  Spring  the  Rofes,  Apples  in  the  Fall ; 
And  when  cold  Winter  fplit  the  Rocks  in  twain, 
And  Ice  the  running  Rivers  did  reflrain ; 

He 
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He  ftrip'd  the  Bears-foot  of  its  leafy  Growth, 

And  calling  weftern  Winds,  accus'd  the  Spring  of  Sloth. 

He  therefore  firft  among  the  Swains  was  found  "1 

To  reap  the  Product  of  his  labour'd  Ground,  > 

And  fqueeze  the  Combs  with  Golden  Liquor  crown'd.       ^ 

His  Limes  were  firft  in  FlowV,  his  lofty  Pines 

With  friendly  Shade  fecur'd  his  tender  Vines  : 

For  ev'ry  Bloom  his  Trees  in  Spring  afford, 

An  Autumn  Apple  was  by  Tale  reftor'd. 

He  knew  to  rank  his  Elms  in  even  Rows,  "f 

For  Fruit  the  grafted  Pear-tree  to  difpofe,  > 

And  tame  to  Plums  the  Sournefs  of  the  Sloes.  ^ 

With  fpreading  Planes  he  made  a  cold  Retreat, 

To  (hade  Good-fellows  from  the  Summer's  Heat.  Dryd.  Virg. 

Bear  me,  fome  God,  to  Baia's  gentle  Seats, 
Or  cover  me  in  Umbriti'*  green  Retreats. 
Where  ev'n  rough  Rocks  with  tender  Myrtle  bloom, 
And  trodden  Weeds  fend  out  a  rich  Perfume, 
Where  Weftern  Gales  eternally  refide, 
And  all  the  Seafons  lavifh  all  their  Pride : 
Bloffoms,  and  Fruits,  and  Flow'rs  together  rife, 
And  the  whole  Year  in  gay  Confufion  lies.  Add. 

O  blciTed  Shades!   O  gentle  cool  Retreat 

From  all  th'  immod'rate  Heat, 
In  which  the  frantick  World  does  burn  and  fweat  : 

Where  Birds  that  dance  from  Bough  to  Bough, 

And  fing  above  in  ev'ry  Tree, 

Are  not  from  Fears  and  Cares  more  free, 

Than  we,  who  lie,  or  walk  below. 
What  Prince's  Choir  of  Mufick  can  excel 

That  which  within  this  Shade  does  dwell  ? 

To  which  we  nothing  pay  or  give  : 

Birds,  like  all  other  Poets,  live 
Without  Reward  or  Thanks  for  their  obliging  Pains: 

'Tis  well  if  they  become  not  Prey. 
The  whiftling  Winds  add  their  lefs  artful  Strains, 
And  a  grave  Bafe  the  murm'ring  Fountains  play. 
Nature  does  all  this  Harmony  beftow  : 
But  to  our  Plants,  Art's  Mufick  too, 
The  Pipe,  Theorbo,  and  Ghittar  we  owe ; 
The  Lute  it  felf,  which  once  was  green  and  mute : 

When  Orpheus  ftruck  th'  infpir'd  Lute, 

The  Trees  dane'd  round,  and  underftood, 

By  Sympathy  the  Voice  of  Wood. 

Thefe 
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Thefe  are  the  Spells  that  to  kind  Sleep  invi«#, 
And  nothing  does  within  Refinance  make, 

Which  yet  we  moderately  take. 

Who  would  not  chufe  to  be  awake, 
When  he's  incompafs'd  round  with  fuch  Delight,       fr 
To  th'Ear,  the  Smell,  the  Touch,  the  Tafte,  the  Sight? 
When  Venus  would  her  dear  Afcanim  keep 
A  Pris'ner  in  the  downy  Bands  of  Sleep  ; 
She  od'rous  Herbs  and  Shrubs  beneath  him  fpread, 

As  the  moil  foft  and  fweeteft  Bed  ; 
Not  her  own  Lap  would  more  have  charm'd  his  Head. 
We  no  where  Art  do  fo  triumphant  fee, 

As  when  it  grafts  or  buds  the  Tree ; 
In  other  things  we  count  it  to  excel, 
If  it  a  docil  Scholar  can  appear 
To  Nature,  and  but  imitate  her  well ; 
It  over-rules,  and  is  her  Mailer  here. 
Who  would  not  joy  to  fee  hi#  conqu'ring  Hand 
O'er  all  the  vegetable  World  command  ? 

He  bids  th'ill-natur'd  Crab  produce 

The  gentle  Apple's  winy  Juice. 

He  does  the  favage  Hawthorn  teach 

To  bear  the  Medlar  and  the  Pear  : 

He  bids  the  ruflick  Plum  to  rear 

A  nobler  Trunk,  and  be  a  Peach. 

Ev'n  Daphne*?,  Coynefs  he  does  mock, 

And  weds  the  Cherry  to  her  Stock  ; 

Tho'  (he  refus'd  Apollo 's  Suit, 

Ev'n  fhe,  that  chafte  and  yirgin  Tree, 

Now  wonders  at  her  felf,  to  fee 
That  fhe's  a  Mother  made,  and  blufhes  in  her  Fruit, 
Methinks  I  fee  great  Dioclejian  walk 

In  the  Salonian  Garden's  noble  Shade, 
Which  by  his  own  imperial  Hands  were  made. 
Methinks  I  fee  him  fmile,  while  he  does  talk 
With  the  Embaffadors,  who  come  in  vain 

T'invite  him  to  a  Throne  again  : 
If  I,  my  Friends,  fays  he,  mould  to  you  (how 
All  the  Delights  that  in  this  Garden  grow, 

'Tis  likelier  much  that  you  would  with  me  flay, 

Than  'tis  that  you  mould  carry  me  away  ; 
And  truft  me  not,  my  Friends,  if  ev'ry  Day 

I  walk  not  heie  with  more  Delight, 

Than  ever,  after  the  mod  happy  Fight, 

u 
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In  Triumph  to  the  Capitol  I  rode,  (Cowl. 

To  thank  the  Gods,  and  to  be  thought  myfelf  almoft  a  God. 

G  A  R  D  E  N  of  Eden.    See  Paradife. 

GAUNTLETS. 
He  threw 
Two  pond'rous  Gauntlets  doivn  in  open  View; 
Gauntlets  which  Eryx  wont  in  Fight  to  wield, 
And  (heath  his  Hands  with,  in  the  lifted  Field. 
With  Fear  and  Wonder  feiz*d,  the  Croud  beholds 
The  Gloves  of  Death,  with  feven  diftinguiftfd  Folds 
Of  rough  BulJ-Hides :  The  Space  within  is  fpread 
With  Iron,  or  with  Loads  of  heavy  Lead. 
Thefe  round  their  Shoulders  to  their  Wrifts  they  ty'd  : 
Both  on  the  Tip  toe  ftand,  at  full  Extent, 
Their  Arms  aloft,  their  Bodies  inly  bent : 
Their  Heads  from  aiming  Blows  they  bear  afar; 
Andclafhing  Gauntlets  then  provoke  the  War. 
One  on  his  Youth  and  pliant  Limbs  relies, 
One  on  his  Sinews  and  his  Giant  Size : 
The  laft  is  ftiff  with  Age,  his  Motion  flow, 
He  heaves  for  Breath,  and  ftaggers  to  and  fro  ; 
And  Clouds  of  ifTuing  Smoke  his  Noftrils  loudly  Blow. 
Yet  equal  in  Succefs,  they  ward,  they  ftrike ; 
Their  Ways  are  difPrent,  but  their  Art  alike. 
Before,  behind,  the  Blows  are  dealt  around  ; 
Their  hollow  Sides  the  rattling  Thumps  refound. 
A  Storm  of  Strokes,  well  meant,  with  Fury  Hies, 
And  errs  about  their  Temples-  Ears,  and  Eyes: 
Not  always  errs;  for  oft  the  Gauntlet  draws 
A  fweeping  Stroke  along  the  crackling  Jaws. 
Heavy  with  Age,  Entellus  ltands  his  Ground, 
But  with  his  warping  Body  wards  the  Wound  : 
His  Hand  and  watchful  Eye  keep  even  Pace  : 
While  Dares  traverfes  and  fluffs  his  Place: 
With  Hands  on  high  Entellus  threats  the  Foe, 
But  Dares  watch'd  the  Motion  from  below, 
And  flipt  afide,  and  fhun'd  the  long-defcending  Blow. 
Entellus  waftes  his  Forces  on  the  Wind, 
And  thus  deluded  of  the  Stroke  defign'd, 
Headlong  and  heavy  fell;  his  ample  Breaft, 
And  weighty  Limbs  his  antient  Mother  preft. 

He 
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He  lays  on  load  with  either  Hand  amain, 
And  headlong'drives  the  Trojan  o'er  the  Plain; 
Nor  Hops,  nor  flays,  nor  Rett,  nor  Breath  allows, 
But  Storms  of  Strokes  defcend  about  his  Brows, 
A  rattling  Tempelr,  and  a  Hail  of  Blows. 
His  Mouth  and  Noftrils  pour'd  a  purple  Flood, 
And  pounded  Teeth  came  rufhing  with  the  Blood  ; 
Faintly  he  flagger'd  thro'  the  hilling  Throng, 
And  hung  his  Head,  and  trail'd  his  Legs  along.  Dryd.  Virg. 

GENERAL.     See  Battel  Soldier.  War. 

He  in  the  Shock  of  charging  ilofb  unmov'd, 
Amidlt  Confufion,  Horrour,  and  Defpair, 
Examin'd  all  the  dreadful  Scenes  of  War : 
In  peaceful  Thought  the  Field  of  Death  iurvey'd, 
To  fainting  Squadrons  fent  the  timely  Aid, 
Infpir'd  repuls'd  Battalions  to  engage, 
And  taught  the  doubtful  Battel  where  to  rage, 
So  when  an  Ai%d,  by  Divine  Command, 
With  railing  Tempefts  (hakes  a  guilty  Land  ; 
Calm  and  ferene  he  drives  the  furious  Blaft : 
Andpleas'd  the  Almighty's  Orders  to  perform, 
Rides  in  the  Whirlwind,  and  directs  the  Storm.  Add. 

Each  Leader  now  his  fcatter'd  Force  conjoins 
In  clofe  Array  ;  and  forms  the  deep'ning  Lines  : 
Not  with  more  eaie  the  skilful  Shepherd  Swain 
Collects  his  Flock  from  Millions  on  the  Plain. 
The  King  of  Kings,  majeiVicaily  tall, 
Tow'rs  o'er  his  Armies,  and  out-lhir.es  them  all ; 
Like  fome  proud  Bull,  that  round  the  Paftures  leads 
His  Subject  Herds;  the  Monarch  of  the  Meads. 
Great  as  the  Gods  th'exalted  Chief  is  feen ; 
His  Strength  like  Neptune,  and  like  Mars  his  Mien  : 
Jove  o'er  his  Eyes  celeftial  Glories  fpread, 
4nd  dawning  Conqueit  play'd  around  his  Plead.      Pipe  Ho?n. 

From  Rank  to  Rank  he  moves,  and  orders  all : 
The  ftateiy  Ram  thus  meafures  o'er  the  Ground, 
And,  Mafter  of  the  Flock,  furveys  them  round.     Pope  Horn. 

From  Troop  to  Troop  he  toils  thro'  all  the  Plain  ; 
And,  fond  of  Glory,  with  fevere  Delight, 
His  beating  Bofom  claim'd  the  rifmg  Fight.  Pope  Horn. 

On  Foot  thro'  all  the  martial  Ranks  he  moves ; 
And  thefe  encourages,  and  thofe  reproves.  Pope  Horn. 

On- 
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Onward  he  drives  them,  furious  to  engage 
Where  the  Fight  burns,  and  where  the  thickeft  Rage. 

(Pcpe  Hon:. 

Rapt  thro' the  Ranks,  he  thunders  o'er  the  Plain: 
Now  here,  now  there,  he  darts  from  Place  to  Place, 
Pours  on  their  Rear,  or  lightens  in  their  Face.       Pcpe  Hom.^ 

He  animates  his  drooping  Bands, 
Revives  their  Ardour,  turns  their  Steps  from  Flight, 
And  wakes  anew  the  dying  Flames  of  Fight.         Pcpe  Horn. 

Thus  he  refiiilefs  rul  d  the  Stream  of  Fight, 
In  Rage  unbounded,  and  unmatch'd  in  Might  : 
Thro' all  his  Hod,  infprrmg  Force,  he  flies, 
And  bids  the  Thunder  of  the  Battel  rife.  Pope  Horn. 

Swift  as  the  Whirlwind,  drives  the  featuring  Foes, 
And  dyes  the  Ground  in  Purple  as  he  goes.  Pope  Horn. 

Where- e'er  he  pafs'd  a  purple  Stream  purfu'd 
His  thiriiy  Faulchion,  fat  with  hcitile  Blood; 
Bath'd  all  his  Foritfteps,  dy'd  the  Fields  with  Gore; 
And  a  low  Groan  remurmur'd  thro'  the  Shore. 
So  the  grim  Lion  from  his  nightly  Den, 
O'erleaps  the  Fences,  and  invades  the  Pen; 
On  Sheep  cr  Goats,  refiftlefs  in  his  Way, 
He  falls,  and,  foaming,  rends  the  guardiefs  Prey.  PopeHov;. 

G(H  O  ST.     See  Necromancer,  Night. 
Forms  without  Body,  and  impaffive  Air, 
The  fqualid  Speelres,  that  in  dead  of  Night 
Break  my  fhort  Sleep,  and  skim  before  my  Sight ; 

Thin  Shades,  the  Sports  of  Winds,  are  tofs'd 
O'er  dreary  Plains,  or  tread  the  burning  Coaft.     Dryd.  VI rg. 

I've  heard  a  Spirit's  Force  is  wonderful, 
At  whofe  Approach,  when  ftarting  from  his  Dungeoir, 
The  Earth  will  fhake,  and  the  old  Ocean  groan  ; 
Rocks  are  remov'd,  and  Trees  are  thunder1  d  down, 
And  Walls  of  Brafs,  and  Gates  of  Adamant, 
Are  paflable  as  Air,  and  fleet  like  Winds.  LeeOediJ>. 

It  faded  at  the  Crowing  of  the  Cock, 
And  flarted  like  a  guilty  Thing 
Upon  a  fearful  Summons.  Shah.  Haml. 

Be  thou  a  Spirit  of  Health,  or  Goblin  damn'd  ; 
Bring  with  thee  Airs  from  Heav'n,  or  Blails  from  Hell ; 
Be  thy  Events  wicked  or  charitable, 
Thou  com'il  in  fuch  a  queftionable  Shape, 
That  I  will  fpeak  to  thee  :  Oh  !  oh !  anfwer  mc  i 

Let 
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Let  me  not  burft  in  Ignorance,  but  tell 

Why  thy  eanoniz'd  Bones,  kearfed  in  Earth, 

Have  burfl:  their  Cearments?  Why  the  Sepulchre, 

Wherein  we  faw  thee  quietly  interred, 

Has  op'd  its  ponderous  and  marble  Jaw?, 

To  let  thee  out  again  ?  What  may  this  mean, 

That  thou,  dear  Corpie,  again  in  com  pleat  Sfceel 

Revifit'fl  thus  the  Glimpfes  of  the  Morn, 

Making  Night  hideous,  and  us  Fools  of  Nature, 

So  horridly  to  Jhake  our  Diipofirion, 

With  Thoughts  beyond  the  Reaches  of  our  Souls  ? 

lam  thy  Father's  Spirit, 
DoonVd  for  a  certain  Time  to  walk  the  Night, 
And  for  the  Day  conmi'd  to  fall  in  Fires ; 
Till  the  foul  Crimes,  done  in  my  Days  of  Nature, 
Are  burnt  and  purg'd  away.  Sbak,  Ham. 

GIRDLE. 

That  which  her  ile;.der  Wade  confm'd, 

Shall  now  my  joyful  Tempos  bind. 

No  M^.nrnrch  but  would  give  his  Crown, 

Ills  Arms  might  do  as  this  has  done. 

My  joy,  my  Grief,  my  Hope,  my  Love, 

Did  all  within  this  Circle  move. 

A  narrow  Cojnpafs  ?   And  yet  there 

Dwelt  all  that's  Good,  and  all  that's  Fair. 

Give  me  but  what  this  Ribband  bound  ; 

Take  all  the  reft  the  Sun  goes  round.  WalL 

GOAT. 

No  more,  my  Goats,  fhall  1  behold  you  climb 
The  fteepy  Cliffs,  or  crop  the  flow'ry  Thyme  : 
No  more  extended  in  the  Grot  below, 
Snail  fee  you  browzing  on  the  Mountain's  Brow 
The  prickly  Shrubs,  and  after  on  the  Bare 
Lean  down  the  deep  Abyfs,  and  hang  in  Air,     Dryd.Virg. 

GOLD.    See  Money. 

Gold!  yellow,  glittering,  precious  Gold? 
Gold  that  will  make  black,  white;  foul,  fair;  wrong,  right: 
Bale,  noble;  old,  young;  coward,  valiant! 
Ha  !   you  Gods,  why  this 
Will  lug  your  Prielts  and  Servants  from  your  Sides; 

Pluck 


2 1 6  Gold. 

Pluck  flout  Mens  Pillows  from  below  their  Heads ! 

This  yellow  Slave 

Will  knit  and  break  Religions ;  blefs  th'accurs'd  ; 

Make  the  hoar  Leprofy  ador'd;  place  Thieves, 

And  give  them  Title,  Knee,  and  Approbation, 

With  Senators  on  the  Bench.  Sbak.  Tim.  of  Ath. 

Gold  makes  a  Patrician  of  a  Slave; 
A  Dwarf  an  Atlas  ;  a  Tbcrjttcs  brave ; 
It  cancels  all  Defects. 
It  guides  the  Fancy,  and  direcls  the  Mind: 
No  Bankrupt  ever  found  a  Fair-one  kind.  Gar, 

Virtue  now,  nor  noble  Blood, 

Nor  Wit  by  Love;  is  underftcod  ; 

Gold  alone  does  P  ilTion  move, 

Gold  monopolize    Love. 

A  Curfe  on  her,  and  on  the  Man, 
*      Who  this  Traffic!;  firfl  began. 

A  Curfe,  all  Curfes  elfe  above, 

On  him  who  us'd  it  firft  in  Love  ? 

Gold  begets,  in  Brothers,  Plate  : 

Gold,  in  Families,  Debate  ; 

Gold  does  Friendfhip  feparate. 

Gold  does  Civil  Wars  create. 

Thefe  the  fmalleft  Harms  of  it ; 

Gold,  alas !  does  Love  beget.  Cowl.  An,n\ 

For  Love  in  all  his  am'rous  Battels, 

N' Advantage  finds  like  Goods  and  Chattels.         hud. 
Take  heed,  take  heed,  thou  lovely  Maid, 

Nor  be  by  glitt'ring  Ills  betray'd  j 
Thy  felf.  for  Money  !  Oh  !  Let  no  Man  know- 

The  Price  of  Beauty,  fall'n  fo  low  : 

What  Danger  ought'it  thou  not  to  dread, 
When  Love  that's  blind,  is  by  blind  Fortune  led  ?        Cowl. 

Can  Gold,  alas!  with  theve  compare! 
The  Sun  that  makes  it  not  fo  fair, 
Thou'rt  fo  divine  a  Thing,  that  thee  to  buy 
Is  to  be  counted  Simony.  Coze  I. 

Let  Honour  and  Preferment  go  for  Gold; 
But  glorious  Beauty  is  not  to  be  fold  : 
Or,  if  it  be,  'tis  at  a  Rate  fo  high, 
That  nothing  but  adoring  it  fhould  buy.  Dryd. 

Love,  what  a  poor  Omnipotence  hail  thou, 
When  Gold  and  Titles  buy  thee  ?  Dryd.  Span.  Fry, 

O  facred 
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O  facred  Hunger  of  pernicious  Gold  ! 
What  Bands  of  Faith  can  impious  Lucre  hold  ?    Dryd.Virg* 

When  I  made 
This  Gold,  I  made  a  greater  God  than  jfove,  Dryd.Ampbit. 
And  gave  mine  own  Omnipotence  away.    [Spoken  by  Jupiter .j 
GRASS-HOPPER. 
Happy  Infect:!  What  can  be 
In  llappinefs  compar'd  to  thee  ? 
Fed  with  Nourifhment  Divine, 
The  dewy  Morning's  gentle  Wine. 
Nature  waits  upon  thee  dill, 
And  thy  verdant  Cup  does  fill  : 
All  the  Fields  which  thou  doft  fee, 
Ail  the  Plants  belong  to  thee  ; 
All  that  Summer-hours  produce, 
Fertile  made  with  early  Juice, 
Man  for  thee  doth  fovv  and  plough ; 
Farmer  he,  and  Landlord  thou, 
Thee  Country- Hinds  with  Gladnef-  hear. 
Prophet  of  the  ripen'd  Year  ! 
To  thee,  of  all  Things  upon  Earth, 
Life  is  no  longer  than  thy  Mirth. 
Happy  Infect  !  happy  thou, 
Dolt  neither  Age  nor  Winter  know; 
But  when  thou'll  drunk,  and  danc'd,  and  fung 
Thy  Fill,  the  flow'ry  Leaves  among, 
Voluptuous,  and  wife  withal, 
Ep  icurean  A  n  i  m  al ; 
Sated  with  thy  Summer-Feaft, 
Thou  retir'ft  to  endlefs  Reft.  Coiol.  An&c. 

In  Summer- days  the  Grafs-hoppers  rejoice  : 
A  bloodlefs  Race,  that  fend  a  feeble  Voice.  Pope.  Horn* 

GREATNESS. 
How  are  we  bandy'd  up  and  down  by   Fate, 
By  fo  much  more  unhappy  as  we're  great !    Otw. Don. Carl. 

Greatnefs,  thou  gaudy  Torment  of  our  Souls, 
The  wife  Man's  Fetter,  and  the  Rage  of  Fools.  Otw.AUihiad. 

Greatneis,  moll  envy'd  when  leaft  underftood, 
Thou  art  no  real,  but  a  feeming  Good  : 
Sick  at  the  Heart,  thou  in  the  Face  look'ft  well  j 
By  thy  exalted  State  we  only  gain, 
To  be  more  wretched  than  the  Vulgar  can.  Slid.  Ant.  &  deep. 

Greatnefs  we  owe  to  Fortune  or  to  Fate, 
But  Wifdom  only  can  fecure  that  State.  Denb.  Sophy. 

K.  We 
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We  look  on  Men,  and  wonder  at  fuch  Odds, 

'Tvvixt  Things  that  were  the  fame  by  Birth: 
We  look  on  Kings  as  Giants  of  the  Earth. 
Thefe  Giants  are  but  Pigmies  to  the  Gods. 
The  humbleit  and  the  proudeft  Oak 
Are  but  of  equal  Proof  againft  the  Thunder-ftroke. 
Beauty,  and  Strength,  and  Wit,  and  Wealth,  and  Pow'r, 
Have  their  fhort  flourifliing  Hour  ; 
And  love  to  fee  themfelves,  and  fmile, 
And  joy  in  their  Pre-eminence  a  while  : 

E'en  fo  in  the  fame  Land, 
Poor  Weeds,  rich  Corn,  gay  Flow'rs  together  ftand: 
Alas  !  Death  mows  down  all  with  an  impartial  Hand. 
And  all  ye  Men,  whom  Greatnefs  does  fo  pleafc, 
You  feaft,  I  fear,  like  Damocles. 
If  you  your  Eyes  mould  upward  move, 
But  you,  I  fear,  think  nothing  is  above, 
You  would  perceive  by  what  a  little  Thread 
The  Sword  is  hanging  o'er  your  Head ; 
No  fparkling  Wine  would  drown  your  Cares, 
No  Mirth,  no.Mufickover-noife  your  Fears: 
The  Fear  of  Death  would  you  fo  watchful  keep, 
As  not  t'admit  the  Image  of  it,  Sleep. 

Go  level  Hills,  and  fill  up  Seas, 
Spare  nought  that  may  your  Fancy  pleafe: 
But  trull  me,  when  you've  done  all  this, 
Much  will  be  miffing  ftill,  and  much  will  be  amifs.  Cowl  Hor. 
Of  Power  and  Honour,  the  deceitful  Light 
Might  half  excufe  our  cheated  Sight, 
If  it  of  Life  the  whole  fmallTime  mould  ilay, 

And  be  our  Sun-fhine  all  the  Day : 
Like  Lightning,  that  begot  but  in  a  Cloud, 

Tho*  mining  bright,   and  fpeaking  loud, 
While  it  begins,  concludes  its  vi'lent  Race, 
And  where  it  gilds  it  wounds  the  Plaoe. 
Oh  Scene  of  Fortune  !  which  doft  fair  appear, 
Only  to  Men  that  itand  not  near! 
Proud  Poverty !  that  tinfel  Brav'ry  wears, 

And,  like  a  Rainbow,  painted  Tears ; 
Be  prudent,  and  the  Shore  in  Profped  keep ; 

In  a  weak  Boat  truit  not  the  Deep : 
Plac'd  beneath  Envy,  above  Envying  rife, 

Pity  Great  Men,  Great  things  delpife.  CowL 

Farewel,  a  long  Farewel  to  all  my  Greatnefs  ! 
Tiiis  is  the  State  of  Man  :  To  day  he  puts  forth  The 
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The  tender  Leaves  of  Hopes ;  to-morrow  bloflbms, 
And  bears  his  blaming  Honours  thick  upon  him :    . 
The  third  day  comes  a  Frofl,  a  killing  Froft; 
And  when  he  thinks,  good  eafy  Man,  full  furelyy 
His  Greatnefs  is  a-ripening,  nips  his  Root, 
And  then  he  falls  as  I  do.     I  have  ventur'd, 
Take  little  wanton  Boys  that  fwim  on  Bladders, 
This  many  a  Summer  in  a  Sea  of  Glory, 
But  far  beyond  my  Depth.     My  high-blown  Pride 
At  length  broke  under  me,  and  now  has  left  me, 
Weary  and  old  with  Service,  to  the  Mercy 
Of  a  rude  Stream  that  muft  for  ever  hide  me.  Sbak.  Hen-  J. 
Upon  the  flipp'ry  Tops  of  human  State, 

The  gilded  Pinnacles  of  Fate, 
Let  others  proudly  Hand,  and  for  a  while, 
The  giddy  Danger  to  beguile, 
With  joy,  and  with  Difdain  look  down  on  all, 

Till  their  Heads  turn,  and  fo  they  fall. 
Me,  O  ye  Gods,  on  Earth,  or  elfefo  near, 

That  I  no  Fall  to  Earth  may  fear, 
And,  O  ye  Gods,  at  a  good  Diftanee  feat 

From  the  long  Ruins  of  the  Great. 
Here  let  my  Life  with  as  much  Silence  flide, 

As  Time,  that  meafures  it,  does  glide. 
Nor  let  the  Breath  of  Infamy  or  Fame, 
From  Town  to  Town  echo  about  my  Name:  -  -  I 

Nor  let  my  homely  Death  embroider' d  be 

With  Scutcheon  or  with  Elegy : 

An  old  Pleb-ian  let  me  die. 
Alas  f   all  then  are  fuch  as  well  as  J.  (fact.  Sen, 

I  now  begin   to  loath  all  human  Greatnefe  : 
I'll  fly  all  Courts,  and  Love  fhall  be  my  Guide : 
Love,  that's  more  worth  than  all  the  World  befide. 
Princes  are  barr'd  the  liberty  to  roam  ; 
The  fetter'd  Mind  ftill  languifhes  at  home  : 
In  golden  Bands  flie  treads  the  thoughtful  Round, 
Bus'nefs  and  Cares  eternally  abound  ; 
And  when  for  Air  the  Goddels  would  unbind,        ! "  i 
She's  clogg'd  withScepters.andtoCrowns  connVd.  tee  Tbeod. 
From  publick  Noife  and  factious  Strife, 

From  all  the  bufy  Ills  of  Life, 

Take  me,  my  Che,  to  thy  Breaft, 

And  lull  my  weary 'd  Soul  to  Reft : 

For  ever  in  this  liumble  Cell, 

Let  thee  and  I,  my  Fair  one,  dwell. 
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To  painted  Roofs  and  mining  Spires, 
Th'uneafy  Seats  of  high  Defires, 
Let  the  unthinking  Many  croud, 
Who  dare  be  covetous  and  proud. 
In  golden  Bondage  let  them  wait, 
And  barter  Happinefs  for  State. 
But  Oh  f  my  Cke,  when  thy  Swain 
Defires  to  fee  a  Court  again  ; 
May  Heav'n  around  this  deftin'd  Head, 
The  choicefl  of  its  Curfes  Ihed. 
To  fum  up  all  the  Rage  of  Fate,  9 

In  the  two  things  I  dread  and  hate,  J> 

May 'ft  thou  be  falfe,  and  I  be  Great.  Prior.  J 

For  I  difdain 
All  Pomp  when  thou  art  by :  Far  be  the  Noife 
Of  Kings  and  Courts  from  us,  whofe  gentle  Souls 
Our  kinder  Stars  have  fteer'd  another  way. 
Free  as  the  Foreft- Birds  we'll  pair  together, 
Without  remembring  who  our  Fathers  were  ; 
Fly  to  the  Arbours,  Grots,  and  flow'ry  Meads, 
And  in  foft  Murmurs  interchange  our  Souls  : 
Together  drink  the  Cryftal  of  the  ftream, 
Or  tafte  the  yellow  Fruit  which  Autumn  yields : 
And  when  the  golden  Evening  calls  us  home, 
Wing  to  our  downy  Beds,  and  fleep  till  Morn.     Lee  Vbeod. 

Thus  I  from  tedious  Toils  of  Empire  free, 
The  fervile  Pomp  of  Government  defpife  ; 

Find  Peace,  and  Joy,  and  Love,  and  Heav'n  in  thee, 
And  feek  for  all  my  Glory  in  thofe  Eyes. 

Poor  are  the  brutal  Conquefts  we  obtain 
O'er  barb'rous  Nations  by  the  Force  of  Arms  : 

But  when  with  humble  Love  a  Heart  we  gain, 
And  plant  our  Trophies  on  our  Conqueror's  Charms, 
Such  Triumphs  ev'n  to  us  may  Honour  bring  :       [Vaknt. 
No  Glory's  vain,  which  does  from  Pleafure  fpring.  Rocb. 

Curfe  then  thy  Birthright, 
Thy  glorious  Titles  and  ill-fuited  Greatnef% 
Since  Atkenais  fcorns  thee.     Take  again 
Your  ill-tim'd  Honours;  take 'cm,  take  'em,  Gods  ! 
And  change  me  to  fomc  humble  Villager  : 
If  fo,  at  lealt  for  Toils  at  fcorching  Noon, 
In  mowing  Meadows,  or  in  reaping  Fields, 
At  Night  ine  will  but  crown  me  with  a  Smile, 
Or  reach  the  Bounty  of  her  Hand  to  blcfs  me.       IttTbetd. 
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State  grows  uneafy  when  it  hinders  Love ; 
A  glorious  Burden,  which  the  Wife  remove. 
Whom  Heav'n  would  blefs,  from  Pomp  it  will  remove, 
And  make  their  Wealth  in  Privacy  and  Love.  Dry d.  Auren. 

GRIEF.    See  Defpair,  Funeral,  Melancholy  Sorrow,  Tears, 
Weeping. 

'Tis  not  alone  my  inky  Cloak, 
Nor  cuftomary  Suits  of  folemn  Black, 
Nor  windy  Sufpiration  of  forc'd  Breath ; 
No,  nor  the  fruitful  River  in  the  Eye, 
Together  with  all  Forms,  Modes,  Shows  of  Grief, 
That  can  denote  me  truly.     Thefe  indeed  fee-m; 
For  they  are  A&ions  that  a  Man  might  play  ; 
But  I  have  that  within  which  pafles  (how, 
Thefe  but  the  Trappings  and  the  Suits  of  Woe.     Sbak.  Ham. 

My  Grief  lies  all  within  ; 
And  thofe  external  Manners  of  Laments 
Are  merely  Shadows  to  the  unfeen   Grief, 
That  fwells  with  Silence  in  my  tortur'd  Soul: 
There  lies  the  Subftance.  Sbak.  Rich.  2. 

Alas !  I  have  no  Words  to  tell  my  Grief; 
To  vent  my  Sorrow,  would  be  fome  Relief: 
Light  Sufferings  give  us  Leifure  to  complain ; 
We  groan, but  cannot  fpeak,in  greater  Pain.  Dryd.Pal.&  Are. 
Give  Sorrow  Words:  The  Grief  that  does  not  fpeak, 
Whifpers  the  o'erfraught  Heart,  and  bids  it  break.  Sbak.ALuk. 

I'm  dumb,  as  folemn  Sorrow  ought  to  be  :  [C.Mar* 

Coald  my  Grief  fpeak,  the  Tale  would  have  no  End.   Otzo\ 

Horror  in  all  his  Pomp  was  there : 
Mute  and  magnificent,  without  a  Tear.  Dry V 

Jt  is  the  Wretch's  Comfort  itill  to  have 
Some  fmall  Referve  of  near  and  inward  Woe, 
Some  unfufpecled  Hoard  of  darling  Grief, 
Which  they  unfeen  may  wail,  and  weep,  and  mourn. 
And  Glutton-like,  devour  alone.  Cong.  Mourn.  Bride, 

Time  gives  Increafe  to  my  Afflictions. 
The  circling  Hours  that  gather  all  the  Woes, 
Which  are  diffus'd  thro'  the  revolving  Year, 
Come  heavy  laden  with  th'  oppreiung  Weight 
To  me !  with  me  fuccelfively  they  leave 
The  Sighs,  the  Tears,  the  Groans,  the  reftlefs  Cares, 
And  all  the  Damps  of  Grief  that  did  retard  their  Flight; 
They  make  their  downy  Wings,  and  fcatter  all 
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Their  dire  collected  Dews  on  my  poor  Head, 

Then  fly  with  Joy  and  Swiftnefs  from  me.  Cong.  Mourn.  Bride. 

Of  Comfort  no  Man  fpeak  ; 
Let's  talk  of  Graves,  and  Worms,  and  Epitaphs »' 
Make  Dull  our  Paper,  and  with  rainy  Eyes 
Write  Sorrow  in  the  Bofom  of  the  Earth.         Shak.Ricb.1. 

0  let  no  other  Accents  fill  the  Air, 

But  Strains  of  raging  Grief,  and  Yellings  of  Defpair.    Blac, 

1  have  been  in  fuch  a  difmal  Place, 

Where  Joy  ne'er  enters,  which  the  Sun  ne'er  chears  ; 

Bound  in  with  Darknefs,  o'er-fpread with  Damps; 

Where  I  have  feen  (if  I  could  fay  I  faw) 

The  good  old  King,  majeftick  in  his  Bonds, 

And  mid'ft  his  Griefs  molt  venerably  great, 

By  a  dim  winking  Lamp,  which  feebly-  broke 

TAie  gloomy  Vapours :  He  lay  ftretch'd  along 

Upon  the  unwholfome  Earth,  his  Eyes  £Vd  upward, 

And  ever  and  anon  a  filent  Tear 

Stole  down,  and  trickled  from  his  hoary  Beard  : 

My  Heart  is  wither'd  at  that  piteous  Sight, 

As  early  Bloffoms  are  with  Fajlern  Blafts. 

He  fent  for  me,  and  while  I  rais'd  his  Head, 

He  threw  his  aged  Arms  about  my  Neck ; 

And  feeing  that  I  wept,  he  prefs'd  me  clofe. 

So  leaning  Gheek  to  Cheek,  and  Eyes  to  Eyes, 

We  mingled  Tears  in  a  d  umb  Scene  of  Sorrow.  Dry.  Span.  Fry. 

His  Griefs  have  rent  my  aged  Heart  afunder; 
Stretch1  d  on  the  damp  unwholfome  Earth  he  lies, 
Nor  had  my  Pray'rs  or  Tears  thePow'r  to  raife  him. 
Now  motionlefs  as  Death  his -Eyes  are  fix'd, 
And  then  anon  he  ftarts  and  cafts  them  upwards,  (Pen. 

And  groaning,  cries,  I  am  th'  accurs'd  of  Heaven.    Rowe  Fair 

O  take  me  in  a  Fellow- Mourner  with  thee  : 
I'll  number  Groan  for  Groan,  and  Tear  for  Tear  ; 
And  when  the  Fountain  of  thy  Eyes  are  dry,  (Pen. 

Minefhall  fupply  the  Stream,  and  weep  for  both.     Rowe  Fair 

No  further  Voice  her  mighty  Grief  affords; 
For  Sighs  came  rufhing  in  betwixt  her  Words,' 
And  itopt  her  Tongue;  but  what  her  Tongue  deny'd,      (Ov. 
Soft  Tears,  and  Groans,  and  dumb  Complaints  fupply 'd.  Dry. 

In  Sorrow  drown'd, 
Betwixt  their  Arms  he  finks  upon  the  Ground; 
Where,  grov'ling  while  he  lies,  in  deep  Defpair, 
He  beats  his  Breair,  and  rends  his  hoary  Hair.  Dryd.  Virg. 
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Great  Agamemnon  griev'd  above  the  reft ; 
Superior  Sorrow  fweli'd  his  royal  Breaft  ; 
In  folemn  Sadnefs  and  majeftic  Grief, 
The  King  amidft  the  mournful  Circle  rofe  ; 
Down  his  wan  Cheeks  a  briny  Torrent  flows : 
So  filent  Fountains,  from  a  Rock's  tall  Head, 
In  fable  Streams  foft- trickling  Waters  flied 
With  more  than  vulgar  Grief  he  flood  opprefs'd,         (How, 
Words,  mix'd  with  Sighs,  thus  burfting  from  his  Breaft.  Pope 

Forgetful  of  his  State,  he  runs  along 
With  a  diftracled  Pace,  and  cleaves  the  Throng; 
Falls  on  the  Corps,  and  groaning  there  he  lies, 
With  filent  Grief  that  fpeaks  but  at  his  Eyes. 
Short  Sighs  and  Sobs  fucceed,  till  Sorrow  breaks 
A  Pailage,  and  at  once  he  weeps  and  fpeaks.        Dryd.  Virg. 

Thus  long  my  Grief  has  kept  me  dumb  : 
Sure  there's  a  Lethargy  in  mighty  Woe  ; 

Tears  ftand  congeal'd,  and  cannot  flow  : 
Tears  for  a  Stroke  forefeen  afford  Relief* 
But  unprovided  for  a  fudden  Blow, 

Like  Nipbe,  we  "Marble  grow, 

And  petrify  with  Grief!  Drytf, 

His  drooping  Head  'was  rc-ited  on  his  Hand; 
His  grifly  Beard  his  penfive  Borom  fought ; 
And  all  on  Laufus  ran  his  reftlefs  Thought.  DrjL  Vtrg* 

He  fat  upon  his  Rump, 

His  Head,  like  one  in  doleful  Dump, 

Betwixt  his  Knees,  his  Hands  apply'd 

Unto  his  Cheeks,  On  either  Side; 

And  by  him,  in  another  Hole, 

Afnifted  Ralpbo,  Cheek  by  Joul.  fli'J. 

But  to  perfevere 
In  obftinate  Condolement,  is  a  Courfe 
Of  impious  Stubbornefs :  'Tis  unmanly  Grief: 
It  mews  a  Will  moil  uncorrecl  to  H-eav'n, 
A  Hear*  unfortify'd,  a  Mind  impatient, 
An  Underftanding  fimple  and  unfchool'd. 
For,  what  we  know  muft  be,  and  is  as  common 
As  any  the  molt  vulgar  Thing  to  Senfe, 
Why  mould  we  in  our  peevifh  Oppofuion 
Take  it  to  Heart?  Fie!  'tis  a  Fault  to  Heav'n ; 
A  Fault  againft  the  Dead  ;  a  Fault  to  Nature  ; 
To  Reafon  moft  abfurd,  whofe  common  Theme 
Is  Death  of  Fathers ;  and  who  ftill  hath  cry'd, 
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From  the  firft  Corfe  to  hi*  that  dy'd  To-day, 

This  mufi  befo.  Sbak.  Haml. 

Grief  tho' not  curs*d,  is  eas'd  by  Company.  Dryd.Auren. 

That  eating  Canker,  Grief,  with  wafteful  Spite, 
¥reys  on  the  rofy  Bloom  of  Youth  and  Beauty.  RoweAmb.  Step. 

GROVE.     See  Paradife. 

And  now  my  Mufe  what  moft  Delights  her  fees* 
A  living  Gallery  of  aged  Trees  : 
Bold  Sons  of  Earth  !  that  thruft  their  Arms  fo  high, 
As  if  once  more  they  would  invade  the  Sky. 
In  fuch  green  Palaces  the  firft  Kings  reign'd, 
Slept  in  their  Shades,  and  Angels  entertain'd  : 
With  fuch  wife  Counfellors  they  did  advife, 
And  by  frequenting  facred  Groves  grew  wife.  W&ll. 

Strait  as  a  Line,  in  beauteous  Order  ftood, 
Of  Oaks  unfhorn  a  venerable  Wood  : 
Frefh  was  the  Grafs  beneath,  and  evVy  Tree 
A  t  Diftance  planted  in  a  due  Degree. 
Their  branching  Arms  in  Air  with  equal  Space, 
Stretch'd  to  their  Neighbours  with  a  long  Embrace. 
And  the  new  Leaves  on  ev'ry  Bough  were  feen, 
Some  ruddy-colour'd,  fome  of  lighter  Green. 
The  painted  Birds,  Companions  of  the  Spring 
Hopping  from  Spray  to  Spray,  were  heard  to  fing. 
Both  Ears  and  Eyes  receiv'd  a  like  Delight       (and the  Leaf. 
Enchanting  Mufick,  and  a  charming  Sight.   Dryd.  The  Flower 

This  fhadow'mg  Defart,  unfrequented  Woods, 
I  better  brook  than  flouriihing  peopled  Towns. 
Here  I  can  fit  alone,  unfeen  of  any, 

And  to  the  Nightingale's  complaining  Notes  (ofVer. 

Tune  my  Diftrefles,  and  record  my  Woes.  Sbtik.Tbe  two  Gent. 

Ah  happy  Grove !  dark  and  fecure  Retreat 
Of  facred  Silence,  Reft's  eternal  Seat : 
How  well  your  cool  and  unfrequented  Shade 
Suits  with  the  chafte  Retirement  of  a  Maid  ! 
Oh!  if  kind  Heav'n  had  been  fo  much  my  Friend, 
To  make  my  Fate  upon  my  Choice  depend  ; 
All  my  Ambition  I  would  here  confine, 
And  only  this  Elyfium  mould  be  mine!  Rofe.  Pafl.Fidc. 

Dear  folitary  Groves,  where  Peace  does  dwell ! 
Sweet  Harbours  of  pure  Love  and  Innocence  ! 
How  willingly  could  I  for  ever  lhy 
vBeneath  the  Shade  of  your  embracing  Greens, 
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LiiVning  to  tti  Harmony  of  warbling  Birds, 

TunM  with  the  gentle  Murmur  of  the  Streams . 

Upon  whofe  Banks  in  various  Livery, 

The  fragrarrt  Offspring  of  the  early  Year, 

Their  Heads,  like  graceful  Swans,  bent  proudly  down, 

See  their  own  Beauties  in  thecryftal  Flood.  Rocb.  VaU 

GRYPHON.    See  Chaos. 
GYPSY. 

A  Gypfy  Jezvefs  whifpers  in  your  Ear, 
And  begs  an  Alms ;  A  High-PrienVs  Daughter  me,  7 

Vers'd  in  their  Talmud  and  Divinity  ;  ^ 

And  prophefies  beneath  a  fhady  Tree.  3 

Her  Goods  a  Basket,  and  old  Hay  her  Bed  ; 
She  {trolls,  and,  telling  Fortunes,  gains  her  Bread. 
Farthings,  and  fome  fmall  Moneys,  are  her  Fees ; 
Yet  fhe  interprets  all  your  Dreams  for  thefe  : 
Foretels  th'Eftate,  when  the  rich  Uncle  dies, 
And  fees  a  Sweet-heart  in  the  Sacrifice. 
She  claps  the  pretty  Palm,  to  make  the  Lines  more  fair. 
The  pooreft  of  the  Sex  have  ftiJl  an  Itch 
To  know  their  Fortunes  equal  to  the  Rich : 
The  Dairy-Maid  enquires  if  fhe  fhall  take 
The  trufty  Taylor,  and  the  Cook  forfake.  Dryd.  Juv* 

H. 

H  A  G.    See  Witch: 

In  a  clofe  Lane,  as  I  purfu'd  my  Journey, 
I  fpy*d  a  wrinkled  Hag,  with  Age  grown  double, 
Picking  dry  Sticks,  and  mumbling  to  her  felf  : 
Her  Eyes  with  fcalding  Rheum  were  gall'd  and  red, 
Cold  Palfy  (hook  her  Head,  her  Hands  feem'd  wither 'd ; 
And  on  her  crooked  Shoulders  had  fhe  wrap'd 
The  tatter'd  Remnants  of  an  oldftrip'd  Hanging, 
Which  ferv'd  to  keep  her  Carcafs  from  the  Cold  : 
So  there  was  nothing  of  a  Piece  about  her, 
Her  lower  Weeds  were  all  o'er  coarfly  patch'd 
With  difTrent-colour'd  Rags,  black,  red,  white,  yellow, 
And  feem'd  to  fpeak  Variety  of  Wretchednefs.     Otzv.  Orpb. 
HAIL. 

The  patt'ring  Hail  comes  pouring  on  the  Main, 
When  Jupiter  defcends  in  harden'd  Rain ; 
The  bellowing  Clouds  burit  with  a  ftormy  Sound, 
And  with  an  armed  Winter  ftrew  the  Ground.    Dryd.  Viflg: 
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Thus  when  fome  Storm  itscrvftal  Quarry  rends, 
And  jove  in  rattling  ShowVs  of  Ice  defcends; 
Mount  Atboi  fliakes  the  Forefts  on  his  Brow,  ") 

While  down  his  wounded  Sides  frefh  Torrents  flow,  (Gar.  S 
And  Leaves  and  Limbs  of  Trees  o'er-fpread  the  Vale  below.  3 

As  when  thick  Hail  comes  ratt'iing  in  the  Wind, 
The  Ploughman,  PafTenger,  and  lab'ring  Hind, 
For  fhelter  to  the  neighb'ring  Coverts- fly, 
Or  hous'd,  or  fafe  in  hollow  Caverns  lie ; 
But  that  o'erblown,  when  Heav'n  above  them  fmiles, 
Return  to  Travail,  and  renew  their  Toils.  Dryd.  Virg. 

HAIR.     SztParadife,  Vemn. 

His  golden  Hair  did  on  his  Shoulders  fhine, 
Like  Locks  of  Sun-Beams,   curPd  with  Art  divine.        BUc. 

Adown  her  Shoulders  fell  her  Length  of  Hair, 
A  Ribband  did  her  braided  TrefTes  bind;  (&  Arc. 

The  reft  was  loofe,  and  wanton'd  in  the  Wind,  Dryd.  Pal. 

His  amber-colour'd  Locks  in  \Pvir>glets  run,  {^3  Arc. 

With  graceful  Negligence,  and  fnone  againft  the  Snn.Dry.Pa/. 

My  Locks,  the  plenteous  Harveft  of  my  Head, 
Hang  o'er  my  manly  Face  ;  and  dangling  down, 
As  with  a  fhady  Grove,  my  Shoulders  crown.     Dry-d.  Ovid 
» ■  ■ 

HAPPINESS. 

•  All  Happinefs  is  feated  in  Content.  Otw.C.Mar, 

In  wifhing  nothing  we  enjoy  ftill  moft ; 
For  ev'n  our  Wife  is  in  PofTeffion  loft  : 
Reftlefs  we  wander  to  a  new  Delire, 
And  burn  our  felves  by  blowing  up  the  Fire. 
We  tofs  and  turn  about  our  fev'rifh  Will, 
WThen  all  our  Eafe  muft  come  by  lying  ftill : 
For  all  the  Happinefs  Mankind  can  gain, 
Is  not  in  Pleafure,  but  in  Reft  from  Pain.      Dryd:  Ind.  Emp. 
We  barbaroufly  call  thofe-blefs'd,.   -  "7 

Who  are  of  largeft  Tenements  poflefs'd,  £* 

While  fwelling  Coffers  break  their  Owner's  Reft.  3 

More  truly  happy  thofe  that  can  . 

Govern  the  litt.e  Empire,  Man;~ 
Bridle  their  Paffions,  and  direct  their  Will 
Thro'  all  the  glitt'ring  Paths  of  charming  111  ; 
Who  in  a  fix'd  unalterable  State, 

Smile  at  the  doubtful  Tide  of  Fate, 
And  fcorn  alike  her  Friendfhip  and  her  Hate  : 

Who 
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Who  Poifon  lefs  than  Falfhood  fear, 

Loth  to  purchaie  Life  fo  dear  ; 
But  kindly  for  their  Friend  embrace  their  Death,  (Stepb.  Har. 
And  feal  their  Country's  Love  with  their  departing  Breath. 

No  Happinefs  can  be  where  is  no  Reft, 
Th'tinknown,  untalk'd-of  Man  is  only  bleft. 
He,  as  in  fome  fafe  Cliff,  his  Cell  does  keep, 
From  thence  he  views  the  Labours  of  the  Deep : 
The  Gold-fraught  VefferwhichmadTempefts  beat, 
He  Cees  now  vainly  make  to  his  Retreat  j 
And  when  from  far  the  tenth  Wave  does  appear, 
Shrinks  up  in  fileiit  Joy  that  he's  not  there.  Dnd.  Tyr.  Love. 

To  be  Good  is  to  be  Happy  :  Angels 
Are  happier  than  Men,  becaufe  they're  better. 
Guilt  is  the  Source  of  Sorrow  ;  'tis  the  Fiend, 
Th'avenging  Fiend,  that  follows  us  behind 
With  Whips  and  Stings :  The  Blefs'd  know  none  of  this. 
But  reft  in  everlafting  Peace  of  Mind,  (Fair  Ten*. 

And  find  the  Height  of  all  their  Heav'n  in  Goodnefs.    Rowe. 

HARE.     See  Hunting. 
The  Hare  in  Paftures  or  in  Plains  is  found, 
Emblem  of  Human  Life!  who  runs  the  Round; 
And  after  all  his  wand'ring  Ways  are  done,  r| 

His  Circle  fills,  and  ends  where  he  begun,  > 

Juft  as  the  fetting  meets  the  rifing  Sun.  Dryd.j} 

HARPIES. 

Monfters  more  fierce  offended  Heav'n  ne'er  fent 
From  Hell's  Abyfs  for  human  Punifhment; 
With  Virgin-Faces,  but  with  Wombs  obfcene,  ^ 

Foul  Paunches,  and  with  Ordure  ftill  unclean,  ^* 

With  Claws  for  Hands,  and  Looks  for  ever  lean.  \ 

il/      With  hideous  Cry, 
And   clatt'jing  Wings  the  hungry  Harpies  fly  : 
Their  fated  S km  is  proof  to  Wounds, 
And  from  their  Plumes  the  mining  Sword  rebounds.  Dr.  Virg. 

HAVE  N. 
Within  a  long  Recefs  there  lies  a  Bay, 
An  Ifland  ftiades  it  from  the  rolling  Sea, 
And  forms  a  Port  fecure  for  Ships  to  ride,  "O 

Broke  by  the  jutting  Land  on  either  fide,  y. 

In  double  Streams  the  briny  Waters  glide,  \ 

&  6  Between 
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Between  two  Rows  of  Rocks :  A  fylvan  Scene 

Appears  above,  and  Groves  for  ever  green. 

A  Grot  is  form'd  beneath  with  mofTy  Seats, 

To  reft  the  Nereids,  and  exclude  the  Heats. 

Down  through  the  Crannies  of  the  living  Walls, 

The  cryftal  Streams  defcend  in  murm'ring  Falls : 

No  Haulfers  need  to  bind  the  Veflels  here, 

Nor  bearded  Anchors !  for  no  Storms  they  fear.  Dryd.  Virg. 

Here  th'  opening  Land  invites  with  out-ilretch'd  Arms, 
The  troubled  Seas,  free  from  the  loud  Alarms 
Of  the  rough  windy  Pow'rs,  to  take  their  Eafe, 
And  on  its  Bofom  lie  diffus'd  in  Peace  : 
The  flowing  Waters  fmooth  their  furrow'd  Face, 
And  gently  roll  into  the  Land's  Embrace  ; 
To  fecret  Creeks  the  weary  Billows  creep, 
And  ftretch'd  on  oozy  Beds  fecurely  fleep.  Bla;, 

The  Lard  lies  open  to  the  raging  Eaft ; 
Then  bending  like  a  Bow,  with  Rocks  comprefs'd, 
Shuts  out  the  Storms  ;  The  Winds  and  Waves  complain, 
And  vent  their  Malice  on  the  Cliffs  in  vain. 
The  Port  lies  hid  within;  on  either  fide 
Two  tow'ring  Rocks  the  narrow  Mouth  divide.  Dryd.Vir». 

Two  craggy  Rocks,  proje&ing  to  the  Main, 
The  roaring  Winds  tempeftuous  Rage  reftrain  : 
Within,  the  Waves  in  fofter  Murmurs  glide, 
And  Ships  fecure  without  their  Haulfers  ride.       Pope  Mom, 

HEALTH. 

The  Salt  of  Life,  which  does  to  all  a  Relilh  give; 
Its  Handing  Pleafure,  and  intrinfick  Wealth, 
The  Body's  Virtue,  and  the  Soul's  good  Fortune.      Cowl. 

Aufpicious  Health  appear'd  on  Zephyr's  Wings ; 
She  feem'd  a  Cherub  moft  divinely  bright, 
More  foft  than  Air,  more  gay  than  Morning  Light. 
Hail  blooming  Goddefs  !  thou  propitious  PowV, 
Whofe  Bleflings  Mortals  next  to  Life  implore ; 
With  fo  much  Luftre  your  bright  Looks  endear, 
That  Cottages  are  Courts  when  thofe  appear. 
Mankind,  as  you  vouchfafe  to  fmile  or  frown, 
Find  Eafe  in  Chains,  or  Anguifh  in  a  Crown.  Gar. 

HEART. 
My  heavy  Heart,  the  Prophetcfs  of  Woe, 
Forebodes  fomc  111  at  hand.  Dryd.  Span,  Fry. 

My 
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My  lab'rinq;  Heart,  that  fwells  with  Indignation, 
Heaves  to  discharge  its  Burden  ;  that  once  done, 
The  bufy  thing  fhall  reft  within  its  Cell, 
And  never  beat  again.  Rowe  Fair  Pen. 

Now  Heart, 
Be  ribb'd  with  Iron  for  this  one  Attempt ; 
Set  ope  thy  Sluices,  fend  the  vig'rous  Blood 
Thro'  ev'ry  active  Limb  for  my  Relief: 
Then  take  thy  Reft  within  thy  quiet  Cell, 
For  thou  flialt  drum  no  more.  Dry  J.  DonSeb. 

His  mounting  Heart 
Rounces  a«;ainft  my  Hands,  as  if  it  would 
Thruft  off  his  manly  Soul.  DryJ,  Cleom, 

HEIRESS. 

What  did  ever  Heirefs  yet 
By  being  born  to  Lordfhips  get  ? 
When  the  more  Lady  fhe's  of  Manors, 
She's  but  expos'd  to  more  Trep/mners; 
Pays  for  their  Projects  and  Deiigns, 
And  for  her  own  Deftru&ion  fines; 
And  does  but  tempt  them  with  her  Riches* 
To  ufe  her  as  the  Devil  does  Witches  ; 
Who  takes  it  for  a  fpecial  Grace, 
To  be  their  Cully  for  a  Space, 
That  when  the  Time's  expir'd,  theDrazels- 
For  ever  may  become  his  VafTals 
So  flie,  bewitch'd  by  Rooks  and  Spirits, 
Betrays  herfelf  and  all  fh'inherits  ; 
Is  bought  and  fold  like  ftol'n  Goods, 
By  Pimps,  and  Match-makers,  and  Bawds  3 
Until  they  force  her  to  convey, 
And  ileal  the  Thief  himfelf  away.  Hud. 

HELL. 
Ye  Realms,  yet  unreveal'd  to  human  Sight, 
Ye  Gods,  who  rule  the  Regions  of  the  Night, 
Ye  gliding  Ghofts,  permit  me  to  relate 
The  myftick  Wonders  of  your  filent  State,  Dryd.Firg* 

Where  Lucifer  the  mighty  Captive  reigns, 
Proud  midft  his  Woes,  and  Tyrant  in  his  Chains.         Cowl. 

Him  th' Almighty  Pow'r 
Hurl'd  headlong  flaming  from  th'ethereal  Sky, 
With  hideous  Ruin  and  Combuftion,  down. 

The 
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The  bottomlefs  Perdition,  there  to  dwell 

In  adamantine  Flames  and  penal  Fire.  Milt. 

Down,  like  Lightning  with  him  ftruck,  he  came; 
And  roar'd  at  his  firfl  Plunge  into  the. Flame  : 
Myriads  of  Spirits  fell  wounded  round  him  there  ; 
With  dropping  Lights  thick  ihone  the  ringed  Air.  Cozi'l. 

Hell  heard  trTunfufferable  Noife  :  Hell  faw 
Heav*n  running  from  Heav'n,  and  would  have  fled 
Affrighted  ;  but  Uriel:  Fate  had  caft  too  deep 
Her  dark  Foundations.  Milt. 

Nine  Days  they  fell :  confounded  Chaos  roarM, 
And  felt  ten-fold  Confufion  in  their  Fall, 
Thro'  his  wild  Anarchy  ;  fo  huge  a  Rout 
Incumber'd  him  with  Ruin :   Hell  at  hit 
Yawning  receiv'd  them  whole,  nnd  on  them  closM ; 
Hell,  their  fit  Habitation,  fraught  with  Fire 
Unquenchable;  the  Houfe  of  Woe  and  Pain.  Milt. 

Nine  times  the  Space  that  meafuresDay  and  Night 
To  mortal  Men,  he  with  his  horrid  Crew- 
Lay  vanquifh'd,  rolling  in  the  fiery  Guiphs 
Confounded,  tho'  immortal :  But  his  Doom 
RefervUl  him  to  more  Wrath?  for  now1  the  .Thought 
Both  of  loft  Happinefs  and  lading  Pain 
Torments  himi  Round  he  throws  his  baleful  Eyes, 
That  witnefs'd  huge  Affliction  and  Difmav, 
Mix'd  with  obdurate  Pride' and  .itedfaft-  Hate  : 
At  once,  as  far  Angels  ken,-  hevir.vs  ~ 
The  difraal  Situation,  wafteand  wild;  . 
A  Dungeon  horrible,  on  all  Sides  round; 
As  one  great  Furnace,  hYm'd;  yet  from  thefe  Flames 
No  Light,  but  rather  Darknefs  vi-fible, 
Serv'd  only  to  difcover  Sights  of  Woe, 
Regions  of  Sorrow*,  doleful  Shades,  wfiere  Peace 
And  Reft  can  never  dwe1!,  Hope  never  comes, 
That  comes  to  all;  but Tofou-re  Hithout  end 
Still  urges,  and  a  fiery  Deluge 'fed     '   •   I  v 
With  ever-burning  Sulphur,  unconfuro'ch    * 
There  the  Companions  of  his  Fall,  o'erwhelmVi  | 
With  Floods  and  Whirlwinds  ofvte*mpdtuous  Fire,     '• 
He  foon  difcern'd,  lie  wetering  about  Mm>: 
His  Mead  up-lift  above  the  Wave,  his  Eye$ ■■-     •  •    - 
That  fparkling  bhz'd,  Ma  other  Parrs  befides 
Prone  on  tl.e  Flood,  extended  long  "and  large, 
L.iy  floating  many  a  Rood ;  in  Bulk  as  huge 
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As  whom  the  Fables  name  of  monftrous  Size, 

Briarevs,  or  Typbon,  whom  the  Den 

By  antient  Tar/us  held  : 

So  ftretch'd  out,  huge  in  Length,  the  Arch-Fiend  lay, 

Chain'd  on  the  burning  Lake. 

Forthwith  upright  he  rears  from  off  the  Pool 

His  mighty  Stature  :  On  each  Hand  the  Flames 

Driv'n  backward,  flope  their  pointed  Spires,  and  roll'd 

In  Billows,  leave  i'th'  mid  ft  a  horrid  Vale: 

Then  with  expanded  Wings  he  fteers  his  Flight 

Aloft,  incumbent  on  rhe  dusky  Air, 

That  felt  unufual  Weight ;  till  on  dry  Land 

He  lights,  if  it  be  Land  that  ever  burn'd 

With  folid,  as  the  Lake  with  liquid  Fire. 

He  walk'd 

Over  the  burning  Marie;  the  torrid  Clime 

Smote  on  him  fore  befides,  vaulted  with  Fire. 

Yet  this  he  fo  indur'd,  till  on  the  Beach 

Of  that  inflamed  Sea  he  flood,  and  cali'd 

His  Legions:  Angel  Forms*,  who  lay  intrench'd 

Thick  as  autumnal  Leaves  that  ftrow  the  Brooks 

In  Valhmbnfa,  where  th'Etrurian  Shades 
High  over-arch' d  imbow'r. 

They  heard  and  were  abafh'd,  and  up  they  fprung, 

Hov'ring  on  Wing  under  the  Cope  of  Hell, 

'Twixt  upper,  nether,  andfurrounding  Fires. 

Part  on  the  Plain,  or  in  the'-Air  fublime, 
Upon  the  Wing,  or  in  fwift  Race  contend, 
As  at  t\f  Olympian  Games  or -Pythian  Fields; 
Part  curb  their  fiery  Steeds,  or  fhuri  the  Goal 
With  rapid  Wheels ;  or  fronted  Brigades  form  : 
As  when  to  warn  proud  Cities,  War  appears 
Wag'd  in  the  troubi'd  Sky,  and  Armies  rum 
To  Battel  in  the  Clouds-;  before  each  Van 
lYick  forth  the  airy  Knights,  and  couch  their  Spears, 
Till  thickeft  Legions  clofej  Writh  Feats  of  Arms 
From  either  Side  of-Heav'n  the  Welkin  burns. 
Others  vlithvaft  Typbaan  R*ge  more  feJ,  • 
Rend  up  both  itocks-and  Hills,  and  ride  the  Air 
In  Whirlwind:   Hell  fcarce  holds  the  wild  Uproar.    : 

Others  more  mild, 
Retreated  in  a  fileht  Valley,  fing 
With  Notes  angelical1  to  many  a  Harp 
Their  own  heroick  Deeds  and  hapleft  Fall 

By 
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By  Doom  of  Battel ;  and  complain  that  Fate 

Free  Virtue  mould  enthral  to  Force  or  Chance. 

Their  Song  was  partial,  but  the  Harmony 

Sufpended  Hell,  and  took  with  Ravifhment 

The  thronging  Audience.     In  Difcourfe  more  fweet, 

(For  Eloquence  the  Soul,  Song  charms  the  Senfe) 

Others  apart  fet  on  a  Hill  retir'd, 

In  Thoughts  more  elevate,  and  reafon'd  high 

Of  Providence,  Fore-knowledge,  Will  and  Fate  : 

Fix'd  Fate,  Free-will,  Fore- knowledge  abfolute, 

And  found  no  End,  in  wand 'ring  Mazes  loft. 

Of  Good  and  Evil  much  they  argu'd  then, 

Of  Happincfs  and  final  Mifery, 

Pamon  and  Apathy,  Glory  and  Shame ; 

Vain  Wifdom  all,  and  falfe  Philofophy. 

Yet  with  a  pleafing  Sorcery  could  charm 

Pain  for  a  while,  or  Anguifli ;  and  excite 

Fallacious  Hope ;  or  arm  th'obdurate  Breaft 

With  ftubborn  Patience  as  with  triple  Steel. 

Another  Part  in  Squadrons  and  grofs  Bands, 

On  bold  Adventure,  to  difcover  wide 

That  difmal  World  bend 

Four  Ways  their  flying  March,  along  the  Banks 

Of  four  infernal  Rivers,  that  difgorge 

Into  the  burning  Lake  their  baleful  Streams. 

Abhorred  Styx  the  Flood  of  deadly  Hate ; 

Sad  Acheron,  of  Sorrow  black  and  deep  : 

Cocytus,  nam'd  of  Lamentation  loud, 

Heard  on  the  rueful  Stream  :  Fierce  Pblczethon, 

Whofe  Waves  of  torrent  Fire  enflame  with  Rage : 

Far  off  from  thefe  a  flow  and  iilent  Stream, 

Letbe,  the  River  of  Oblivion,  rolls 

Her  wat'ry  Labyrinth  :  whereof  who  drinks, 

Forthwith  his  former  State  and  Being  forgets, 

Forgets  both  Joy  and  Grief,  Pleafure  and  Pain. 

Beyond  this  Flood  a  frozen  Continent 

Lies  dark  and  wild,  beat  with  perpetual  Storms 

Of  Whirlwind  and  dire  Hail,  which  on  firm  Land 

Thaws  not,  but  gathers  Heap,  and  Ruin  feems 

Of  antient  Pile :  All  elfe  deep  Snow  and  Ice. 

The  parching  Air 
Burns  frore,  and  Cold  performs  th*  Effect  of  Fire. 
Thither  by  Harpy-footed  Furies  haul'd, 
At  certain  Revolution*,  all  Che  Damn'd 

Are 
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Are  brought,  and  feel  by  Turns  the  bitter  Change 

Of  fierce  Extremes,  Extremes  by  Change  more  fierce  : 

From  Beds  of  raging  Fire  to  ftarve  in  Ice 

Their  foft  ethereal  Warmth,  and  there  to  pine 

Immoveable,  innVd,  and  frozen  round, 

Periods  of  Time ;  thence  hurry 'd  back  to  Fire, 

They  ferry  over  this  Letbrfan  Sound 

Both  to  and  fro,  their  Sorrows  to  augment ; 

And  wifh,  and  ftruggle,  as  they  pafs,  to  reach 

The  tempting  Stream,  with  one  fmall  Drop  to  lofe 

In  fweet  Forgetfulnefs  all  Pain  and  Woe. 

But  Fate  withfhnds,  and  to  oppofe  th'Attempt 

Medufa  with  Gorgonian  Terror  guards 

The 'Ford,  and  of  itfelf  the  Water  flies 

All  tafte  of  living  Wight,  as  once  it  fled 

The  Lip  of  tantalus.     Thus  roving  on, 

In  confusM  March,  forlorn,  th'advent'rous  Bands 

With  fhudd'ring  Horror  pale,  and  Eyes  aghaft, 

View'd  firfr.  their  lamentable  Lot,  and  found 

No  Reit :  Thro'  many  a  dark  and  dreary  Vale 

They  pafs'd,  and  many  a  Region  dolorous, 

O'er  many  a  frozen,  many  a  fiery^  Alpy 

R.ocks,  Caves,  Lakes,  Fens,  Bogs,  Dens,  and  Shades  of  Death  : 

A  Univerfe  of  Death, 

Where  all  Life  die?,  Death  lives,  and  Mature  breeds 

Perverfe,  all  monitrous,  all  prodigious  Things 

Abominable,  inutterable,  and  worfe 

Than  Fables  yet  have  feign'd,  or  Fear  conceived; 

Gorgons,  and  Hydra 's,  and  Chimera's  dire.  Milt. 

Obfcure  they  went  thro'  dreary  Shades,  that  led 
Along  the  wafte  Dominions  of  the  Dead 
Thus  wander  Travellers  in  Woods  by  Night, 
By  the  Moon's  doubtful  and  malignant  Light  ; 
When  Jove  in  du^ky  Clouds  involves  the  Skies, 
And  the  faint  Crefcent  (hoots  by  Fits  before  their  Eyes. 
Juft  in  the  Gates,  and  in  the  Jaws  of  Hell, 
Revengeful  Cares,  and  fullen  Sorrows  dwell ; 
And  pale  Difeafes,  and  repining  Age, 
Want,  Fear,  and  Famine's  unrefiited  Rage  : 
Here  Toils,  and  Death,  and  Death's  half-Brother,  Sleep, 
Forms  terrible  to  view,  their  Centry  keep; 
With  anxious  Pleafares  of  a  guilty  Mind, 
Deep  Frauds  before,  and  open  Force  behind  : 

The 
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The  Furies  Iron  Beds,  and  Strife,  that  fliake* 

Her  hilling  Trefles,  and  unfolds  her  Snakes. 

Full  in  the  midft  of  this  infernal  Road, 

An  Elm  difplays  her  dusky  Arms  abroad  : 

The  God  of  Sleep  there 'hides  his  heavy  Head, 

And  empty  Dreams  on  ev'ry  Leaf  are  fpread : 

Of  various  Forms  unnumberM  Spectres  more,     ~"  i 

Centaurs  and  double  Shapes  befiege  the  Door  ; 

Before  the  PafTage  horrid  Hydra  Hands, 

Briareus  with  all  his  hundred  Hands, 

Gorgons,  Geryon  with  his  triple  Frame, 

And  vain  Chimera  vomits  empty  Flame. 

Before  the  Gates  the  Cries  of  Babes  new-born, 

Whom  Fate  had  from  their  tender  Mothers  torn,  J 

AfTault  his  Ears  :  Then  thofe  whom  Form  Of  Law  I 

Condemn' d  to  die,  when  Traitors  judg'd  their  Caufe  ; 

Nor  want  they  Lots,  nor  Judges  to  review 

The  wrongful  Sentence,  and  award  a-new  : 

Mhos,  the  Uriel  Inquifitor,  appears, 

And  Lives,  and  Crimes,  with  his  AfTeflbrs  hears  i  "^ 

Round  in  his  Urn  the  blended  Balls  he  rolls, 

Abfolves  the  juit,  and  dooms  the  guilty  Souls. 

The  next  in  Place  and  Punilhment  are  they, 

Who  prodigally  throw  their  Souls  away  : 

Fools,  who  repining  at  their  wretched  State, 

And  loathing  anxious  Life,  fuborn'd  their  Fate. 

With  late  Repentance  now  they  would  retrieve 

The  Bodies  they  forfook,  and  wifh  to  live  : 

Their  Pains  and  Poverty  defire  to  bear, 

To  vieW  the  Light  of  Heav'n,  and  breath  the  vital  Air. 

But  Fate  forbids ;  The  Stygian  Pools  oppofe,      (Dryd.  Virg. 

And,  with  nirfe  circling  Streams,  the  caprive  Souls  indole" 

They  haften'd  onward  to  the  penfive  Grove, 
The  filent  Manfion  of  difaftrous  Love. 
Here  Je-aloufy  with  Jaundice  Looks  appears, 
And  broken  Slumbers,  and  fantaltick  Tears  : 
The  widowed  Turtle  hangs  her  moulting  Wings-, 
And  to  the  Woods  in  mournful  Numbers  fings. 
No  Winds  but  Sighs  are  there;  no  Floods  but  Tears. 
Each  confeious  Tree  a  'tragic  Signal  bears  : 
Their  wounded  Bark  records  fome  broken  Vow, 
And  Willow  Garlands  hang  on  ev'ry'  Bough.  Gar. 

Not  fir  from  thence  the  mournful  Fields  appear, 
So  call'd  from  Lovers  that  inhabit  there: 

The 
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The  Souls,  whom  that  unhappy  Flame  invades, 

In  fecret  Solitude,  and  Myrtle  Shades, 

Make  eadlefs  Moans,  and  pining  with  Defire, 

Lament  too  late  their  unextinguifiYd  Fire. 

The  Hero,  looking  on  the  Left,  efpy'd, 

A  lofty  Tow'r,  and  ftrong  on  ev'ry  Side 

With  treble  Walls,  which  Phlegetbon  furrounds,  *? 

Whofe  fiery  Blood  the  burning  Empire  bounds ;     (founds.  > 

And  prefs'd  betwixt  the  Rocks,  the  bellowing  Noife  re-  3 

'Wide  is  the  fronting  Gate,  and  rais'd  on  high, 

With  adamantine  Columns  threats  the  Sky. 

Vain  is  the  Force  of  Man,  and  Heav'n  as  vain, 

To  crufh  the  Pillars  which  the  Pile  fuftain  ; 

Sublime  on  thefe  a  Tow'r  of  Steel  is  rear'd, 

And  dire  Tifipbone  there  keeps  the  Ward  : 
Girt  in  her  fanguine  Gown  by  Night  and  Day, 

Obfervant  of  the  Souls  that  pafs  the  downward  Way ; 
From  hence  are  heard  the  Groans  of  Ghofts,  the  Pains 
Of  founding  Lafhes,  and  of  dragging  Chains  : 
And  loud  Laments  that  rend  the  liquid  Air. 
Thefe  dire  Abodes 
Contain  the  Tortures  of  th    avenging  Gods; 
Thefe  are  the  Realms  of  unrelenting  Fate, 
And  awful  Rhadarnanthus  rules  the  St? re  ; 
He  hears  and  judges  each  committed  Crime, 
Enquires  into  the  Manner,  Place,  and  Time  : 
The  confcious  Wretch  muft  all  his  Acts  reveal, 
Loth  to  confefs,  unable  to  conceal, 
From  the  fir  ft  Moment  of  his  vita!  Breath, 
To  his  hit  Hour  of  unrepenting  Death. 
Strait  oe'r  the  guilty  Ghoils  the  Fury  fhakes  *) 

The  founding  Whip,  and  brandifhcs  her  Snakes,  J> 

And  the  pa'e  Sinner,  with  her  Sifters,  takes  3 

High  o'er  their  Heads  a  mculd'ring  Rock  is  plac'd, 
That  promifes  a  Fall,  and  fhakes  at  ev'ry  Blaft. 
They  lie  below  on  golden  Beds  difplay'd," 
And  genial  Feafts  with  regal  Pomp  are  made  : 
The  Queen  of  Furies  by  their  Sides  is  fet, 
And  matches  from  their  Mouth's  th'  untafted-Meat  ; 
Which  if  they  touch,    her  hilling  Snakes  fhe  rears, 
Tofiing  her  Torch,    and  thund'ring  in  their  Ears. 
Then  they,  who  .Brothers  better  Claim  dilbwn, 
Expel  their  Parents,  and  ufurp  the  Throne  i 
Defraud  their  Clients,  and  to  Lucre  fold, 
Sit  brooding  on  unprofitable  Gold;  Who 
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Who  dare  not  give,  and  ev'n  refufe  to  lend 

To  their  poor  Kindred,  or  a  wanting  Friend; 

Vaft  is  the  Throng  of  thefe ;  nor  lefs  the  Train 

Of  luftful  Youths  for  foul  Adult'ry  flain  : 

Hofts  of  Deferters,  who  their  Honour  fold, 

And  bafely  broke  their  Faith  for  Bribes  of  Gold. 

All  thefe  within  the  Dungeon's  Depth  remain, 

Defpairing  Pardon,  and  expecting  Pain. 

Some  roll  a  weighty  Stone ;  fome  laid  along, 

And  bound  with  burningWires,on  Spokes  of  Wheels  are  hung, 

To  Tyrants  others  have  their  Country  fold, 

Impoiing  foreign  Lords  for  foreign  Gold. 

Some  have  old  Laws  repeaPd,  new  Statues  made, 

Not  as  the  People  pleas'd,  but  as  they  paid. 

With  Inceft  fome  their  Daughter's  Bed  profanM  ; 

All  dar'd  the  worft  of  Ills,  and  what  they  dar'd  attain'd. 

Had  I  a  hundred  Mouths,  a  hundred  Tongues, 

And  Throats  of  Brafs,  infpir'd  with  Iron  Lungs, 

I  could  not  half  thofe  horrid  Crimes  repeat, 

Nor  half  the  Puni/hments  thofe  Crimes  have  met.  Dryd.  Virg. 

HERO.     See  Butcher.    Fortune. 

HONESTY. 
I  pay  my  Debts, 
I  Ileal  from  no  Man  ;  would  not  cut  a  Throat, 
To  gain  Admiffion  to  a  great  Man's  Purfe, 
Or  a  Whore's  Bed ;  I'd  not  betray  my  Friend, 
To  get  his  Place  or  Fortune  :  I  fcorn  to  flatter 
A  blown-up  Fool  above  me,orcrufh  the  Wretch  beneath  me, 
Honeft  as  the  Nature  (Otzv.  Ven.  Pre/. 

Of  Man  firft  made,  e'er  Fraud  and  Vice  were  Fafhions. 

HONOUR. 
Honour  I  a  raging  Fit  of  Virtue  in  the  Soul  ; 
A  painful  Burden  which  great  Minds  mud  bear  ; 
Obrain'd  with  Danger,  and  poffek'd  with  ¥Q*T.DrydJnd.Emp. 
Honour  is  like  a  Widow,  won 
With  brisk  Attempt,  and  pulhing  on  ; 
With  entring  manfully,  and  urging  ; 
Not  flow  Approaches,  like  a  Virgin.  Hud. 

O  Honour  I  frail  as  Life,  thy  fellow  Flow'r, 
CheriuYd,  and  watch'd,  and  hum'roufly  efteem'd  ; 
Then  worn  fa/  fliort  Adornment  of  a»  Hour  ; 
And  is,  when  loit,  no  more  to  be  redeem'd  I  TPAven. 

Ho- 
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Honour  is  like  that  glaffy  Bubble, 

Which  rinds  Philofophers  fuch  Trouble  : 

Whofe  leaft  Part  crack't,    the  whole  does  fly, 

And  Wits  are  crackt  to  find  out  why.  Hud. 

That  Man  is  fure  to  lofe, 

That  fouls  his  Hands  with  dirty  Foes; 

For  where  no  Honour's  to  be  gain'd, 

'Tis  thrown  away  in  being  maintain'd.  Hud. 

Honour  in  the  Breech  is  lodg'd, 

As  wife  Philofophers  have  judg'd  ; 

Becauie  a  Kick  in  that  Part,  more 

Hurts  Honour,  than  deep  Wounds  before.         Hud. 
Honour,  the  Error  and  the  Cheat, 

Of  the  ill-natur'd  bu fy  Great ! 

Fond  Idol  of  the  Havifh  Croud  ! 

Nonfenfe  invented  by  the  Proud ! 
Oh  curfed  Honour  !  thou  who  firft  didft  damn, 

A  Woman  to  the  Sin  of  Shame  ! 
Honour,  who  firft  taught  lovely  Eyes  the  Art ; 

To  wound,  and  not  to  cure  the  Heart ; 
With  Love  t'invite,  but  to  forbid  with  Awe, 

And  to  themielves  prefcribe  a  cruel  Law. 
His  chiefeil  Attributes  are  Pride  and  Spight  ; 
His  Pow'r  is  robbing  Lovers  of  Delight ! 
Honour,  that  puts  our  Words  that  ihouid  be  free, 

Into  a  let  Formality  ! 
Thou  bafe  Debaucher  of  the  gen'rous  Heart, 
That  teaches  all  our  Looks  and  Actions  Art  ? 

What  Love  defign'd  a  facred  Gift, 
What  Nature  made  to  be  polTefs'd, 

Miftaken  Honour  made  a  Theft : 
Thou  Foe  to  Pleafure!   Nature's  vvorfl  Difeafe  ! 

Thou  Tyrant  over  mighty  Kings  ! 

Be  gone  to  Princes  Palaces  ; 

But  let  the  humble  Swain  go  on 
In  the  blcft  Paths  of  the  firfl:  Race  of  Man  ; 

That  neareft  were  to  Gods  ally'd, 
.And,  form'd  for  Love,  difdain'd  all  other  Pride.         Bebn. 
Have  I  o'ercome  all  real  Foes, 

And  (hall  this  Phantom  me  oppole  ? 

Noify  nothing  !  Stalking  Shade  ! 

By  what  Witchcraft  wert  thou  made  ? 

Empty  caufe  of  folid  Harms !  CczvL 
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*Tis  Pride's  Original,  but  Nature's  Grave, 
ScorrTd  by  the  Bafe,  'tis  courted  by  the  Brave  ; 
The  Hero's  Tyrant,  and  the  Coward's  Slave. 
Born  in  the  noify  Camp,  it  lives  on  Air; 
And  both  exifts  by  Hope,  and  by  Defpair  : 
Angry  whene'er  a  Moment's  Eafe  we  gain; 
And  reconcli'd  at  our  Returns  of  Pain. 
It  lives  when  in  Death's  Arms  the  Hero  lies, 
But  if  his  Safety  he  confults,  it  dies. 
Bigotted  to  this  Idol,  we  difclaim 
Reft,  Health,  and  Eafe,  for  nothing  but  a  Name.         Gar. 

What  is  this  vain,  fantaftick  Pageant,  Honour, 
This  bufy,  angry  thing,  that  fcatters  Difcord 
Amongft  the  mighty  Princes  of  the  Earth, 
And  fets  the  madding  Nations  in  an  uproar  ?        Rowf  UfyJJ'. 

This  Honour  is  the  verieft  Mountebank  ; 
It  fits  our  Fancies  with  affected  Tricks, 
And  makes  us  freakifh.     What  a  Cheat  muft  that  be. 
Which  robs  our  Lives  of  all  their  fofter  Hours  ? 
Beauty,  our  only  Treafure  it  lays  wafte ; 
Hurries  us  over  our  neglected  Youth. 
To  the  detefted  State  of  Age  and  Uglinefs  : 
Tearing  our  deareft  Heart's  Defire  from  us. 
Then,  in  Reward  of  what  it  took  away. 
Our  Joys,  our  Hopes,  our  Wifhes  and  Delights,  '   ' 

It  bountifully  pays  us  all  with  Pride. 
Poor  Shifts !  ftill  to  be  proud,  and  never  pleas'd  f 
Yet  this  is  all  your  Honour  can  do  for  you.     Rccb.  Valenet. 

Not  all  the  Threats  or  Favours  of  a  Crown, 
A  Prince's  Whifper,  or  a  Tyrants  Frown, 
Can  awe  the  Spirit,  or  allure  the  Mind 
Of  him  who  to  Uriel  Honour  is  inclin'd. 
Tho'  all  the  Pomp  and  Pleafure  that  does  wait  -\ 

On  Publick  Places   and  Affairs  of  State,  C 

Should  fondly  court  him  to  be  bafe  and  great .:  S 

With  even  Paflions  and  with  fettled  Face, 
He  would  remove  the  Harlot's  falfe  Embrace. 
Tho"  all  the  Storms  and  Tempefts  mould  ari.e, 
That  Church-Magicians  in  their  Cells  devife, 
And  from  their  fettled  Bafjs  Nations  tear, 
He  would  unmov'd  the  mighty  Ruin  bear  ; 
Secure  an  Innocence,  contemn  them  all, 
And  deceatly  array'd  in  Honour  fall. 

Honour, 
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Honour,  that  Spark  of  the  celeftial  Fire, 

That  above  Nature  makes  Mankind  aipire, 

Ennobles  the  rude  Paffions  of  our  Frame 

With  Thirft  of  Glory,  and  Defire  of  Fame ; 

The  richeft  Treafure  of  a  gen'rous  Breaft, 

That  gives  the  Stamp  and  Scandard  to  the  reft. 

Wit,  Strength,  and  Courage  are  wild  dang'rous  Force, 

Unlefs  this  ioften  and  direft  their  Courfe. 

Of  Honour,  Men  at  firft,  like  Women  nice, 

Raife  maiden  Scruples  at  unpraftis'd  Vice; 

Their  Modeit  Nature  curbs  the  ftruggling  Flame, 

And  ftifles  what  they  wifh  to  aft,  with  Shame  : 

But  once  this  Fence  thrown  down,  when  they  perceive 

That  they  may  tafte  forbidden  Fruit  and  live  ; 

They  flop  not  here  their  Courfe,  but  fafely  in, 

Grow  ftrong,  luxuriant,  and  bold  in  Sin  ; 

True  to  no  Principles,  prefs  forward  ftill, 

And  only  bound  by  Appetite  their  Will ; 

Now  fawn  and  flatter  while  this  Tide  prevails, 

But  fhift  with  ev'ry  veering  Blaft  their  Sails. 

On  higher  Springs  true  Men  of  Honour  move, 

Free  is  their  Service,  and  unbought  their  Love: 

When  Danger  calls,  and  Honour  leads  the  Way, 

With  Joy  they  follow,  and  with  Pride  obey.  Hal. 

HOPE. 

Hope,  of  all  Ills  that  Men  endure 
The  only  cheap  and  univerfal  Cure  ! 
Thou  Captive's  Freedom,  and  thou  fick  Man's  Health, 
Thou  Lofer's  Viftory,  and  thou  Beggar's  Wealth  ! 

Thou  Manna,  which  from  Heav'n  we  eat, 

To  ev'ry  Tafte  a  feveral  Meat  ! 
Thou  ftrong  Retreat !  thou  fure-entail'd  Eftate, 

Which  nought  has  Power  to  alienate  ! 
Thou  pleafant  honed  Flatterer  ;  for  none 
Flatter  unhappy  Men  but  thou  alone ! 

Hope,  thou  Firit-Fruits  of  Happinefs, 
Thou  gentle  Dawning  of  a  bright  Succefs, 

Who  out  of  Fortune's  Reach  dothitand, 

And  art  a  Bleffing  (till  in  hand. 

Happinefs  it  felf  all  one 

In  thee,  or  in  Pofieilion ; 
Only  the  Future's  thine,  the  Prefent  his ; 

Thine's  the  more  hard  and  noble  Blifs, 

Beft 
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Beft  Apprehender  of  our  Joys,  which  haft 
So  long  a  Reach,  and  yet  canft  kold  To  faft  \ 

Hope,  thou  fad  Lovers  only  Friend  ? 
Thou  Way  that  may'it  difputc  it  with  the  End  f 
Men  leave  thee  by  obtaining,  and  ftrait  flee 

Some  other  way  again  to  thee,         Cowl. 

Hope,  whofe  weak  Being  ruin'd  is 
Alike,  if  it  fucceed,  and  if  it  mils  ! 
Whom  Good  or  111  does  equally  confound, 
And  both  the  Horns  of  Fate's  Dilemma  wound  ! 

Vain  Shadow,  which  does  vanifh  quite. 

Both  at  full  Noon,  and  perfect  Night  ! 
Hope,  thou  bold  Tafter  of  Delight  ! 
Who,  while  thou  fhould'ft  but  tafte,  devour'it  it  quite. 
Thou  bring'fl  us  an  Eitate;  yet  leav'it  us  poor, 
By  clogging  it  with  Legacies  before. 

The  Joys,  which  we  entire  fhould  wed. 

Come  deflour'd  Virgins  to  our  Bed. 
Hope,  Fortune's  cheating  Lottery  ! 
Where  for  one  Prize,  a  hundred  Blanks  there  be  : 
Fond  Archer,  Hope  !   who  tak'ft  thy  Aim  fo  far, 
That  ftill,  or  fliort,  or  wide  thy  Arrows  are. 

Thin  empty  Cloud  !  which  the  Eye  deceives 

With  Shapes,  that  our  own  Fancy  gives  : 
A  Cloud,  which  gilt  and  painted  now  appears, 

But  muft  drop  presently  in  Tears. 

Brother  of  Fear  !  More  gaily  clad  ! 
The  merrier  Fool  o'th5  two,  but  quite  as  mad  ! 
Sire  of  Repentance,  Child  of  fond  Defire  ! 
Thou  blow'ft  the  Chymifts  and  the  Lover's  Fire ! 
Leading  them  ftill  inlenfibly  along, 

By  the  flrange  Witchcraft  of  Anon  ! 
By  thee,  the  one  does  changing  Nature  thro' 
Her  endlefs    Labyrinths  purfue  ; 
And  th'other  chafes  Woman,  while  me  goes 
More  Ways  and  Turns  than  hunted  Nature  knows.  Cowl. 

Hope  with  a  goodly  Profpect  feeds  the  Eye, 
Shews  from  a  riiing  Ground,  PoffeiTion  nigh : 
Shortens  the  Diihnce,  or  o'erlooks  it  quite: 
So  eafy  'tis  to  travel  with  the  Sight !  Drya*.  Arem. 

Our  Hopes,  like  tow'ring  Faulcons,  aim 
At  objects  in  an  airy  Height  ; 

Put 
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But  all  the  Pleafure  of  the  Game, 

Is  afar  off*  to  view  the  Flight. 
The  worthlefs  Prey  but  only  fliews 

The  Joy  confifted  in  the  Strife  : 
Whate'er  we  take  as  foon  we  lofe, 

In  Homer's  Riddle,  and  in  Life. 
So  whilfl  in  fev'rifh  Sleeps  we  think, 

We  tafle  what  waking  we  defire, 
The  Dream  is  better  than  the  Drink, 

Which  only  feeds  the  fickly  Fire. 
To  the  Mind's  Eye  things  well  appear 

At  diftance,  thro'  an  artful  Glafs  ; 
Bring  but  the  flattVing  Objeft  near, 

They're  all  a  ienfelefs  gloomy  Mafs.  Prior, 

HORSE.    See  the  Centaur  Cyllartis. 

Upright  he  walks,  on  Patterns  firm  and  Uraight, 
His  Motions  eafy,  prancing  in  his  Gate ; 
The  firft  to  lead  the  Way,  to  tempt  the  Flood, 
To  pafs  the  Bridge  unknown,  nor  fear  the  trembling  Wood. 
Daumlefs  at  empty  Noifes,  lofty-neck'd, 
Sharp-headed,  barrel-belly'd,  broadly  back'd  : 
Brawny  his  Cheit,  and  deep  ;  his  Colour  grey,  O 

For  Beauty  dappled,  or  the  brighteft  Bay  :  S. 

Faint  White  and  Dun  will  fcarce  the  Rearing  pay.  \ 

The  fi'ry  Courier,   when  he  hears  from  far 
The  fpritely  Trumpets,  and  the  Shout  of  War, 
Pricks  up  his  Ears,  and  trembling  with  Delight, 
Shifts  Place,  and  paws,  and  hopes  the  promised  Fight : 
On  his  right  Shoulder  his  thick  Main  reclin'd, 
Ruffles  at  fpeed,  and  dances  in  the  Wind. 
His  horny  Hoofs  are  jetty  black,  and  round  ;  O 

His  Chine  is  double  :  Starting  with  a  Bound,  %" 

He  turns  the  Turf,  and  ihakes  the  folid  Grourfd.  \ 

Fire  from  his  Eyes,  Clouds  from  his  Noftrils  flow ; 
He  bears  his  Rider  headlong  on  the  Foe.  Dryd.  Virg> 

The  trembling  Ground  th'  outragious  Courfers  tear, 
And,  fnorting,  blow  their  Foam  into  the  Air. 
Their  fervid  Noftrils  breathe  out  Clouds  of  Smoke, 
And  Flames  of  Fire  from  their  hot  Eye-balls  broke  : 
With  furious  Hoofs  o'er  flaughter'd  Heaps  they  fly, 
And  daih  up  bloody  Rain  amidfl  the  Sky. 
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Reeking  in  Sweat,  and  fmeer'd  with  Dirt  and  Gore, 

They  fpurn  the  Sand,  and  thro*  the  Battel  roar.  Bine. 

The  wanton  Courfer  thus,  with  Reins  unbound, 
Breaks  from  his  Stall,  and  beats  the  trembling  Ground  : 
Pamper'd  and  proud  he  feeks  the  wonted  Tides, 
And  laves,  in  Height  of  Blood,  his  mining  Sides  : 
His  Head,  now  freed,  he  toffes  to  the  Skies, 
His  Mane,  difheverd,  o'er  his  Shoulders  flies  ; 
He  fnufFs  the  Females  in  the  diftant  Plain, 
And  fprings,  exulting,  to  the  Fields  again.  Pope  Horn. 

Pleas'd  with  the  martial  Noife,  he  fnufFs  the  Air,  7 

And  fmells  the  dufty  Battel  from  afar ;  (Blac.  > 

Neighs  to  the  Captain's  Thunder,  and  the  Shouts  of  War.  3 
Swift  as  a  Dove  purfu'd,  or  Mountain  Hind,  "J 

His  nimble  Feet  could  overtake  the  Wind ;  J> 

Leave  flying  Darts,  and  fwifter  Storms  behind.  Blac.  J) 

As  Eagles  fleet, 
And  fierce  in  Fight,  their  Noftrils  breath'd  a  Flame; 
O'er  Fields  of  Death  they  whirl  the  rapid  Car, 
And  break  the  Ranks,  and  thunder  thro'  the  War.  Pope  Horn. 

Pradlis'd  alike  to  turn,  to  ftop,  to  chace 
To  dare  the  Shock,  or  urge  the  rapid  Race.  Pope  Horn. 

Thus  form'd  for  Speed  he  challenges  the  Wind, 
And  leaves  the  Scythian  Arrow  far  behind. 
He  fcours  along  the  Field  with  loofen'd  Reins, 
And  treads  fo  light,  he  fcarcely  prints  the  Plains.  Dryd.Virg. 

In  fuch  a  Shape  grim  Saturn  did  reftrain 
His  heav'nly  ,Limbs,  and  flow'd  with  fuch  a  Mane  : 
When  half  furpriz'd,  and  fearing  to  be  feen, 

The  JLeacher  gallop'd  from  his  jealous  Queen ; 

Ran  up  the  Ridges  of  the  Rocks  amain  :  (Virg* 

And  with  fhrill  Neighings  fill'd  the  Neighb'ring  Plain.    Drfd. 
Wanton  with  Life,  and  bold  with  native  Heat, 

With  thund'ring  Feet  he  paws  the  trembling  Ground, 

He  ftrikes  out  Fire,  and  Spurns  the  Sand  around  ; 

Does  with  loud  Neighings  make  the  Valley  ring, 

And  with  becoming  Pride  his  Foam  around  him  fling. 

So  light  he  treads,  he  leaves  no  Mark  behind, 

As  if  indeed  defcended  from  the  Wind  ; 

And  yet  fo  ftrong,  he  does  his  Rider  bear, 

As  if  he  felt  no  Burden  but  the  Air. 

A  Cloud  of  Smoke  from  his  wide  Noftrils  flies, 

And  his  hot  Spirits  brighten  in  his  Eyes. 
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At  the  mrill  Trumpet's  Sound  he  pricks  his  Ears,  '? 

With  brave  Delight  furveys  the  glitt'ring  Spears,  S 

And  covetous  of  War,  upbraids  the  Cowards  Fears.  B/ac.j 

Freed  from  his  Keepers  thus,  with  broken  Reins, 
The  wanton  Courfer  prances  o'er  the  Plains  ; 
Or  in  the  Pride  of  Youth  o'erleaps  the  Mounds, 
And  fnuffs  the  Females  in  forbidden  Grounds: 
Or  fecks  his  Watering  in  the  well-known  Flood, 
To  quench  his  Thirft,  and  cool  his  fTry  Blood  ; 
He  fvvims  luxuriant  in  the  liquid  Plain, 
And  o'er  his  Shoulder  flows  his  waving  Mane  : 
He  neighs,  he  fnorts,  he  bears  his  Head  on  high  ; 
Before  his  ample  Chert  the  frothy  Waters  fly.     Dryd,  Vtrg, 

He  fought  the  Courfers  of  the  Tbraeian  Race  : 
At  his  Approach  they  tofs  their  Heads  on  high, 
And  proudly  neighing,  promife  Victory. 
The  Drifts  of  Ibracian  Snow  were  fcarco  fo  white, 
Nor  Northern  Winds  in  Fleetnefs  match'd  their  Flight : 
Officious  Grooms  (land  ready  by  their  Side 
And  fome  with  Combs  their  flowing  Manes  divide, 
And  others  ftroke  their  Cheft,  and  gently  footh 

(Dryd.  Virg. 
White  were  his  Fetlocks,  and  his  Feet  before  ; 
And  on  his  Front  a  fnowy  Star  he  bore.  DryZ.  Virg* 

The  Beafl:  was  fturdy,  large,  and  tall, 

With  Mouth  of  Meal,  and  Eyes  of  Wall; 

I   would  fay  Eye,  for  he'ad  but  one, 

As  moil  agree,  tho'  fome  fay  none. 

He  was  well  ftay'd,  and  in  his  Gate 

Preferv'd  a  grave  majeftick  State  : 

At  Spur  or  Switch  no  more  he  skipp'd, 

Or  mended  Pace,  than  Spaniard  whip'd ; 

And  yet  fo  fi'ry,  he  would  bound, 

As  if  he  griev'd  to  touch  the  Ground; 

That  Cafar^s  Horfe,  who,  as  Fame  goes, 

Had  Corns  upon  his  Feet  and  Toes, 

Was  not  by  half  fo  tender  hoof 'd  ! 

Nor  trod  upon  the  Ground  fo  foft : 

And  as  that  Beaft  would  kneel  or  floop 

(Some  write)  to  take  his  Rider  up  ; 

So  lludibraCz  ('tis  well  known) 

Would  often  do  to  fet  him  down, 

His  ftrutting  Ribs  on  both  Sides  fhow'd 

Like  Furrows  he  himfelf  had  plow'd; 

L  2  For 
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For  underneath  the  Skirt  of  Pannel, 

'Tvvixt  ev'ry  two  there  was  a  Channel, 

His  draggling  Tail  hung  in  the  Dirt, 

Which  on  his  Rider  he  would  flirt ; 

Still  as  his  tender  Side  he  prick' d, 

With  arm'd  Heel,  or,  with  unarm' d,  kicked  ; 

For  Hudibras  wore  but  one  Spur, 

As  wifely  knowing  could  he  ftir 

To  a&ive  Trot  one  Side  of 's  Horfe, 

The  other  would  not  hang  an  arfe.  Hud. 

HORSE-RACE. 

The  Signal  giv'n  by  the  fhrill  Trumpets  Sound, 
The  Courfers  Hart,  and  fcour  along  the  Ground  ; 
So  Boreas  ftarting  from  his  Northern  Goal, 
Sweeps  o'er  the  Mountains  to  the  adverfe  Pole  : 
His  furious  Wings  the  flying  Clouds  remove 
From  the  blue  Plains  and  fpacious  Wilds  above  : 
Infultir.g  o'er  the  Seas  he  loudly  roars, 
And  moves  the  tumbling  Billows  to  the  Shores, 
While  for  the  Palm  the  ftraining  Steeds  contend, 
Beneath  their  Hoofs  the  Grafs  doth  fcarcely  bend  ; 
So  long  and  fmooth  their  Strokes,  fo  fwift  they  pafs, 
That  the  Spectators  of  the  noble  Race 
Can  fcarce  diftinguifh  by  their  doubtful  Eye, 
If  on  the  Ground  they  run,  or  in  the  Air  they  fly. 
So  when  the  Earth  fmiles  with  a  Summer's  Ray, 
And  wanton  Swallows  o'er  the  Valleys  play, 
In  Sport  each  other  they  fo  fwiftly  chafe,  ^ 

Sweeping  with  eafy  Wings  the  Meadow's  Face,  S 

They  feem  upon  the  Ground  to  fly  a  Race.  3 

O'er  Hills  and  Dales  the  fpeedy  Courfers  fly, 
And  with  thick  Clouds  of  Dull  obfcure  the  Sky. 
With  claming  Whips  the  furious  Riders  tear 
Their  Courfers  Sides,  and  wound  th'  afflifted  Air. 
On  their  thick  Manes  the  Hooping  Riders  lie, 
Prefs  forward,  and  would  fain  their  Steeds  outfly. 
By  Turns  they  are  behind,  by  Turns  before ; 
Their  Flanks  and  Sides  all  bath'd  in  Sweat  and  Gore. 
Such  Speed  the  Steeds,  fuch  Zeal  the  Riders  fhew, 
To  reach  bright  Fame  that  fwift  before  them  flew. 
Upon  the  lalt,  with  fpurning  Heels,  the  firft 
Call  Storms  of  Sand,  and  fmoth'ring  Clouds  of  Duft  : 

The 
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The  hindmoft  flrain  their  Nerves,  and  fnort  and  blow, 

And  their  white  Foam  upon  the  foremoft  throw  : 

Eager  of  Fame,  and  of  the  promis'd  Prize, 

The  Riders  feize  the  Mark  with  greedy  Eyes. 

Now  Hope  dilates,  now  Fear  contracts  their  Bread, 

Alternately  with  Joy  and  Grief  pofTefs'd  : 

Thus  far  with  equal  Fate  the  Riders  pafs, 

Uncertain  who  fhould  conquer  in  the  Race. 

But  now  the  Goal  appearing,  does  excite 

New  Warmth,  and  calls  out  all  their  youthful  Might  ; 

They  lam  their  Courfers  Flanks  with  Crimfon  dy'd, 

And  Hick  their  goaring  Spurs  into  their  Side. 

Their  native  Courage,  and  the  Rider's  Stroke, 

T'exert  their  Force,  the  gen'rous  Kind  provoke.  Blue. 

HOUNDS.    See  Hunting. 
HUNTING.  See  Boar.  Pbyfuk.  Stag. 

Now  Cancer  glows  with  Phcebus'  fi'ry  Car, 
The  Youth  rufh  eager  to  the  Sylvian  War, 
Swarm  o'er  the  Lawns,  the  Forefls Walks  furround, 
Rouze  the  fleet  Hart,  and  chear  the  opening  Hound. 
Th'impatient  Courfer  pants  in  ev'ry  Vein, 
And,  pawing,  feems  to  beat  the  diftant  Plain  : 
Hills,  Vales  and  Floods  appear  already  crofs'd; 
And  ere  he  ilarts,  a  thoufand  Steps  are  loft. 
•See  !  the  bold  Youth  ftrain  up  the  threatening  Steep, 
Rufh  thro'  the  Thickets,  down  the  Valleys  fweep, 
Hang  o'er  their  Courfers  Heads  with  eager  Speed, 
And  Earth  rowls  back  beneath  the  flying  Steed.  Pept. 

Nor  yet  when  moift  Arelurus  clouds  the  Sky, 
The  Fields  and  Woods  their  pleafing  Toils  deny  : 
To  Plains  with  well-breath'd  Beagles  we  repair, 
And  trace  the  Mazes  of  the  circling  Hare ; 
Beaits,  taught  by  us,  their  Fellow- Beafts  purfue, 
And  learn  of  Man  each  other  to  undo.  Pope. 

Ten  Brace,  and  more,  of  Greyhounds  fnowy  fair,  "^ 
And  tall  as  Stags,  ran  loofe,  and  cours'd  around  his  Chair;  S 
A  Match  for  Pards  in  Flight,  in  Grappling  for  the  Bear.    3 

(Dryd.  Pal.  &  Arc. 

With  Cries  of  Hounds  thou  may'ft  purfue  the  Fear 
Of  flying  Hares,  or  chafe  the  fallow  Deer ; 
Rowfe  from  their  deftrt  Dens  the  briitled  Rage 
Cf  Boars,  and  beamy  Stags  in  Toils  engage.         Dryd.Virg. 

So  the  ftaunch  Hound  the  trembling  Deer  purfues, 
And  fmells  his  Footfteps  in  the  tainted  Dews ;  The 
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The  tedious  Track  unrav'ling  by  Degrees ; 

But  when  the  Scent  comes  warm  in  ev'ry  Breeze, 

Fir'd  at  the  near  Approach,  he  moots  away 

On  his  full  Stretch,  and  bears  upon  his  Prey.  Add. 

Thus  the  bold  Hound,  that  gives  the  Lion  Chace, 
With  beating  Bofom,  and  with  eager  Pace, 
Hangs  on  his  Haunch,  or  fattens  on  his  Heels, 
Guards  as  he  turns,  and  circles  as  he  wheels.         Pope  Horn. 
A  noble  Pack,  or  to  maintain  his  Chace, 
Or  fnuff  the  Vapour  from  the  fcented  Grafs.  Add.  Ovid. 

I  was  with  Hercules  and  Cadmus  once, 
When  in  a  Wood  of  Crete  they  bay'd  the  Boar 
With  Hounds  of  Sparta.     Never  did  I  hear 
Such  gallant  Chiding;  for,  befides  the  Groves, 
The  Skies,  the  Fountains,  ey'ry  Region  near 
Seem'd  all  one  mutual    Cry.     I  never  heard 
So  mufical  a  Difcord,  fuch  fweet  Thunder! 
My  Hounds  are  bred  out  of  the  Spartan  Kind; 
So  flu'd,    fo  landed,  and  their  Heads  are  hung 
With  Ears  that  fweep  away  the  Morning-Dew ; 
Crook-knee'd,  and  Dew-lap'd  like  Tbejfalian  Bulls; 
Slow  in  Purfuit,  but  match' d  in  Mouths  like  Bells, 
Each  under  each:  A  Cry  more  tuneable        (Night's Dream. 
Was  never  holloo'd  to,nor  chear'd  with  Horn.    Sbak.  Midfum. 

On  Mountains  will  I  chafe 
Mix'd  with  the  Wood- land  Nymphs,  the  favage  Race  : 
Nor  Cold  fhall  hinder  me  with  Horns  and  Hounds, 
To  thrid  the  Thickets,  or  to  leap  the  Mounds. 
And  now,  methinks,  o'er  rleepy  Rocks  I  go,  (DrfdVirg. 
And  rufhthro'  founding  Woods, and  bend  the  PartbianBow. 

My  Hounds  fhall  make  the  Welkin  anfwer  them. 
And  fetch  fhrill  Echo  from  the  hollow  Earth.  Sbak.  Taming 

(of  the  Shrew. 
From  Hills  and  Dales  the  chearful  Cries  rebound; 
For  Echo  hunts  along,and  propagates  the  Sound.  Dryd.Virg. 

When  thro'  the  Woods  we   chas'd  the  foaming  Boar. 
With  Hounds  that  open'd  like  Thejfalian  Bulls, 
Like  Tygers  flu'd,  and  fanded  as  the  Shore, 
With  Ears  and  Chefts  that  dafh'd  the  Morning  Dew; 
Driven  with  the  Sport,  as  Ships  are  tofs'd  in  Storms, 
We  ran  like  Winds,  and  matchlefs  was  our  Courfe  ; 
Now  fweeping  o'er  the  Summit  of  a  Hill, 
Now  with  a  full  Career  came  thund'ring  down 
The  Precipice,  and  fweat  along  the  Vale,  Lee  Tbcod. 

Now 
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Now  had  they  reach'd  the  Hills,  and  florm'd  the  Seat 
Of  falvage  Beafts,  in  Dens,  their  laft  Retreat ; 
The  Cry  purfues  the  Mountain  Goats ;  they  bound 
From  Rock  to  Rock,  and  keep  the  craggy  Ground  : 
Quite  otherwife  the  Stags,  a  trembling  Train, 
In  Herds  unfingled  fcour  the  dulty  Plain, 
And  a  long  Chace  in  open  View  maintain. 
The  glad  Jfianius,  as  his  Courier  guides, 
Spurs\hro'  the  Vale,  and  thefe,  andthofe  out-rides.  Dr.Virg. 

With  well-breath' d  Beagles  you  furround  the  Wood, 
And  often  have  you  brought  the  wily  Fox 
To  fufFer  for  the  FiriHings  of  the  Flocks ; 
Chas'd  even  amidit  the  Folds,  and  made  to  bleed, 
Like  Felons,  where  they  did  the  murd'rous  Deed.       Dryd* 

Th'  impatient  Grey-hound  flip'd  from  far, 
Bounds  o'er  the  Glebe  to  courfe  the  fearful  Hare; 
She  in  her  Speed  does  all  her  Safety  lay, 
And  he  with  double  Speed  purfues  the  Prey  j 
O'erturns  her  at  her  fitting  Turn,  and  licks 
Hit  Chaps  in  vain,  and  blows  upon  the  Flix. 
She  'icapes,  and  for  the  neighbouring  Covert  ftrives, 
And,  gaining  Shelter,  doubts  if  yetflie  lives.     Dryd.  Ovid. 

Chace  of  a   S  T  A  G. 

The  youthful  Train  "7 

With  Horns  and  Hounds  a  Hunting-Match  ordain,  S 

And  pitch  their  Toils  around  the  fhady  Plain.  3 

The  Pack  is  fir'd,  they  fnurr,  they  vent, 
And  feed  their  hungry  NoflriJs  with  the  Scent : 
'Twas  of  a  well- grown  Stag,  whole  Antlers  rife 
High  o'er  his  Front,  his  Beams  invade  the  Skies.    Dryd.  V'fg. 

The  unexpected  Sound 
Of  Dogs  and  Men  his  wakeful  Ears  does  wound  : 
Rous'd  with  the  Noife,  he  fcarce  believes  his  Ear, 
Willing  to  think  th'  Illufion  of  his  Fear 
Had  giv'n  this  falfe  Alarm  :  but  ftrait  his  View 
Confirms  that  more  than  all  his  Fears  is  true. 
Betray'd  in  all  his  Strength,  the  Wood  befet, 
All  Instruments,  all  Arts  of  Ruin  met ; 
He  calls  to  Mind  his  Strength,  and  then  his  Sped  ; 
His  winged  Heels,  and  then  his  armed  Head  ; 
With  thofe  t'avoid,  with  this  his  Fate  to  meet, 
But  Fear  prevails,  and  bids  him  truft  his  Feet. 

L  4  So 
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So  faft  he  flies,  that  his  renewing  Eye 

Has  loft  the  Chacers,  and  his  Ears  the  Cry  : 

Exulting,  till  he  finds  their  nobler  Senfe 

Their  difproportion'd  Speed  does  recompence  ; 

Then  curfes  his  confpiring  Feet,  whofe  Scent 

Betray  that  Safety  which  their  Swiftnefs  lent. 

Next  tries  his  Friends ;  among  the  bafer  Herd, 

Where  he  io  lately  was  obey'd  and  fear'd. 

His  Safety  feeks  :  The  Herd,  unkindly  wife, 

Or  chaces  him  from  thence,  or  from  him  flies ; 

Like  a  declining  Statefman,  left  forlorn 

To  his  Friends  Pity,  and  Purfuers  Scorn  ; 

With  Shame  remembers,  when  himfelf  was  one 

Of  the  fame  Herd,  himfelf  the  fame  had  done. 

Then  to  the  Coverts,  and  the  confcious  Groves, 

The  Scenes  of  his  paft  Triumphs  and  his  Loves ! 

Sadly  furveying  where  he  rang'd  alone, 

Prince  of  the  Soil,  and  all  the  Herd  his  own  ; 

And,  like  a  bold  Knight-Errand,  did  proclaim 

Combat  to  all-,  and  bore  away  the  Dame  : 

And  taught  the  Woods  to  echo  to  the  Stream, 

His  dreadful  Challenge  and  his  claihing  Beam  : 

Yet  faintly  now  declines  the  fatal  Strife; 

So  much  his  Love  was  dearer  than  his  Life  ! 

Now  ev'ry  Leaf,  and  ev'ry  moving  Breath, 

Prefents  a  Foe,  and  ev'ry  Foe  a  Death. 

Weary'd,  forfaken,  and  purfu'd,  at  laft 

All  Safety  in  Defpair  of  Safety  plac'd, 

Courage  he  thence  refumes,   refolv'd  to  bear 

All  their  Aflaults,  fince  'tis  in  vain  to  fear. 

And  now  too  late  he  wifhes,  for  the  Fight, 

That  Strength  he  wafted  in  ignoble  Flight : 

But  when  he  fees  the  eager  Chace  renewed, 

Himfelf  by  Dogs,  the  Dogs  by  Men  purfu'd, 

He  ftrait  revokes  his  bold  Refolve,  and  more 

Repents  his  Courage  than  his  Fear  before  ; 

Finds  that  uncertain  Ways  unfafeft  are, 

And  doubt  a  greater  Mifchief  than  Defpair  r 

Then  to  the  Stream,  when  neither  Friends,  nor  Force, 

Nor  Speed,  nor  Art  avail,  he  (hapes  his  Courfe  ; 

Thinks  not  their  Rage  fo  delp'rate  to  effay 

And  Element  more  mercilefs  than  they  : 

But  fearlefs  they  purfue,  nor  can  the  Flood 

Quench  their  dire  Thirft  J  alas  !  they  thirft  for  Blood. 
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to  tow'rds  the  Ship  the  oar-finn'd  Galleys  ply, 
Which  wanting  Sea  to  ride,  or  Wind  to  fly, 
Stands  but  to  fall  reveng'd  on  tho.'e  that  dare 
Tempt  the  laft  Fury  of  extreme  Defpair. 
So  fares  the  Stag  among  th*  enraged  Hounds, 
Repels  their  Force,  and  Wounds  returns  for  Wounds  : 

At  length  refigns  his  Blood, 
And  ilains  the  Chryftal  with  a  Purple  Flood.  Venb. 
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Some  fpread  around 
The  Toils;  fome  fearch  the  Footfteps  on  the  Ground; 
Some  from  the  Chains  the  faithful  Dogs  unbound. 
Of  Aclion  eager,  and  intent  in  Thought, 
The  Chiefs  their  honourable  Danger  fought. 

The  Boar  was  rouz'd,  and  fprung  amain 
Like  Lightning  fudden,  on  the  Warriour  Train  : 
Beats  down  the  Trees  before  him,  (hakes  the  Ground,     ^ 
The  Foreil  echoes  to  the  crackling  Sound  :  •* 

Shout  the  fierce  Youth,  and  clamours  ring  around.  J 

All  ftood  with  their  portended  Spears  prepar'd. 
With  broad  Steel  Heads  the  brandifli'd  Weapons  glar'd. 
The  Beaif,  impetuous,   with  his  Tusks  afide  ~) 

Deals  glancing  Wounds ;    the  fearful  Dogs  divide,  V» 

All  fpend  their  Mouths  aloof,  but  none  abide.  3 

Ecbion  threw  the  fivft,  but  miis'd  his  Mark, 
And  ftruck  his  Bow-fpear  in  a  Maple's  Bark  ; 
Then  Jafon,  and  his  Jav'lin  feem  to  take, 
But  fail'd  with  Over-force,  and  whizz' d  above  his  Back  : 
Mop/us  was  next  ; 

He  reach'd  the  Savage,  but  no  Blood  he  drew. 
This  chaf  'd  the  Boar,  his  Noftrils  Flames  expire, 
And  his  red  Eye-balls  roll  with  living  Fire. 
Whirl'd  from  a  Sling,  or  from  an  Engine  thrown 
Amid  the  Foes,  lb  flies  a  mighty  Stone, 
As  flies  the  Beaft :  The  left  Wing  put  to  flight, 
The   Chiefs  o'erborn,  he  rufhes  on  the  right  ; 
Etnpalamos  and  Pelagon  he  laid 

In  Dull:,  and  next  to  Death,  but  for  their  Fello^  Aid. 
Onefimus  far'd  worfe,  prepar'd  to  fly, 
The  fatal  Fang  drove  deep  within  his  Thigh, 
And  cut  the  Nerves  :  The  Nerves  no  more  fuftain 
The  Bulk  ;  the  Bulk,  unprop'd,  falls  headlong  on  the  Plain. 
L  5  Again!* 
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Againfl  a  Stump  his  Tusk  the  Monfter  grinds, 

And  in  the  fharpen'd  Edge  new  Vigour  finds. 

Then  trufting  in  his  Arms,  young  Otbrys  found, 

And  ranch'd  his  Hip  with  one  continu'd  Wound. 

And  now  both  Ledas  Twins,  in  aft  to  throw, 

Their  trembling  Lances  brandim'd  at  the  Foe  ; 

Nor  had  they  rpifs'd,  but  he  to  Thickets  fled, 

Conceal'd  from  aiming  Spears,  nor  pervious  to  the  Steed. 

But  Telamon  rufh'd  in,  and  hap'd  to  meet 

A  rifing  Root  that  held  his  fatten' d  Feet ; 

So  down  he  fell,  whom  fprawling  on  the  Ground, 

His  Brother  from  the  Wooden  Gyves  unbound. 

Mean  time  the  Virgin-Huntrefs  was  not  flow 

T'  expel  the  Shaft  from  her  contrafled  Bow  ; 

Beneath  his  Ear  the  faften'd  Arrow  flood, 

And  from  his  Wound  appear'd  the  trickling  Blood  : 

She  bluih'd  for  Joy,  a  virtuous  Envy  feiz'd  the  Crew  ; 

They  (hour,  the  Shouting  animates  their  Hearts, 

And  all  at  once  employ  their  thronging  Darts  ; 

But  out  of  Order  thrown,  in  Air  they  joiri, 

And  Multitude  makes  frustrate  the  Dcilgn. 

With  both  his  Hands  the  proud  Ancaus  takes, 

And  flouriihes  his  double-biting  Ax; 

Then  forward  to  his  Fate  he  took  a  Stride 

Before  the  reft,  and  to  his  Fellows  cry'd, 

The  Boar  is  doom'd ;  then  ftretch'd  on  Tip-toe  ftood, 

Secure  to  make  his  empty  Promife  good. 

But  the  more  wary  Beaft  prevents  the  Blow, 

And  upwards  rips  the  Groin  of  his  audacious  Foe, 

Ancaus  falls  ;   his  Bowels  from  the  Wound 

Gufh'd  out,  and  clotter'd  Blood  diftain'd  the  Ground. 

Terithous,  no  fmall  Portion  of  the  War, 

Prefs'd  on,  and  fhook  his  Lance,  his  Jav'lin  threw, 

Hitting  in  Air  th'  unerring  Weapon  flew  ; 

But  on  an  Arm  of  Oak,  that  ftood  betwixt 

The  Marks-man  and  the  Mark,  his  Lance  he  flx'd. 

Once  more  bold  Jafoa  threw,  but  fail'd  to  wound  ^ 

The  Boar,  and  flew  an  undeiervieg  Hound;  S 

And  thro   the  Dog  the  Dart  was  nail'd  to  Ground,  3 

Two  Spears  from  Melea^erh  Hand  was  fent 

With  equal  Force,  but  various  in  th'  Event; 

The  firft  was  fix'd  in  Earth,  the  fecond  ftood 

On  the  Bjur's  briftled  Back,  and  deeply  drunk  his  Blood. 

Now 
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Now  while  the  tortur'd  Savage  turns  around, 

And  flings  about  his  Foam,  impatient  of  the  Wound, 

The  Wound's  great  Author,  clofe  at  hand,  provokes 

His  Rage,  and  plies  him  with  redoubled  Strokes ; 

Wheels  as  he  wheels,  and  with  his  pointed  Dart 

Explores  the  neareft  PalTage  to  his  Heart. 

Quick,  and  more  quick,  he  fpins  in  giddy  Gires, 

Then  falls,  and  in  much  Foam  his  Soul  expires. 

This  Act,  with  Hands  Heav'n  high,  the  friendly  Band 

Applaud,  and  ftrain  in  theirs  the  Victor's  Hand. 

Then  all  approach  the  Slain  with  vaft  Surprize, 

Admire  on  what  a  Breadth  of  Earth  he  lies  : 

And  fcarce  fecure,  reach  out  their  Spears  afar,  (Dryd.  Ovid, 

And  blood  their  Points  to  prove  their  Partnership  of  War. 

HUNTRESS. 

Grace  of  the  Woods !  A  Di'mond  Buckle  bound 
Her  Veft  behind,  which  elfe  had  flow'd  upon  the  Ground, 
And  fhew'd  her  buskin1  d  Legs  :  Her  Head  was  bare, 
But  for  her  native  Ornament  of  Hair, 
Which  in  a  fimple  Knot  was  ty'd  above : 
Sweet  Negligence  !  unheeded  Bait  of  Love  1 
Her  founding  Quiver  on  her  Shoulder  ty'd, 
One  Hand  a  Dart,  and  one  a  Bow  fupply'd. 
Such  was  her  Face,  as  in  a  Nymph  difplay'd  "7 

A  fair  fierce  Boy,  or  in  a  Boy  betray'd  > 

The  bluming  Beauties  of  a  modeft  Maid.     Dryd.  Ovid.  3 

A  Huntrefs  in  her  Habit,  and  her  Mien  ; 
Her  Drefs  a  Maid,  her  Air  confefs'd  a  Queen  : 
Bare  were  her  Knees,  and  Knots  her  Garments  bind,        ~) 
Loofe  was  her  Hair,  and  wanton'd  in  the  Wind :  (Virg.  > 
Her  Hand  fuftain'd  a  Bow,  her  Quiver  hung  behind.  Dryd.  3 

She  crofs'd  the  Lawn,  or  in  the  Foreft  ftray'd, 
A  painted  Quiver  at  her  Back  fhe  bore, "  ""> 

Vary'd  with  Spots,  a  Linx's  Hide  fhe  wore  ;  > 

And  at  full  Cry  purfu'd  the  tusky  Boar.        Dryd.  Virg.  J 

Expert  in  the  Chace, 
In  Woods  and  Wilds  to  wound  the  favage  Race, 
Diana  taught  her  all  her  fylvan  Arts, 
To  bend  the  Bow,  and  aim  unerring  Darts.  Pope  Horn* 

HURRICANE. 

As  when  two  adverfe  Hurricanes  arife, 
MulVring  their  ftormy  Forces  in  the  Skies. 

L  6  Of 
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Of  equal  Fury,  and  of  equal  Force, 

Againft  each  other  bend  their  rapid  Courfe  ; 

The  Clouds  their  Lines  extend  in  black  Array, 

And  Front  to  Front  a  fearful  War  difplay. 

Exploded  Flames  againft  each  other  fly, 

And  fiery  Arches  vault  th'enlighten'd  Sky: 

Conflicting  Billows  againft  Billows  dafh  ;  (flafh. 

Thunder  'gainft  Thunder  roars,  Lightnings  'gainft  Lightnings 

Nor  Flames,  nor  Winds,  nor  Waves,  nor  Clouds  will  yield, 

But  equal  Strength  maintains  a  doubtful  Field.  Blac 

H  U  S  B  A  N  D  and  W  I  F  E.    See  Marriage. 

Are  we  not  one  ?  Are  we  not  join'd  by  Heav'n  ? 
Each  interwoven  with  the  other's  Fate  ? 
Are  we  not  mix'd  like  Streams  of  meeting  Rivers, 
Whofe  blended  Waters  are  no  more  diftinguifh'd, 
But  roll  into  the  Sea  one  common  Flood?       RozveFair  Fen. 

Ferce,    and  the  Will  of  our  imperious  Rulers 
May  bind  two  Bodies  in  one  wretched  Chain ; 
But  Minds  will  ftill  look  back  to  their  own  Choice. 
So  the  poor  Captive  in  a  foreign  Realm 
Stands  on  the  Shore,  and  fends  his  Wifhes  back 
To  the  dear  native  Land  from  whence  he  came.  Rozve  Fair  Fen- 

We  think  it  Merit  blindly  to  believe 
Thofe  pious  Falfhoods  we  from  Priefts  receive. 
Faith  is  Religion's  happy  Lethargy ; 
The  doubting  Wife  we  brand  with  Herefy. 
Husbands  fhould  more  than  the  Religious  ftrive, 
Blindly  to  truft,  and  blindly  to  believe.  Dy  Av>  Circe. 

What  can  be  fweeter  than  our  native  Home  ? 
Thither  for  Eafe,  and  foft  Repofe  we  come. 
Home  is  the  facred  Refuge  of  our  Life, 
Seeur'd  from  all  Approaches  but  a  Wife. 
If  thence  we  fly,  the  Caufe  admits  no  Doubt; 
None  but  an  inmate  Foe  could  force  us  out ; 
Clamours  our  Privacies  uneafy  make  ;  (Dryd.  Auren. 

Birds  leave  theirNefts  difturb'd,and  Beafts  their  Haunts  forfake. 

When  Souls,  that  fhould  agree  to  will  the  fame, 
To  have  one  common  Object  for  their  Wifnes, 
Look  diff'rent  ways,  regardlefs  of  each  other, 
Think  what  a  Train  of  Wretchednefs  enfues! 
Love  fliall  be  banifh'd  from  the  genial  Bed  ; 
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The  Nights  (hall  all  be  lonely  and  unquiet; 
And  ev'ry  Day  {hall  be  a  Day  of  Cares.         Rowe  Fair  Pen. 
What  tho'  fome  Fits  of  fmall  Conteft 
Sometimes  fall  out  among  the  beft  ? 
That  makes  no  Breach  of  Faith  or  Love, 
But  rather  (fometimes)  ferves  t'improve: 
For,  as  in  Running,  ev'ry  Pace 
Is  but  between  two  Legs  a  Race; 
In  which  both  do  their  uttermoft 
To  get  before,  and  win  the  Poft ; 
Yet  when  they're  at  their  Race's  ends, 
They're  ftill  as  kind  and  conftant  Friends: 
And  to  relieve  their  Wearinefs, 
By  turns  give  one  another  Eafe  : 
So  all  the  falfe  Alarms  of  Strife 
Between  the  Husband  and  the  Wife, 
And  little  Quarrels,    often  prove 
To  be  but  new  Recruits  of  Love  : 
When  thofe  who're  always  kind  or  coy, 
In  time  muft  either  tire  or  cloy, 
In  all  Amours  a  Lover  burns 
With  Frowns,  as  well  as  Smiles,  by  Turns  : 
And  Hearts  have  been  as  oft  with  fallen, 
As  charming  Looks,  furpriz'd  and  ftol'n  : 
Then  why  fhould  more  bewitching  Clamour 
Some  Lovers  not  as  much  enamour  ? 
For  Difcords  make  the  fweeteft  Airs  : 
And  Curfes  are  a  Kind  of  Pray'rs.  Hud. 

And  yet  of  Marriage- Bands  I'm  weary  grown  ; 

Love  fcorns  all  Ties,  but  thofe  that  are  his  own; 

Chains  that  are  dragg'd,  muft  needs  uneafy  prove, 

F'or  there's  a  God-like  Liberty  in  Love  !  Dry  J.  Auren. 

Sure,  of  all  Ills  domeftick  are  the  worft : 

When  we  lay  next  us  what  we  hold  moft  dear, 

Like  Hercules,  invenom'd  Shirts  we  wear, 

And  cleaving-Mifchiefs.  Dryd.  Auren. 

Secrets  of  Marriage  ftill  are  facred  held  : 

Their  Sweet  and  Bitter  by  the  Wife  conceal'd. 

Errors  of  Wives  reflect  on  Husbands  ftill; 

And  when  divulg'd,  proclaim  they've  chofen  ill : 

And  the  myfterious  Pow'r  of  Bed  and  Throne 

Should  always  be  maintain'd,  but  rarely  fhown.    Dryd. Auren* 
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Men's  Eyes  are  not  fubtle  to  perceive 
My  inward  Mifery  :  I  bear  my  Grief 
Hid  from  the  World.     How  am  I  wretched  then  ? 
For  ought  I  know,  all  Husbands  are  like  me  ; 
And  every  Man  I  talk  to  of  his  Wife, 
Is  but  a  Well-DifTembler  of  his  Woes, 
As  I  am.  Beau.  Maid's  Tragedy. 

Few  knows  what  Care  a  Husband's  Peace  deftroys, 
His  real  Crie?,  and  his  diflembled  Joys.      Dryd.  Ind.  Emp. 

With  gaudy  Plumes,  and  jingling  Bells  made  proud, 
The  youthful  Beaft  fets  forth,  and  neighs  aloud  : 
A  Morning  Sun  his  tinfel'd  Harnefs  gilds, 
And  the  firft  Stage  a  down-hill  Green-fward  yields. 
But  oh ! 

What  rugged  Ways  attend  our  Noon  of  Life  ! 
Our  Sun  declines ;  and  with  what  anxious  Strife, 
What  Pains,  we  tug  that  gauling  Load,  a  Wife  ! 
All  Courfers  the  firit  Heat  with  Vigour  run, 
But  'tis  with  Whip  and  Spur  the  Race  is  won.  Cotig.OldBatch. 

HYPOCRISY. 

Hypocrify,  the  thriving'!!  Calling, 
The  only  Saint's-Bell  that  rings  all  in : 
In  which  all  Churches  are  concerned, 
And  is  the  eafieit,  to  be  learn'd. 
For  no  Degrees,  unlefs  th'employ  it, 
Can  ever  gain  much,  or  enjoy  it. 
A  Gift  that  is  not  only  able 
To  domineer  among  the  Rabble  ; 
But  by  the  Law's  impow'r'd  to  rout, 
And  awe  the  Greateif.  that  ftand  out; 
Which  few  hold  forth  againft,  for  fear 
Their  Hand  mould  flip,  and  come  too  near  : 
For  no  Sin  elfe,  among  the  Saints, 
Is  taught  fo  tenderly  againft.  Hud. 

Seeming  Devotion  does  but  gild  a  Knave, 

That's  neither  faithful,  honeft,  juft,  nor  brave  : 

But  where  Religion  does  with  Virtue  join, 

It  makes  a  Hero  like  an   Angel  fhine.  Wall. 

Yet  few  are  truly  by  themielves  exprefs'd  : 

He  that  feems  Virtuous,  does  but  aft  a  Part, 

And  (hows  not  his  own  Nature,  but  his  Art.  How.Veft.Virg. 
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JAVELIN. 

She    wrench' d  the  Jav'lin  with  her  dying  Hands; 
But  wedg'd  within  her  Breaft  the  Weapon  ftands : 
The  Wood  foe  draws,  the  fteely  Point  Remains.   Dryd.Virg. 

Pois'd  in  his  lifted  Arm,  his  Lance  he  threw  : 
The  winged  Weapon,  whiffling  in  the  Wind, 
Came  driving  on,  nor  mifs'd  the  mark  defign'd. 
The  Shield  gave  way  :   through  treble  Plates  it  went 
Of  folid   Brafs,  of  Linen  trebly  roli'd, 
And  three  Bull- hides  which  round  the  Buckler  fold. 
All  thefe  it  pafs'd,  reftftlefs  in  the  Courie, 
Tran.piercM  his  Thigh,  and  fpent  his  dying  Force.  Dr.Virg. 

His  feeble  Hand  a  Javelin  threw, 
Which,  fluttering,  feem'd  to  loiter  as  it  flew  ; 
Juft,  and  but  barely,  to  the  Mark  it  held, 
And  faintly  tinkled  on  the  brazen  Shield.  Dryd.  Virg. 

JEALOUSY. 

The  greater  Care,  the  higher  Paflion  fhews  : 
We  hold  that  deareft,  we  moft  fear  to  lofe. 
Diftruft  in  Lovers  is  too  warm  a  Sun, 
But  yet  'tis  Night  in  Love  when  that  is  gone  : 
And  in  thofe  Climes,  which  moft  his  Scorching  know,  (Gran. 
He  makes  the  nobleft  Fruits  and  Metals  grow.    Dryd.  Cinq*  of 

What  Arts  can  blind  a  jealous  Woman's  Eyes  ? 
Love  the  fir  ft  Motion  of  the  Lover  hears, 
Quick  to  prefage,  and  ev'n  in  Safety  fears.  Dryd.  Virg. 

Jealou fy  is  a  noble  Crime  ; 
'Tis  the  high  Pulfe  of  Paflion  in  a  Fever ; 
A  fickly  Draught,  but  fhews  a  burning  Thirft.  Dryd-Ampbit. 
For  Jealoufy  is  but  a  kind 
Of  Clap,  or  Crincam  of  the  Mind  : 
The  natural  Effect  of  Love, 

As  other  Pains  and  Aches  prove.  Hud. 

Ah]!  Why  are  not  the  Hearts  of  Women  known  ? 
Falfe  Women  to  new  Joys  unfeen  can  move, 
There  are  no  Prints  left  in  the  Paths  of  Love  : 
All  Goods  befides  by  publick  Marks  are  known,  (Gran. p. 2. 
But  that  we  moft  defire  to  keep,  has  none.     Dryd.  Conq.  of 
No  Sign  of  Love  in  jealous  Men  remains,  (of  Gran.  p.  2. 
But  that  which  fick  Men  have  of  Life,  their  Pains.  Dryd  Conq. 

Small 
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Small  Jealoufies,  'tis  true,  inflame  Defire, 
The  Great  not  fan,  but  quite  put  out  the  Fire.  Dryd.Juren. 

O  Jealoufy  !  thou  raging  111 ! 
Why  haft  thou  found  a  Place  in  Lover's  Hearts; 

Afflicting  what  thou  can'ft  not  kill,  (Alb/in. 

Andpois'ning  Love  himfelfwith  his  own  Darts.  Dryd.A3.& 
What  State  of  Life  can  be  {o  bleft 
As  Love  that  warms  a  Lover's  Breaft  ? 
Two  Souls  in  one  j  the  fame  Defire 
To  grant  the  Blifs,  and  to  require. 
But  if  in  Heav'n  a  Hell  we  find, 
'Tis  Jealoufy,  thou  Tyrant  of  the  Mind? 
All  other  Ills,  tho'  fharp  they  prove, 
Serve  to  refine  and  perfcel  Love  : 
In  Abfence,  or  unkind  Difdain, 
Sweet  Hope  relieves  the  Lover's  Pain. 
Thou  art  the  Fire  of  endlefs  Night,  (Trium. 

The  Fire  that  burns,  and  gives  no  Light.  Dryd.Lwt. 

What  Tortures  can  there  be  in  Hell 
Compar'd  to  thofe  fond  Lovers  feel, 
When,  doating  on  feme  Fair- one's  Charms, 
They  think  fhe  yields  them  to  their  Rival's  Arms? 
As  Lions,  tho'  they  once  were  tame, 
Yet  if  fharp  Wounds  their  Rage  inflame, 
Lift  up  their  ftormy  Voices,  roar, 
And  tear  the  Keepers  they  obey'd  before. 
So  fares  the  Lover,  when  his  Breaft 
By  jealous  Frenzy  is  pofTefs'd  : 
Forfwears  the  Nymph  for  whom  he  burns, 
Yet  ftrait  to  her,  whom  he  forfwears,  returns. 
But  when  the  Fair  refolves  his  Doubt, 
The  Love  comes  in,  the  Fear  goes  out; 
The  Cloud  of  Jealoufy 's  difpell'd, 
And  the  bright  Sun  of  Innocence  reveal'd  : 

With  what  ftrange  Raptures  is  he  bleft  .' 
Raptures,  too  great  to  be  exprefVd  ! 
Tho'  hard  the  Torment's  to  endure, 
Who  would  not  have  the  Sicknefs  for  the  Cure?  Waljb. 

Love  reigns  a  very  Tyrant  in  my  Heart ; 
Attended  on  his  Throne  by  all  his  Guard 
Of  furious  Wifhes,  Fears,  and  nice  Sufpicions.  Qlw.  Or  ph. 
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Think'ft  thou  I'll  make  a  Life  of  Jealoufy, 
To  follow  ftill  the  Changes  of  the  Moon 
With  frefh  Surmifes  ?  No,  to  be  once  in  doubt, 
Is  to  be  refolv'd.     But  yet,  Iago, 
Til  fee  before  I  doubt :  When  I  doubt,  prove  j 
And  on  the  Proof  there  is  no  more  but  this, 
Away  at  once  with  Love  or  Jealoufy. 

If  I  do  prove  her  Haggard. 
Tho'  that  her  JefTes  were  my  dear  Heart-ftrings, 
I'd  whiftle  her  off,  and  let  her  down  the  Wind, 
To  prey  at  Fortune. 

Villain!  befure  thou  prove  my  Love  a  Whore  » 
Be  fure  of  it !  give  me  the  ocular  Proof, 
Or  by  the  Worth  of  my  eternal  Sou), 
Thou  hadft  much  better  have  been  born  a  Dog, 
Than  anfwer  my   wak'd  Wrath : 
Make  me  to  fee  it,  or  at  lead  fo  prove  it, 
That  the  Probation  bear  no  Hinge,  no  Loop 
To  hang  a  Doubt  on,  or  Woe  upon  thy  Life  ! 
If  thou  doft  {lander  her,  and  torture  me, 

Never  pray  more,  abandon  all  Remorfe, 

On  Horrour's  Head  Honour  accumulate, 

No  Deeds  to  make  Heav'n  weep,  all  Earth  amaz'd, 

For  nothing  can'ft  thou  to  Damnation  add 

Greater  than  that. 

Give  me  a  living  Reafon  file's  difloyal, 

I'll  have  fome  Proof :  My  Name,  that  was  as  frefh 

As  Diarfs  Vifage,  is  now  begrim'd  and  black 

As  my  own  Face.     It  there  be  Cords  or  Knives, 

Poifon  or  Fire,  or  fufrbcating  Streams, 

I'll  not  endure  it:  III  be  fatisfy'd. 
It  is  impoffible  you  fhould  fee  this ; 
But  yet,  I  fay, 

If  Imputation  and  ftrong  Circumftances, 

Which  lead  directly  to  the  door  of  Truth, 

Will  give  you  Satisfaction,  you  may  have  it. 
Oh  that  the  Slave  had  forty  thoufand  Lives ! 

One  is  too  poor,  too  weak  for  my  Revenge ! 

Now  do  I  fee  'tis  true!  Look  here,  Iago  I 

Ail  my  fond  Love  thus  do  I  blow  to  Heav'n  !  'Tis  gone  I 

Arife  black  Vengeance  from  the  hollow  Hell  ! 

Yield  up,  O  Love,  thy  Crown  and  hearted  Throne 

To 
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To  tyrannous  Hate  j  Swell,  Bofom,  with  thy  Fraught, 

For  'tis  of  Afpicks  Tongues.     Like  to  the  Pontick  Sea, 

Whofe  icy  Current,  and  compulfive  Courfe, 

Ne'er  knows  retiring  Ebb,  but  keeps  due  on 

To  the  Propontick  and  the  Hellefpont ; 

Ev'n  fo  my  bloody  Thoughts,  with  violent  Pace, 

Shall  ne'er  look  back,  ne'er  ebb  to  humble  Love, 

Till  that  a  capable  and  a  wide  Revenge 

Swallow  them  up.  Sbak.  Qtbei. 

Oh!  you  have  done  an  A£t, 
That  blots  the  Face,  and  Elufh  of  Modefty; 
Calls  Virtue  Hypocrite,  takes  off  the  Rofe 
From  the  fair  Forehead  of  an  innocent  Love, 
And  makes  a  Blifter  there  :  Makes  Marriage- Vows 
As  falfe  as  Dicers  Oaths.     Oh  fuch  a  Deed! 
Heav'ns  Face  does  glow  at  it. 
Yea,  this  Solidity  and  compound  Mafs, 
With  triftful  Vifage,  as  sgainft  the  Doom, 
Is  Thought- fick  at  the  Aft.  Sbak.  Ham/. 

Thou  art  as  honeft 
As  Summer  Flies  are  in  the  Shambles, 
x  hat  quicken  even  with  blowing.     O  thou  Weed, 
Who  art  fo  lovely  fair,  and  look'il  fo  lvveet, 
That  the  Senie  akes  at  thee! 
Was  this  fair  Paper,  this  moll  goodly  Book 
Made  to  write  Whore  upon  ?  O  thou  publick  Commoner  .' 
I  fhould  make  very  Forges  of  my  Cheeks, 
That  would  to  Cinders  burn  up  Modefty, 
Did  I  but  fpeak  thy  Deeds. 

Heav'n  flops  the  Nofe  at  it,  and  the  Moon  winks ; 
The  bawdy  Wind,  that  kiffesali  it  meet?, 
Is  hufli'd  within  the  hollow  Mine  of  Earth, 
And  will  not  hear  it.  Sbak.  Otbel. 

Let  Ignominy  brand  thy  hated  Name, 
Let  modefc  Matrons  at  thy  Mention  ftart  ; 
And  blufhing  Virgins,  when  they  read  our  Annals, 
Skip  o'er  the  guilty  Page  that  holds  thy  Legend, 
And  blots  the  noble  Work.  Sbak.  Trot/.  &  Cref. 

Had  it  pleas'd  Heav'n 
To  try  me  with  Afflictions :  Had  they  rain'd 
All  kinds  of  Sores  and  Shames  on  my  bare  Head, 
Steep'd  me  in  Poverty  to  the  very  Lips, 

Giv'n 
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Giv'n  to  Captivity  me  and  my  utmoft  Hopes, 

I  mould  have  found  in  fome  Place  of  my  Soul 

A  Drop  of  Patience.     But  alas!  to  make  me 

The  fixed  Figure  for  the  Time  of  Scorn, 

To  point  his  flow  and  moving  Figure  at  \ 

Yet  could  I  bear  that  too  !  well !  very  well  ! 

But  there,  where  I  had  garner'd  up  my  Heart, 

Where  either  I  mull  live,  or  bear  no  Life ; 

The  Fountain  from  the  which  my  Current  runs, 

Or  elfe  dries  up  :  To  be  difcarded  thence, 

Or  keep  it  as  a  Cittern  for  foul  Toads 

To  knot  and  gender  in!  Turn  thy  Complexion  there, 

Patience,  thou  young  and  rofe-lip'd  Cherubim, 

I  here  look  grim  as  Hell.  Sbak.  Othel. 

O !  plague  me,  Heav'n,  plague  me  with  all  the  Woes 
That  Man  can  fuffer  !  Root  up  my  Poffefiions, 
Ship- wreck  my  far- fought  Ballaft  in  the  Haven, 
Fire  all  my  Cities,  burn  my  Dukedoms  down, 
Let  midnight  Wolves  howl  in  my  defart  Chambers, 
May  the  Earth  yawn  !  matter  the  Frame  of  Nature  ! 
Let  the  wreck'd  Orbs  in  Whirlwinds  round  me  move  ! 
But  fave  me  from  the  Rage  of  jealous  Love  !  Lee  C&f.  Borg. 

For  oh!  what  damned  Minutes  tells  he  o'er, 
Who  doats,yet  doubts ;  fufpcfts,yet  ftrongly  loves }Shak.Qtbel. 

And  Doubts  and  Fears  to  Jealoufies  will  turn, 
The  hotter!  Hell  in  which  a  Heart  can  burn.  Cowl. 

How  frail,   how  coward  y  is  Woman's  Mindl  '7 

We  (hriek  at  Thunder,  dread  the  ruffling  Wind  j  > 

And  glitt'ring  Swords  the  brighteft  Eyes  will  blind.  3 

Yet  when  Strong  Jealoufy  inflames  the  Soul, 
The  Weak  will  roar,  and  Calms  to  Tempefb  roul.  LeeAkx, 

Torment  me  with  this  horrid  Rage  no  more; 
O  fmile  !  and  grant  one  reconciling  Kifs: 
Ye  Gods !  file's  kind,  I'm  Eclhfy  all  o'er  ! 
My  Soul's  too  narrow  to  contain  my  Biifs  ! 

Thou  pleafing  Torture  of  my  Breafl  f 
Sure  thou  wert  form'd  to  plague  my  Reft ! 
Since  both  the  Good  and  111  you  do,  alike  my  Peace  deflroy, 
This  kills  me  with  Excefs  of  Grief,  that  with  Excefs  of  Joy. 

Waljb. 
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IGNORANCE. 

Seeing  aright  we  fee  our  Woes, 

Then  what  avails  us  to  have  Eyes  ? 

From  Ignorance  our  Comfort  flows, 
The  only  Wretched  are  the  Wife.  Prior. 

Ignorance,  Difccrd's  Parent,  by  her  flood,  ~) 

And  from  her   Bread  fqueez'd  Juice  like  blackifh  blood,      > 
Her  hateful  Offspring's  moll  delicious  Food.  3 

A  formidable  Figure  !  black  as  Night !  "? 

That  does  in  Shades  and  Labyrinths  delight  ;  •* 

Exceeding  fierce,  but  deftitute  of  Sight  3 

A  Crowd  of  howling  Hell-hounds  near  her  flay'd, 
All  hideous  Forms!  and  her  Commands  obey'd. 
Contention,  Zeal,  inexorable  Rage, 
And  Strife,  that  wretched  Men  in  Arms  engage  ; 
Various  Divijion,  Malice,  deadly  Hate, 
That  rend  a  Kingdom,  and  diflblve  a  State.  Blac . 

IMPRECATIONS.     See  Curfe. 

Final  Deflruflion  feize  on  all  the  World : 
Bend  down,   ye  HeavTnsf  and  (hutting  round  this  Earth, 
Crufh  the  vile  Globe  into  its  firil  Confufion  ; 
Scorch  it  with  elemental  Flames  to  one  curil  Cinder, 
And  all  Us  little  Creepers  in't,  Call'd  Men, 
Burn,burn  to  nothing  !  But  let  Venice  burn 
Hotter  than  all  the  refl :  Here  kindle  Hell 
Ne'er  to  extenguifh ;  and  let  Souls  hereafter  (^reI 

Groan  here  in  all  thofe  Pains  which  mine  feels  now.  Otw.Ven. 

Ah  !  that  my  Arms  could  both  the  Poles  embrace, 
And  wrefl  the  World's  flrong  Pillars  from  their  Bafe  ! 
That  all  the  crackling  Frame  might  be  disjoin'd, 
And  bury  in  its  Ruin  Human  Kind.  Blac. 

That  I  could  reach  the  Axle  where  the  Pins  are 
Which  bolt  this  Frame,  that  I  might  pull  'em  out, 
And  pluck  all  into  Chaos  with  my  felf ! 
Whowould  not  fall  with  all  the  World  about  him  tJohnf.Catil. 

Oh  that,  as  oft  I  have  at  Athene  feen 
The  Stage  arife,  and  the  big  Clouds  defcend; 
So  now  in  very  Deed  I  might  behold 
The  pond'rous  Earth,  and  all  yon  Marble  Roof, 
Meet  like  the  Hands  of  Jove,  and  crufh  Mankind  : 

For 
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For  all  the  Elements  and  all  the  Powers 

Celeftial,  nay,  Terreftrial  and  infernal, 

Confpire  the  Rack  of  outcaft  Oedipus. 

Fall  Darknefs  then,  and  everkfting  Night 

Shadow  the  Globe  !  May  the  Sun  never  dawn! 

The  Silver  Moon  be  blotted  from  her  Orb  ! 

And  for  a  univerfal  Rout  of  Nature, 

Thro'  all  the  inmoit  Chambers  of  the  Sky, 

May  there  not  be  a  Glimpfe,  one  ftarry  Spark  f 

But  Gods  meet  Gods,  and  juftle  in  the  Dark! 

That  Jars  may   rife,  and  Wrath  Divine  be  hurl'd, 

Which  may  to  Atoms  make  the  folid  World,      Lee  Oedip, 

Curft  be  the  Hour  that  gave  me  Birth  ! 
Confufion  and  Diforder  feize  the  World, 
To  fpoil  all  Truft  and  Converfe  among  Men; 
'Twixt  Families  engender  endlefs  Feuds, 
In  Countries  needlefs  Fears,  in  Cities  Factions, 
In  States  Rebellion,  and  in  Churches  Schifm  ; 
Till  all  Things  move  againfl:  the  Courfe  of  Nature  ; 
Till  Forms  dilfolv'd,  the  Chain  of  Caufes  broken, 
And  the  Original  of  being  loft.  Otzv.  Orpb, 

Loofen'd  Nature, 
Leap  from  its  Hinges,  fink  the  Props  of  Heav'n, 
And  fall  the  Skies  to  cruih  the  nether  World.  Dryd.AllforLovt* 

IMPUDENCE. 

Get  that  great  Gift  and  Talent,  Impudence, 
Accomplifh'd  Mankind's  higher!  Excellence ; 
*Tis  that  alone  prefers,  alone  makes  great, 
Confers  alone  Wealth,  Titles,  and  Eftate; 
Gains  Place  at  Court,  can  make  a  Fool  a  Peer,  *^ 

An  Afs  a  Bilhop;  can  vil'ft  Blockhead  rear  £ 

To  wear  red  Hats,  and  fit  in  porph'ry  Chair :  j) 

'Tis  Learning,  Parts  and  Skill,  and  Wit  and  Senfe, 
Worth,  Merit,  Honour,  Virtue,  Innocence.  Oldb. 

For  he  that  has  but  Impudence, 

To  all  Things  has  a  fair  Pretence ; 

And  put  among  his  Wants  but  Shame, 

To  all  the  World  he  may  lay  Claim.  Hud. 
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INCEST. 

Nature  abhors 
To  be  forced  back  again  upon  her  felf, 
And,  like  a  Whirpool,  fwallow  her  own  ftreams.   Dryd.Oedip, 

Cuilom  our  native  Royalty  does  awe, 
Promifcuous  Love  is  Nature's  eldeft  Law : 
For  whofoever  the  firft  Lovers  were, 
Brother  and  Sifter  made  the  fecond  Pair  ; 
And  doubled  by  their  Love  their  Piety.  Vryd.Auren 

Then  is  it  Sin  ?  or  makes  my  Mind  alone 
Th'imagin'd  Sin?  for  Nature  makes  it  none. 
What  Tyrant  then  thefe  envious  Laws  began? 
Made  not  for  any  other  Beafi  but  Alan : 
The  Father-Bull  his  Daughter  may  beftride, 
The  Horfe  may  make  his  Mother- Mare  a  Bride. 
What  Piety  forbids  the  lufty  Ram, 
Or  more  falacious  Goat,   to  rut  their  Dam  ? 
The  Hen  is  free  to  wed  the  Chick  fhe  bore, 
And  made  a  Husband  whom  fhe  hatch' d  before. 
All  Creatures  elfe  are  of  a  happier  Kind, 
Whom  not  iil-natur'd  Laws  from  Pleafure  bind, 
Nor  thoughts  of  Sin  difiurb  their  Peace  of  Mind. 
But  Man  a  flave  of  his  own  making  lives ; 
The  Fool  denies  himfelf  what  Nature  gives. 
Too  bufy  Senates,  with  an  Over-care, 
To  make  us  better  than  our  Kind  can  bear, 
Have  danYd  a  Spice  of  Envy  in  the  Laws, 
And,  ftraining  up  too  high,  have  fpoiTd  the  Caufe. 
Yet  fome  wife  Nations  break  the  cruel  Chains, 
And  own  no  Laws  but  thofe  which  Love  ordains ; 
Where  happy  Daughters  with  their  Sires  are  join'd. 
And  Piety  is  doubly  paid  in  Kind. 
O  that  I  had  been  born  in  fuch  a  Clime  ! 
Not  here,  where  'tis  the  Country  makes  the  Crime. 
But  whither  would  my  impious  Fancy  It  ray  ! 
Hence  Hopes,  and  ye  forbidden  Thoughts  away.  Dryd.  Ovid. 

INCONSTANCY.    See  Ccnfttncy,  Falfe. 
I  never  yet  could  fee  that  Face 
Which  had  no  Dart  for  me  ; 
From  fifteen  Years  to  fifty's  Space 
They  all  victorious  be. 

Colour 
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Colour  or  Shape,  good  Limbs  or  Face, 

Goodnefs  or  Wit  in  all  [  find; 
In  Motion  or  in  Speech  a  Grace: 

If  all  fail,  yet 'tis  Woman-kind, 
If  tall,  the  Name  of  Proper  flays  ; 

If  fair,  fhe's  pleafant  as  the  Light ; 
If  low,  her  prettinefs  does  pleafe; 

If  black,  what  Lover  loves  not  Night  ? 
The  Fat,  like  Plenty,  fills  my  Heart; 

The  Lean,  with  Love,  makes  me  fo  too; 
If  ftreight,  her  Body's  Cupid's  Dart 
To  me ;  if  crooked,  'tis  his  Bow. 
Nay,  Age  it  felf  does  me  to  Rage  incline, 
And  Strength  to  Women  gives,  as  well  as  Wine. 
Him,  who  loves  'always  one,  why  mould  we  call 
More  confhnt,  than  the  Man  loves  always  all?  Cowh 

All  my  pafl  Life  is  mine  no  more, 

The  flying  Hours  are  gone, 
Like  tranfitory  Dreams  giv'n  o'er, 
Whofe  Images  are  kept  in  Store 

By  Memory  alone. 
Whatever  is  to  come,  is  not ; 
How  can  it  then  be  mine  ? 
The  prefent  Moment's  all  my  Lot, 
And  that,  as  fait  as  it  is  got, 

PbiUis  is  wholly  thine. 
Then  talk  not  of  Inconftancy, 

Falfe  Hearts,  and  broken  Vows ; 
If  I  by  Miracle  can  be 
This  live-long  Minute  true  to  thee, 

'Tis  all  that  Heav'n  allows.  Rocb, 

For  as  a  Pythagorean  Soul 
Runs  thro'  all  Beafts,  and  Fifh  and  Fowl ; 
And  has  a  Smack  of  ev'ry  one  ; 
So  Love  does,  and  has  ever  done: 
And  therefore,  tho'  'tis  ne're  fo  fond, 
Takes  fbangely  to  the  Vagabond : 
'Tis  but  an  Ague  that's  reverft, 
Whofe  hot  Fit  takes  the  Patient  firft; 
That  after  burns  with  Cold  as  much, 
As  Ice  in  Gresnland  does  the  Touch  : 
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Melts  in  the  Furnace  of  Defire, 
Like  Glafs,  that's  but  the  Ice  of  Fire  ; 
And  when  his  Heat  of  Fancy's  over, 
Becomes  as  hard  and  frail  a  Lover.  Had. 

Change  is  Fate,  and  not  Defign  ; 
Love,  like  us,  muft  Fate  obey: 
Since  'tis  Nature's  Law  to  change, 
Conftancy  alone  is  ftrange.  Roch. 

Inconftancy's  the  Plague,  that  firft  or  laft 
Taints  the  whole  Sex, the  catching  Court-Difeafe.I^M/^nV. 

INFIRMARY. 
Immediately  a  Place 
Before  his  Eyes  appear'd,  fick,  noifom,  dark : 
A  Lazar-Houfe  it  feem'd,  wherein  were  laid 
Numbers  of  all  Difeafed,  all  Maladies. 
Dire  was  the  toffing,  deep  the  Groans :  Defpair 
Tended  the  Sick,  bufy  from  Couch  to  Couch  ; 
And  over  them  triumphant  Death  his  Dart 
Shook,  but  delay'd  to  ftrike,  tho'  oft  invok'd 
With  Vows,  as  their  chief  Good  and  final  Hope.         Milt. 

INGRATITUDE. 

Ingratitude's  the  Growth  of  every  Clime.     Dryd.  Don  Seb. 
And  in  this  thanklefs  World  the  Givers 
Areenvy'd  ev'n  by  the  Receivers: 
'Tis  now  the  cheap  and  frugal  Faihion, 
Rather  to  hide  than  pay  the  Obligation  : 
Nay,  'tis  much  worfe  than  fo, 
It  now  an  Artifice  does  grow, 
Wrongs  and  Outrages  to  do, 

Leil  Men  fhould  think  we  owe.  Cozvl.  Pind, 

Fate  ne'er  ftrikes  deep  but  when  Unkindnefs  joins  : 
But  there's  a  Fate  in  Kindnefs, 
Still  to  be  leaft  return'd  where  moft  'tis  given.  Dryd. Sec.  Love, 

So  often  try'd,  and  ever  found  fo  true, 
Has  giv'n  me  Truft,  and  Truft  has  giv'n  me  Means 
Once  to  be  falfe  for  all.  Dryd.  Don  Seb. 

He  trufts  us  both  !  mark  that  !  fhall  we  betray  him  ? 
A  Mafter  who  repofes  Life  and  Empire 
On  our  Fidelity  ?  I  grant  he  is  a  Tyrant : 
That  hated  Name  my  Nature  moft  abhors ; 
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More,  as  you  fay,  has  loaded  me  with  Shame, 

Ev1n  with  the  lafl  Contempt  to  ferve  Sebaftian: 

Yet  more,  I  know  he  vacates  my  Revenge 

Which,  but  by  this  Revolt,   I  cannot  compafs. 

But  while  he  trulls  me,  'twere  fo  bafe  a  Part 

To  fawn  and  yet  betray,  I  mould  be  hifs'd 

And  whoop'd  in  Hell  for  that  Ingratitude. 

Is  not  the  Bread  thou  eat'il,  the  Robe  thou  wear'ft, 

Thy  Wealth  and  Honour,  all,  the  pure  Indulgence 

Of  him  thou  would'il  deitroy? 

And  would  his  Creature,  nay  his  Friend,  betray  him  ? 

Why  then  no  Bond  is  left  on  human  Kind  ; 

Diftrufls,  Debates,  immortal  Strifes  enfue ; 

Children  may  murder  Parents,  Wives  their  Husbands; 

Ail  muft  be  Rapine,  Wars  and  Defolation, 

When  Trull  and  Gratitude  no  longer  bind.   Dryd.  Don.  Seb, 

Both  falfe  and  faithlefs  ! 
Draw  near,  ye  well-joyn'd  Wickednefs,  ye  Serpents, 
Whom  I  have  in  my  kindly  Bofom  warm'd, 
Till  I  am  flung  to  Death. 

My  whole  Life 
Has  been  a  golden  Dream  of  Love  and  Friendfhip  ; 
But  now  I  wake,  I'm  like  a  Merchant  rouz'd 
From  foft  Repofe  to  fee  his  Veffel  finking, 
And  all  his  Wealth  caft  o'er.     Ingrateful  Woman! 
Who  follow'd  me  but  as  the  Swallow  Summer, 
Hatchi  lg  her  young  ones  in  my  kindly  Beams, 
Singing  her  Flatteries  to  my  morning  Wake; 
But  now  my  Winter  comes,  {he    fpreads  her  Wing?, 
And  feeks  the  Spring  of  Ca?far.  Dryd.  J! I  for  Love* 

[Said  of  Cleopatra  by  Anthony ; 
He  has  prophan'd  the  facred  Name  of  Friend 
And  worn  it  into  Vilenefs. 
With  how  fecure  a  Brow  and  fpecious  Form 
He  gilds  the  fecret  Villain!  Sure  that  Face 
Was  meant  for  Honefty ;  but  Heav'n  mif-match'd  it, 
And  furnifrYd  Treafon  out  with  Nature's  Pomp, 
To  make  its  Work  more  eafy. 
See  how  he  fets  his  Countenance  for  Deceit, 
And  promifes  a  Lye  before  he  fpeaks.     Dryd.  All fer  Love. 

[Said  oiDollakla  by  Anthony] 
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Two,  two  fuch  ! 
Oh  !  there's  no  farther  Name  !  Two  fuch  to  me ! 
To  me,  who  lock'd  my  Soul  wiihin  your  Breaft, 
Had  no  Defire,  no  Joy,  no  Life  but  you. 
When  half  the  Globe  was  mine,  I  gave  it  you 
In  Dowry  with  my  Heart:  I  had  no  Ufe, 
No  Fruit  of  all,  but  you;  a  Friend  and  Miilrefs 
Was  all  the  World  could  give.     Oh  Cleopatra! 
Oh  Dolabella  /  how  could  you  betray 
This  tender  Heart,  which  with  an  Infant  Fondnefs 
Lay  lull'd  between  your  Bofoms,  and  there  flept 
Secure  of  injur' d  Faith?  I  can  forgive 
A  Foe,  but  not  a  Miitrefs  and  a  Friend  : 
Treafon  is  there  in  its  mod  horrid  Shape, 
Where  Truft  is  greater!;  and  the  Soul  refign'd, 
Is  flabb'd  by  her  own  Guards.  Dr yd.  All  for  Love. 

To  break  thy  Faith, 
And  turn  a  Rebel  to  fo  good  a  Mailer, 
Is  an  Ingratitude  unmatch'd  on  Earth  : 
The  firft  revolting  Angel's  Pride  could  only 
Do  more  than  thou  halt  done:   Thou  copy*fl  well, 
And  keep' ft  the  black  Original  in  view.  Rozve  Earner  I. 

INNOCENCE. 

Virtue,  dear  Friend,  needs  no  Defence  ; 
The  fureft  Guard  is  Innocence: 
None  knew,  till  Guilt  created  Fear, 
What  Darts  or  poifon'd  Arrows  were. 
Integrity  undaunted  goes 
Thro'  Libyan  Sands  and  Scythian  Snows, 
Or  where  Hydafpis  wealthy  Side 
Pays  Tribute  to  the  Perfian  Pride.  Rofc.Hor. 

A  generous  Fiercenefs  dwells  with  Innocence, 
And  confcious  Virtue  is  allow'd  fome  Pride,     Dryd.  Oedip. 

O  that  I  had  my  Innocence  again  ! 
My  untouch'd  Honour!    but  I  wilh  in  vain  : 
The  Fleece  that  has  been  by  the  Dyer  ftain'd, 
Never  again  its  native  Whitenefs  gain'd.  Wall. 

Happy  the  Innocent,  whofe  equal  Thoughts 
Are  free  from  Anguifh,  as  they  are  from  Faults.         Wall. 
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INSECTS.    See  Creation, 

Thus  when  the  Nile  from  Pbarian  Fields  :s  fled, 
And  feeks  with  ebbing  Tides  his  antient  Bed  ; 
The  fat  Manure  with  hea  v'nly  Fire   is  warm'd, 
And  crufted  Creatures,  as  in  Wombs,  are  formM: 
Thefe,   when  they  turn  the  Glebe,  the  Peafants  find 
Some  rude,  and  yet  unfinifh'd  in  their  Kind  ; 
Short  of  their  Limbs,  a  lame  imperfect  Birth, 
One  half  alive,  and  one  of  lifelefs  Earth.  Dryd.Ozdd. 

INT    E  R  E  S  T. 

Intereft,  everjoin'd 
With  Fraud,  unworthy  of  a  noble  Mind.  Pope.  Horn. 

Intereft  is  the  moil  prevailing  Cheat; 
The  fly  Seducer  both  of  Age  and  Youth, 
They  ftudy  that,   and  think  they  ftudy  Truth. 
Where  Int'reft  fortifies  an  Argument^  "7 

We  ak  Reafon  fervcs  to  gain  the  Will's  Aflent;     (&  Pantb.  > 
For  Soi^.s  already  warp'd  receive  an  eafy  Bent.   Dryd.Hind.  3 

Int'reft,    that  bold  Impofer  on  our  Fate, 
That  always  to  dark  Ends  mif-guides  our  Wills, 
And  withfalfe  Happinefs  fmooths  o'er  our  Ills.  Otzv.Don  Carl. 

Int'reft  makes  all  feem  Reafon  that  leads  to  it.  Dryi. Sec. Love. 

All  feek  their  Ends,  and  each  would  other  cheat  : 
They  on'y  feem  to  hate,  and  feem  to  love, 
But  fnt'reft  is  the  Point  on  which  they  move: 
Their  Friends  are  Foes,  and  Foes  are  Friends  ac;en, 
And  in  their  Turns  are  Knives  and  honeft  Men: 
Our  Iron  Age  is  grown  an  Age  of  Go'd  ; 
'Tis  who  bids  moft,  for  all  Men  would  be  fold.    Dryd.Ampbit> 

JOUSTS  and  Tournaments.     See  Battle.  Duel.  War. 
The  Challenger  with  fierce  Defy  O 

His  Trumpet  founds,  the  Challeig'd  makes  Reply;  > 

With  Clangor  rings  the  Field,  refuunds  the  vaulted  Sky.    3 
Their  Vizors  clo/d,  their  Lances  in  the  Reft, 
Or  at  the  Helmet  pointed  or  the  Creft; 
lThey  vaniih  from  the  Barrier,  fpeed  the  Race, 
And  fpurring,  fee  decreafe  the  middle  Space. 
A   Cloud  of  Smoke  envelops  either  Hoft, 
And  all  at  once  the  Combatants  are  loft : 

M  2  Dark- 
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Darkling   they  join  adverfe,  and  (hock  unfeen, 

Conifers  with  Couriers  juitling,  Men  with  Men. 

As  lab'ring  in  Eciipfe  a-whi1e  they  ftay, 

Ti1l  the  next  Blafl  cf  Wind  refores  the  Day: 

They  look  a-new;  the  beauteous  Form  of  Fight 

Is  chang'd,  and  War  appears  a  grifly  Sight. 

Two  Troops  in  fair  Array  one  Moment  fhow'd, 

The  next  a  Field  with  fallen  Bodies  ftrow'd; 

Not  half  the  Number  in  their  Seats  are  found, 

But  Men  and  Steeds  lie  grov'iing  on  the  Ground. 

The  Points  of  Spears  are  ftuck  within  the  Shield, 

The  Steeds  without  their  Riders  fcoUT  the  Field, 

The  Knights  unhors'd,  on  foot  renew  the  Fight; 

The  glittering  Falchions  raft  a  gleaming  Light: 

Haw  berks  and  Helms  are  hew'd  with  many  a  Wound  ; 

Oat  fpins  the  ftreaming  Blood,  and  dyes  the  Ground. 

The  mighty  Maces  with  fuch  hafte  defcend, 

They  break  the  Bones,  and  make  the  folid  Armour  bend: 

This  thrufts  amid  the  Throng  with  furious  Force  ; 

Down  goes  at  once  the  Horfeman  and  the  Horfe: 

That  Courfer  ftumbles  on  the  fallen  Steed, 

And,  floundring,  throws  the  Rider  o'er  his  Head: 

One  rolls  along,  a  Foot-ball  to  his  Foes; 

One  with  a  broken  Truncheon  deals  his  Blows. 

By  fits  they  ceafe ;  and  leaning  on  the  Lance, 

Take  Breath  a-while,  and  to  new  Fight  advance. 

Full  oft  the  Rivals  met,  and  neither  fpar'd 

His  utmoft  Force,  for  each  forgot  to  ward. 

The  Head  of  this  was  to  the  Saddle  bent, 

That  other  backward  to  the  Crupper  fent. 

Both  were  by  turns  unhors'd ;  the  jealous  Blows 

Fall  thick  and  heavy  when  on  foot  they  clofe  : 

So  deep  their  Falchions  bite,  that  ev'ry  Stroke 

Pierc'd  to  the  quick  ;  and  equal  Wounds  they  gave  and  took. 

Borne  far  afunder  by  the  Tides  of  Men, 

Like  Adamant  and  Steel  they  meet  agen. 

So  when  a  Tiger  lucks  the  Bullock's  Blood, 

A  famiih'd  Lion,  ifluing  from  the  Wood, 

Roars  loudly  fierce,  and  challenges  the  Food : 

Each  claims  Pofleihon,  neither  will  obey, 

But  both  their  Paws  are  faften'd  on  the  Prey  : 

"  They 
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They  bite,  they  tear  ;  and  while  in  vain  they  ftrive, 
The  Swains  come  arnVd  between,  and  both  to  diftance  drive. 

Dry  a.  Pal.  &  Arc. 

Behold  the  noble  Youths  of  Form  Divine, 
Upon  the  Plain  advancing  in  a  Line  ; 
The  Riders  grace  the  Steeds,   the  Steeds  with  glory  fhine. 

Thus  mr.rching  on  in  military  Pride, 
Shouts  of  Apphufe  refound  from  Side  to  Side. 
Their  Cafques  adorn' d  with  Laurel  Wreaths  they  wear, 
Each  brandishing  aloft  a  Cornel  Spear: 
Some  at  their  Backs  their  gilded  Quivers  bore, 
Their  Chains  of  bur.iiffTd  Gold  hung  down  before. 
Three  graceful  Troops  they  form'd  upon  the  Green;         "J 
Three  graceful  Leaders  at  their  Head  were  feen  ;  > 

Twelve  folio  w'd  every  Chief,  and  left  a  fpan  between.       3 

Th'unfledg'd  Commanders,  and  their  martial  Train, 
Firft  make  the  Circuit  of  the  fandy  Plain  : 

Then  at  the  appointed  Sign, 
Drawn  up  in  beauteous  Order,  form  a  Line : 
The  fecond  Signal  founds;  the  Troop  divides 
In  three  dillinguifh'd  Parts,  with  three  diltinguifliM  Guides. 
Again  they  clofe,  and  once  again  disjoin, 
In  Troop  to  Troop  oppos'd,  and  Line  to  Line  : 
They  meet,  they  wheel,  they  throw  their  Darts  afar 
With  harmlefs  Rage,  and  well  diifembled  War. 
Then  in  a  Round  the  mingled  Bodies  run  ; 
Flying  they  follow,  and  purfuing  fhun. 
Broken  they  break,  and  rallying  they  renew 
In  other  Forms  the  military  Shew. 
At  laft,  in  Order,  undifcern'd  they  join, 
And  march  together  in  a  friendly  Line. 
And,  as  the  Cretan  Labyrinth  of  old, 
With  wand'ring  Wave,  and  many  a  winding  Fold, 
Involv'd  the  weary  Feet,  without  Redrefs, 
In  a  round  Error,  which  deny'd  Recefs; 
So  fought  the  Trojan  Boys  in  warlike  Play, 
Turn'd,  and  return'd,  and  ftill  a  different  way.    Dryd.Virg. 

J  O  Y. 

Great  Joys,  as  well  as  Sorrows,  make  a  Stay; 
They  hinder  one  another  in  the  Croud. 
And  none  are  heard,  while  all  would  fpeak  aloud.         Cowl* 

M  3  joy 
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Joy  is  in  ev'ry  Face  without  a  Cloud  : 
As  in  the  Scene  of  opening  Paradife 

The  whole  Creation  dane'd  at  their  new  being.     {Don  See. 
PJeas'd  to  be  what  they  were,  pleas'd  with  each  other.     Dryd. 

Refiillefs  Floods  of  fudden  Pleafure  roll 
Along  his  Veins,  and  break  in  on  his  Soul : 
He  finks  beneath  the  Pleafure  of  his  Joy, 
And  Jofipb's  Life  does  almoft  his  deftroy.  Blae. 

A  fecret  Pleafure  trickles  thro'  my  Veins; 
It  works  about  the  Inlets  of  my  Soul.  Dryd. Don. Seb. 

Now  my  Veins  fwell,  and  my  Arms  grafp  the  Poles, 
My  Breafls  grow  bigger  with  the  vaft  Deiight ; 
TTis  Length  of  Rapture,  and  an  Age  of  Fury  !       Lee  Ahx* 

Now  by  my  Soul,  and  by   thefe  hoary  Hairs, 
I'm  fo  o'erwhelm'd  with  Pleafure  that  I  feel 
A  later  Spring  within  my  withered  Limbs, 
That  moots  me  out  again.  Dryd.  Don.  $ek. 

Be  gone,  my  Care;  I  give  you  to  theWinda, 
Far  to  be  borne;  far  from  the  happy  Altamont ; 
Far  from  the  facred  JEra  of  my  Love  : 
A  better  Order  of  fucceeding  Days 
Comes  fmiling  forward,  white  and  lucky  all. 
Cafiilla  is  the  Miftrefs  of  the  Year, 
She  crowns  the  Seafous  with  aufpicious  Beauty, 
And  bids  ev'n  all  my  Hour's  be  good  and  joyful.  RozveFairPes. 

Be  nill  my  Sorrows !  and  be  loud  my  Joys  ! 
F!v  to  the  utmoft  Circle  of  the  Seas, 
Thou  furious  Tempeit  that  haft  tofs'd  my  Mind, 
And  leave  no  Thought  but  Leonora  there. 
What's  this  I  feel  a-boding  in  my  Soul, 
As  if  this  Day  were  fatal  ?  Be  it  fo  ! 
Fate  fhall  have  but  the  Leavings  of  my  Love  ! 
My  Joys  are  gloomy,  but  withal  are  great ; 
The  Lion  tho'  he  fees  the  Toils  are  fet, 
Yet  pinch'd  with  raging  Hunger,  fcours  away, 
Hunts  in  the  Face  of  Danger  all  the  Diy,  [Span.  Fry, 

At  Night,  withfullen  Pleafure,  grumbles  o*er  his  Prey.  Dryd* 

She  bids  me  hope  !  O  Heavens !  fhe  pities  me  ; 
And  Pity  ftill  fore  runs  approaching  Love, 
As  Lightning  does  the  Thunder.     Tune  your  Harps, 
Ye  Angels,  to  that  Sound !   and  thou,  my  Heart, 
Make  room  to  entertain  thy  flowing  Joys : 

Hence 
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Kence  all  my  Griefs,  and  ev'ry  anxious  Care, 

One  Look,and  one  kind  Glance  can  cureDefpair.  Dr. Span  Fry. 

Am  I  then  pity'd?  I  have  liv'd  enough  ! 
Death,  take  me  in  this  moment  of  my  Joy  : 
But  when  my  Soul  is  piung'd  in  long  Oblivion, 
Spare  this  one  Thought,  Let  me  remember  Pity; 
And  fo  deceived,  think  all  my  Life  wasbleft.  Dr yd. Span. Fry. 

Oh  you  are  fo  Divine,  and  caofe  fuch  Fondne  s, 
That  my  Heart  leaps,  and  beats,  and  fain  would  out, 
To  make  a  Dance  of  Joy  about  your  Feet ! 
Such  Ecftafy  Life  cannot  carry  long! 
The  Day  comes  on  fo  fall,  and  beamy  Joy 
Darts  with  fuch  Fiercenefson  me, Night  will  follow.  Lee  Alex. 

Know,  be  it  known  to  the  Limits  of  the  World; 
Yet  farther,  let  it  pafs  your  dazling  Roof, 
The  Manfions  of  the  Gods,  and  ftrike  'em  deaf 
With  everlafting  Pea's  of  thund'ring  Joy  ! 
Oh  for  this  News  let  Waters  break  their  Bounds! 
Rocks,  Valleys,  Hills  with  fplitting  la's  ring  ! 
Is,   Jocafia  !  Io  Pa  an  fing.  Lee  Oetip. 

Be  this  the  gen'ral  Voice  fent  up  to  Heav'n, 
And  ev'ry  publick  Place  repeat  this  Echo. 
To  Pomp  and  Triumph  give  this  happy  Day  ; 
Let  Labour  ceafe;  fet  out  before  your  Doors 
The  Images  of  all  your  ileeping  Fathers, 
With  Laurels  crown'd:  With  Laurel  wreathe  your  Ports, 
And  ftrew  with  Flow'rs  the  Pavement.     Let  the  Prielts 
Do  prefent  Sacrifice  ;  pour  out  the  Wine,  (Low. 

And  call  the  Gods  to  join  with  you  in  Gladnefs.   Dryd.All  for 

Let  Mirth  go  on  :  Let  P.eafure  know  no  Paufe, 
But  fill  up  ev'ry  Minute  of  this  Day.  Rozue  Fair  Pen. 

But  oh!    the  Joy,  the  mighty  Ecftafy 
Poffefs'd  thy  Soul  at  this  Diicovery  ! 
Speechlefs  and  panting  at   my  Feet  you  lay, 
And  fhort-breath'd  Sighs  told  what  you  could  not  fay  : 
A  thoufand  times  my  Hands  with  KifTes  prefs'd, 
And  look'd  fuch  Darts  as  none  could  e'er  refill : 
Silent  we  gaz'd,  and  as  my  Eyes  met  thine, 
New  Joys  fill'd  theirs,  new  Love  and  Shame  fiU'd  mine.  Bebn. 

My  charm'd  Ears  ne'er  knew 
A  Sound  of  fo  much  Rapture,  fo  much  Joy. 
Not  Voices,  Instruments,  nor  warbling  Birds, 

M  4  Not. 
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Not  Winds,  nor  murm'ring  Waters  join'd  in  Confort, 

Not  tuneful  Nature,  nor  th'according  Spheres 

Utter  fuch  Harmony,  as  when  my  Selima 

With  down  caft  Looks  and  Blulhe*  faid,  I /ore.    RozveTamer/. 

Oh  the  dear  Hour  in  which  you  did  refign  !  "7 

When  round  my  Neck  your  willing  Arms  did  twine,      > 
And  in  a  Kifs  you  faid,  your  Heart  was  mine!  3 

Thro'  each  returning  Year  may  that  Hour  be 
Diftinguifh'd  in  the  Rounds  of  all  Eternity. 
Gay  be  the  Sun  that  Hour  in  all  his  Light ;  "7 

Let  him  collect  the  Day  to  be  more  bright ;  > 

Shine  all  that  Hour,  and  all  the  reft  be  Night!  Cong.  3 

There's  not  a  Slave,  a  (hackled  Slave  of  mine, 
Butihould have fmil'd  that  Hour  thro'all  h\sCaret{Mo/irx.Brii?£. 
And  fhookhis  Chains  in Tranfport  and  rude  Harmony.  Cong. 

Oh  my  Soul's  Toy  ! 
If  after  ev'ry  Tempeft  come  fuch  Calm, 
May  the  Winds  blow  till  they  have  waken'd  Death  ; 
And  let  the  lab'ring  Bark  climb  Hills  of  Seas, 
O/ympffs  high,  and  duck  again  as  low 
As  Hell's  from  Heav'n.     If  it  were  now  to  die, 
'Twere  now  to  be  mod  happy !  for  I  fear 
My  Soul  has  her  Content  fo  abfolute, 
That  not  another  Comfort  like  to  this, 
Succeeds  in  unknown  Fate.  Sbak.Otke/. 

Some  ftrange  Reverfe  of  Fate  mutt  fure  attend 
This  vaft  Profufion,  this  Extravagance 
Of  Heav'n  to  blefs  me  thus!  'Tis  Gold  fo  pure, 
It  cannot  bear  the  Stamp  without  Allay  DryJ.Don.Seh. 

Mine  is  a  Gleam  of  Bltfs  too  hot  to  lait ; 
Watry  it  ihines,  and  will  be  foon  o'ercait.  Dryd.Auren. 

For,  as  Extremes  are  fhort  of  1:1  and  Good, 
And  Tides  at  higheft  Mark  regorge  the  Flood  : 
So  fate,  that  could  no  more  improve  their  Joy, 
Took  a  malicious  Pleafure  to  deitroy.  Dryd.Sig.\$Guif* 

Weeping  far  Joy. 
My  plenteous  Joys, 
Wanton  in  Fulnefs,   leek  to  hide  themfelves 
In  Drops  of  Sorrow.  Shak.  Mack. 

I  cannot  fpeak  ;  Tears  fo  oburucl  my  Words, 
And  choak  me  with  unutterrable  Joy  .  Qtiv.  Cat.   MaK 

Then 
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Then  into  Tears  of  Joy  the  Father  broke; 
Each  in  his  longing  Arms  by  turns  he  took, 
*Panted  and  paus'd,  and  thus  again  he  fpoke.       Dryd.Virg 

My  Joy  flops  at  my  Tongue  ; 
But  it  has  found  two  channels  here  for  one, 
And  bubbles  out  above.  Dry  J.  A! I  for  Love, 
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Ker  moony  Horns  were  on  her  Forehead  placM, 
And  yellow  Sheaves  her  mining  Temples  grac'd  : 
A  Mitre  for  a  Crown,  (he  wore  on  high, 
The  Dog,  and  dappled  Bull  were  waiting  by. 
OJyriSy  fought  along  the  Banks  of  Nile, 
The  filent  God,  the  facred  Crocodile: 
And  lall  a  long  Proceflion  moving  on 
With  Timbrels,  that  aiTitt  the  Iab'ring  Moon.      Drya.Ovid* 

The  fortunate  ISLANDS. 

The  happy  Ifles,  where  endlefs  Pleafures  wait 
Are  ftyPd  by  tuneful  Bards,  The  Fortunate. 
Eternal  Spring  with  fmiling  Verdure  here 
Warms  the  mild  Air,  and  crowns  the  youthful  Year. 
From  cryltal  Rocks  tranfparent  Riv'lets  flow} 
The  Rofe  ftill  blumes,  and  the  Viletsblow. 
The  Vine  undrefs'd  her  fwelling  Clutters  bears ; 
The  Iab'ring  Hind  the  mellow  Olives  cheers  : 
Bloffoms  and  Fruit  at  once  the  Citron  fhows, 
And,  as  me  pays,  difcovers  it-ill  (he  owes; 
And  the  glad  Orange  courts  the  am'rous  Maid 
With  golden  Apples,  and  a  filken  Shade. 
No  Blatt  e'er  difcompofe  rhe  peaceful  Sky  ; 
The  Springs  but  murmur,  and  the  Wings  but  figh. 
The  tuneful  Swans  on  gliding  Rivers  float, 
And  warbling  Dirges  die  on  t\\y  Note, 
Where  Flora  treads,  her  Zephyr  Garlands  flings, 
Shaking  rich  Odours  from  his  purple  Wings  : 
And  Birds  from  Woodbine  Bow'rs,  and  Jefs'min  Groves 
Chaunt  their  glad  Nuptials,  and  unenvyM  Loves. 
Mild  Seafons,  riling  Hills,  and  filent  Dales, 
Cool  Grottos,  illver  Brooks,  and  ilow'ry   Va'es, 
In  this  bleft  Climate  ail  the  circling  Yeat  prevail.  Gar. 
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JUNO. 

Great  Queen  of  gath'rirg  Clouds, 
Whofe  Moifturc  fills  the  Floods  : 
Great  Queen  of  Nuptial  Rkes, 
Whole  Pow'r  the  Soul  unites,  (Jlban. 

And  fills  the  genial  Bed  with  chafte  Delights.      Dryd.Jlb^Q. 

For  Juno  ties 
The  nuptial  Knot,  and  makes  the  Marriage- Joys.   Dryd.Virg* 
The  Majefty  of  Heav'n !  The  Sifter  Wife  oijove.  Dryd.Virg. 

J  U  P  I  T    E  R. 

O  Thou,  whofe  Thunder  rends  the  clouded  Air, 
Who  in  the  Heav'n  of  Heav'ns  haft  nVd  thy  Throne, 
Supream  of  Gods !  unbounded,  and  alone!  PoptHom. 

O  firft  and  greatefl  Pow'r  whom   all  obey, 
Who  high  on  Ida's  holy  Mountain  fway.  Pope. Horn. 

Th' inviolable  King.  Pope. Horn. 

The  Pow'r,  whofe  high  Command 
Is  unconfin'd;  who  rules  the  Seas  and  Land} 
And  tempers  Thunder  inhisaweful  Hand.      Dryd.Ovid. 

Th'  imperial  God, 
Who  ihakes  Heav'n's  Axle  with  his  aweful  Nod.   Dryd.Virg 

Who  rouls 
The  radiant  Stars,and  Heav'n  and  Earth  controuls.  Dryd.Virg, 

The  Pow'r  irnmenfe!  Eternal  Energy  ! 
The  King  of  Gods  and  Men  ;  whofe  aweful  Hand 
Difperfes  Thunder  on  the  Seas  and  Land, 
Difpofing  all  with  abfolute  Command.  Dryd. 

The  mighty  Thund'rer,  with  majeftick  Awe, 
Then  fhook  his  Shield,  and  dealt  his  Bolts  around, 
And  fcatter'd  Tempefts  on  the  teeming  Ground.  Dryd.Virg. 

So  Jove  decrees,  refiftlefs  Lord  of  all ! 
At  whofe  Command  whole  Empires  rife  cr  fall : 
He  makes  the  feeble  Prop  of  human  Truft; 
And  Towns  and  Armies  humbles  to  the  Dull.     Pope.  Horn. 
So  when  of  old  Jove  from  the  Titans  fled,  ? 

Amman's  rude  Front  his  radiant  Face  bely'd,  5* 

And  all  the  Majefty  of  Heav'n  lay  hid  :  3 

At  length  by  Fate  to  Pow'r  Divine  reftor'd,  ? 

His  Thunder  taught  theWorld  to  know  its  Lord;  (Tamer/  > 
The  God  grew  terrible  again,  and  was  again  ador'd.  Reeve.  3 

So  Jove  look'd  down  upon  the  War  of  Atoms, 
And  rude  tumultuous  Chats,    when  as  yet 

Fair 
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Fair  Nature,    Form,  and  Order  had  not  Being, 

But  Difcord  and  Confufion  troubled  all. 

Calm  and  ferene  upon  his  Throne  he  fate, 

Fix'd  thereby  the  eternal  Lav/ of  Fate: 

Safe  in  himfelf,  beeaufe  he  knew  his  PowV, 

And,kno  wing  what  he  was,he  knew  he  was  lecure.  Rszue  Ulyj» 


JUSTICE.     See  King. 
Of  all  the  Virtues,  Juftice  is  the  bed  ; 
Valour,  without  it,  is  a  common  Peft: 
Pyrates  and  Thieves,   too  oft  with  Courage  grac*d, 
Shew  us  how  ill  that  Virtue  may  be  placd : 
'  Fis  our  Complexion  makes  us  chaile  or  brave  $ 
Jufiice  from  Reafon,  and  from  Heav'n  we  have  : 
All  other  Virtues  dwell  but  in  the  Blood  ; 
That  in  the  Soul,  and  gives  the  Name  of  Good  : 
'Jufiice  the  Queen  of  Virtues !  Wall 

Jufiice*  tho'  me  is  painted  blind, 
Is  to  the  weaker  Side  inclin'd, 
Like  Charity ;  elfe  Right  and  Wrong 
Could  never  hold  it  out  fo  lung  Hui* 

Jufiice  gives  Sentence  many  times 
On  one  Man  for  another's  Crimes. 
As  lately  't  happen'd  in  a  Town, 
Where  liv'd  a^Cobler,  and  but  one; 
That  out  of  Doftrine  could  cut  Ufe, 
And  mend  Men's  Lives,  as  well  as  Shoes  ; 
This  precious  Brother  having  flain, 
In  Times  of  Peace  an  Indian* 
The  mighty  Tottipottimoy 
Sent  to  our  Elders  an  Envoy  ; 
Complaining  forely  of  the  Breach 
Of  League,  held  forth  by  Brother  Patch, 
Againft  the  Articles  in  Force, 
Between  two  Churches,   his  and  curs. 
For  which  he  crav'd   the  Saints  to  render 
Into  his  Hands,  or  hang  th'OfFender. 
But  they,  maturely  having  weigh'd, 
They  had  no  more  but  him  o'th*  Trade  j 


(A  Man 


2j  6  Kindnejs.     King. 

(A  Man  that  ferv'd  'em  in  a  double 

Capacity,   to  teach  and  cobble) 

Refolv'd  to  fpare  him;  yet  to  do 

The  Indian  Hogan  Mogan  too 

Impartial  Juilice,  in  his  Stead  did 

Hang  an  old  Weaver  that  was  bed-rid.  Hud. 

So  Juftice,  while  fhe  winks  at  Crimes, 
Stumbles  on  Innocence  fometimes.  Hud. 

KINDNESS. 

Kindnefs  has  refiillefs  Charms, 
All  things  elfe  but  weakly  movej 
Jiercefl  Anger  it  diiarms, 
And  clips  the  Wings  of  flying  Love* 
Beauty  does  the  Heart  invade; 
Kindnefs  can  alone  perfuade  : 
It  gilds  the  Lover's  fervile  Chain, 
And  makes  the  Slave  grow  pleas'd  and  vain.      Koch* 

Kindnefs  can  Indifference  warm, 
And  blow  that  Calm  into  a  Storm.  Ether. 

KING.     See  Emperor.  Tyrant.  Ufurfer. 
A  Monarch's  Crown 
Golden  in  Shew,  is  but  a  Crown  of  Thorns  j 
Brings  Dangers,  Troubles,  Cares,  and  fleeplcfs  Nights, 
To  him  who  wears  the  Regal  Diadem  ; 
When  on  his  Shoulders  each  Man's  Burden  lies : 
For  therein  lies  the  Office  of  a  King, 
His  Honour,  Virtue,  Merit,  and  chief  Praife, 
That  for  the  Publick  all  his  Weight  he  bears.  Miff* 

Kings,  like  Heav'ns  Eye,  mould  fpread  their  Beams  around. 
Pleas' d  to  be  feen,  while  Glory's  Race  they  run: 
Reit  is  not  for  the  Chariot  of  the  Sun. 
Luxurious  Kings  are  to  their  People  loft r 
They  live  like  Drones,  upon  the  publick  Colt.  Dryd.Auren. 

Kings,  who  are  Fathers,live  but  in  their  People.  Dr.Don.Seb. 

Some  Kings  the  Name  of  Conquerors  afium'd  ; 
Some  to  be  Great,  fome  to  be  Gods  prefum'd; 
But  foounJlefs  PovvV,  and  arbitrary  Lult, 
Mad.  Tyrants  itill  abhor  the  Name  of  Juft  : 
They  fhunn'd  the  Praiie  this  God  like  Virtue  gives, 
And  fear'd  a  Title  that  reproach' d  their  Lives..  Dryd. 

Princes 
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Princes  by  Difobediente  get  Command, 
And  by  new-quell'd  Rebellions  firmer  ftand : 
Ti'l  by  the  boundlefs  Offers  of  Succels, 
They  meet  their  Fate  in  ill-us'd  Happinefs.  Hj:l\ 

Oh  poliftVd  Perturbation  !  Golden  Care  f 
That  keeps  the  Ports  of  Slumber  open  wide 
To  many  a  watchful  Night !  O  Majeily  ! 
When  thou  dolt  pinch  thy  Bearer,  thou  doft  fit 
Like  a  rich  Armour,  worn  in  Heat  of  Day, 
That  fcalds  with  Safety.  Shak.Hen.%. 

A  Crown,whate'er  we  give, is  worth  the  Coft.    Dryd.Ccnq. 

How  wretchedly  he  rules,  (of  Gratis 

That's  fervid  byCowardSjandadvis'd  by  Fools !  Oho  DonCarL 

What's  Royalty,  but  Pow'r  to  pleafc  my  felfi 
And  if  I  dare  not,   then  am  I  the  Slave, 
And  my  own  Slaves  the  Sovereigns. 
Weak  Princes   flatter  when  they  want  the  Pc-v'r 
To  curb  their  People:  Tender  Plants  mull  bend  ; 
But  when  a  Government   is  grown  to  Strength, 
Like  iome  old  Oak,  tough  with  its  armed  Bar!;, 
It  yields  not  to  the  Tug,  but  only  nods, 
And  turns  to  fallen  State.  Dryd Don.Sek 

Kings  Titles  commonly  begin  by  Force, 
Which  Time  wears  off,  and  mellows  into  Right; 
And  Pow'r,  which  in  one  Age  is  Tyranny, 
Is  ripen'd  in  the  next  to  true  Succeffion.         Dryd. Span. Fry. 

All  After-Ads  are  fanftify'd  by  Pow'r.       Dr.yd.Don.SeL 

Unbounded  Pow'r,  and  Height  of  Greatnefs,  give 
To  Kings  that  Luftre  which  we  think  divine  ; 
The  Wife,  who  know 'em,  know  they  are  but  Men, 
Nay,  fometimes  weak  ones  too  :  The  Croud  indeed, 
Who  kneel  before  the  Image,  not  the  God, 
Worlhip  the  Deity  their  Hands  have  made.  Row >c  Ami.  Step. 

He's  in  PofTeffion  !  io  Difeafesare: 
Should  not  a  ling'ring  Fever  he  remov'd, 
Becaufe  it  long  has  rag'd  within  my  Blood? 
Do  I  rebel,  when  I  would  thruft  it  out? 
What !   (hall  1  think  the  World  was  made  for  one, 
And  Men  are  born  for  Kings,  as  Beads  for  Men, 
Nat  for  Protection,  but  to  be  devour'd? 
Mark  thole  who  doat  on  Arbitrary  Pow'r, 
And  you  fhall  find  them  either  hot  brain'd  Youth, 

Or 
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Or  needy  Bankrupts,  fervile  in  their  Greatnefs, 

And  Slaves  to  fome,  to  lord  it  o'er  the  reft. 

O  Bafeneis!   to  fupport  a  Tyrant  Throne,  (Fry. 

And  crufh  your  free-born  Brethren  of  theWorld  !    Dryd  Span. 

Thofe  Kings,  who  rule  with  limited  Command, 
Have  Player's  Sceptres  put  into  their  Hand. 
Povv'r  has  no  Balance!  one  Side  flill  weighs  down,  [of  Gran. 
And  either  hoifts  the  Commonwealth  or  Crown.   Dryd.  Conq. 

Force  only  can  maintain 
The  Pow'r  that  Fortune  gives,  or  Worth  does  gain.     Coze/. 

Sovereigns,  ever  jealous  of  their  State, 
Forgive  not  rhore  whom  once  they  mark  for  Hate  ; 
Ev'ntho'  th'QfFence  they  feemingly  digeft, 
Revenge,  like  Embers,  rak'd  within  their  Breaft, 
Burn's  forth  in  Flames,  whofe  un  re  lifted  Pow'r 
Will  feize  th'un wary  Wretch;  and  foon  devour.     Dryd. Horn. 

The  Thoughts  of  Kings  are  like  religious  Groves, 
The  Walks  of  muffled  Gods;  facred  Pvetreat, 
Where  none  but  whom  they  pleafe  t'admit  approach.    D  yd. 

The  Thoughts  of  Princes  dwell  in  facred  Privacy, 
Unknown  and  venerable  to  the  Vu'gar ; 
And  like  a  Temple's  innermoft  RecefTes, 
None  enter  to  behold  the  hallow'd  Myfteries, 
Unbidden  of  the  God  that  dwells  within,     Rozve  Amb.  Step. 

Sebaftian  was  a  Man 
Above  Man's  Height,  ev'n  tow'ring  to  Divinity; 
Brave,  pious,  gen'rous,  great  and  liberal  ; 
Juft  as  the  Scales  ofHeav'n  that  weigh  the  Seafons  : 
He  lov'd  his  People,  him  they  idoliz'd. 
Kis  Gocdnefs  was  diffused  to  Human  Kind, 
He  was  the  Envy  of  his  neighboring  Kings ; 
For  him  their  fighing  Queens  defpis'd  their  Lords, 
AndVirginDaughtersblufh'd  when  he  was  nam' 'd. Dry  Don.Zeb. 

KISSING, 

She  gather'd  humid  Rifles,  as  Hie  fpoke.  Dryd.Ltur. 

She  brought  her  Cheek  up  clofe,  and  lean'd  on  his  ; 
At  which  he  whilrer'd  Kiftes  back  on  hers.  Dryd. A/l for  Lcve. 

She  printed  melting  KiiTcs  as  flie  fpoke  : 
Eager  as  thofe  of  Lovers  are  in  Death, 
When  they  give  up  their  Soul?  too  with  their  Breath.      Oldb. 

Balmy  as  Cordials  that  recover  Souls  i 


Chaftc 
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ChafteasMaidsSighs,and  keenaslongingA/Iothers.I^y^  Bru. 
They  pour'd  a  Storm  of  Rifles  thick  as  Hail       DrydlV  of 
I  felt  the  while  a  pleafing  kind  of  Smart,     {Bath's  Tale. 
The  Kifs  went  tingling  to  my  very  Heart  : 
When  it  was  gone,  the  Senfe  of  it  did  ftay,  O 

The  Sweetnefs  cling' d  upon  my  Lips  all  Day,  > 

LikeDrops  of  Honey, loth  to  h\la\vay.Dryd.M.?r.a-la-mode.  3 

They  kifs'd  with  fuch  a  Fervour, 
And  gave  fuch  furious  Earneft  of  their  Flames, 
That  their  Eyes  fparkled,  and  their  mantling  Blood 
Flew  flufliing  o'er  their  Faces.  Dryd.  Don.  Seb. 

How  I  could  dwell  for  ever  on  thofe  Lips ! 
Oh  I  couM  kifs  'em  pale  with  Eagcrnefs  ! 
So  foft,  by  Heav'n  !  and  fuch  a  juicy  fweet, 
That  ripen'd  Peaches  have  not  half  the  Flavour,  Dry//.  Ampbit. 
The  Neftar  of  the  Gods  to  them  is  taftekfs.     Dryd.Amphit. 
Such  Heat  and  Vigour  (hall  our  Rifles  bear, 
As  if,  .like  Doves,  we  did  engender  there: 
No  bound,  no  Rule  my  Pieaiure  (hall  endure, 
In  Love  there's  none  too  much  an  Epicure. 

Nought  (hall  my  Hands  or  Lips  controul; 
I'll  kifs  thee  thro',  I'll  kifs  thy  very  Soul.  Cowl. 

Then  thus  we'll  lie,  and  thus  we'll  kifs, 
Thus,  thus,   improve  the  lafting  B  ifs: 
There  is  no  Labour  here,  no  Shame; 
The  folid  Pleafure's  ftill  the  fame : 
Never,  oh!  never  to  be  done, 
When  Love  is  ever  but  begun.  Qld4 

As  am'rous,  and  fond,  and  billing. 
As  Philip  and  Mary  on  a  Shilling.  Hud. 

KITE. 

Thus  the  fpreading  Kite 
That  fmeUs  the  flaughter'd  Vi&im  from  on  high, 
Flies  at  a  Diftance,  if  the  Priefts  are  nigh, 
And  fails  around,  and  keeps  it  in  her  Eye.  Add.  Ovid. 

KNIGHT- ERRANT. 

TV  antient  Errant  Knights 
Won  all  their  Ladies  Hearts  in  Fight, 
And  cut  whole  Giants  into  Fitters, 
Jo  put  them  into  am'rou-s  Twitters : 

Whofe 
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Who^e  flubborn  Bowels  fcornM  to  yield, 
Until  their  Gallants  were  half  ki'Td : 
But  when  their  Sides  were  drubb'd  fo  fore, 
They  durft  not  woo  one  Combat  more, 
The  Ladies  Hearts  began  to  melt, 
Subdu'd  with  Blows  their  Lovers  felt: 
So  Spanijb  Heroes,  with  their  Lances, 
At  once  wound  Bulls  and  Ladies  Fancies  i 
And  he  acquires  the  nobleft  Spouie, 
1  hat  widows  greater*.  Herds  of  Cows. 


Hud. 


"The  End  of  the  Firji  Volume. 
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